


98







100

To my misfortune, | met up with

One of those seemingly-worldly idiots.

He remarked at what a brain | was,

And |, being in a particularly good mood,

Did by no means want to rob him

Of the image of me he had so intelligently concocted.

Why, | always go straight home after school,
And study until near eight o'clock
Whereupon | brush my teeth

With a fluoride paste and go to bed.

Of course, | do take time out

For some shepherd'’s pie with lima beans
And a glass of whole milk.

Rock music? It rots the brain.

| do enjoy classical compositions, however,
And find Mozart philosophically stimulating.
Weekends? My studying regimen expands
To twelve hours daily, and | often stay up
As late as nine o’clock.

Sometimes | even watch the Love Boat.
And | have rice pudding for dessert.

You really ought to try rice pudding.

It enhances the circulation.

The fool stared at me

As if | were an alien being,

But he was not in the least surprised.

And damned if he didn’t believe every word of it.

Susan Mendelsohn




MASSACRE

| awoke that peaceful morning

With all the freedom I’'ve ever known,
Until | sensed the new strange scent
That the wind had blown.

| called out for my family

Yet they were not in sight,

For the first time | was alone
And | began to feel some fright.

Not knowing what to do

| raced down to the shore,

Only to find out

That my parents were alive no more.

It then hit me what happened

And | realized what had begun,

The hunters were back this year again
To kill us all for their worthless fun.

With tears in my eyes

| gazed down at the sand

Noticing how all the seal’s bodies
Changed my home to a Deathland.

How could people be this cruel

To ruthlessly kill us and invade our domain
The humans are seizing the freedom we have
And the truth of it all is so plain.

Just then there was a sound from behind me
And | knew it was my turn to die

But my only hope was that someday soon
Someone will listen to the dying seal'scry . . .

Ellen Lechter and Robert Green
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ATEAR OF SORROW

I've cried too often lately, each tear holding a
moment of sorrow.

As one falls, another attempts to form, but |
hold it back! .

| seem to be getting weaker and weaker and this
massive stream of unhappiness breaks through more
and more!

| have no self control!

| used to be able to keep it all bottled up inside.

Sometimes | wonder about life and what exactly I'm
doing here? What's my purpose?

But | have none.

All my good is thrown back in my face.

And when | think about it another tear begins to form.

Elinor Nadler

| sit and watch the children walking home from school,
laughing and talking with each other

under their brightly coloured umbrellas.

Their smiles twinkle like giant diamonds,

bright lights shining through the gloom.

They splash in the puddles, wet, but happy.

Tiny ducklings first learning to swim.

The rain beats down on my window

like thousands of tiny teardrops

ticking away at my window pane,

clocking the passing time.

As the window fogs over | reach out to clear the cloud.
The pane is a cold sheet of ice stinging my hand.

My vision is blurred, but still

| sit and watch the children playing,

hoping for sunnier days for them

and me.

Joanna Abelson



THE LITTLE MOTHER

The little mother sat at her dresser. She smeared on bright pink lipstick and
admired herself in the mirror, turning her head from side to side as though she
were a model being photographed from all angles. Pleased with her appearance,
she stood shakily.

“Rosie," she said to her child who was sitting on a stool amidst a pile of clothing,
“I'm going out now.” That was evident, judging from her outfit: elegant straw
hat, cotton dress in a floral print, bright high-heeled shoes. She picked up her
pocketbook and walked awkwardly to the door. Then she turned.

“Rosie! Are you listening to me?"' The child stared into space blankly. ““Rosie!
You haven't finished your dinner. | worked a long time to make that dinner for
you, so you had better eat it. Food costs good money, and Lord knows we
haven't much of that. Do you hear me?"’ The little mother pushed the plate
toward the child, who didn't move. “Eat your dinner!"” she cried, and pushed
the plate so violently that it fell to the floor, and food was spilled all over.

As the child sat dumbly with food dripping down her face, the little mother again
headed for the door. In her high heels, she tripped over a belt lying on the floor
carelessly. She fell flat. With a furious look on her face, she picked herself up
and smoothed out her dress.

“Ooh! That makes me mad, Rosie! That enrages me! | could have hurt myself
with that belt lying there. | told you to pick it up!"" She flung it angrily across the
room. “Clean up this mess! There are clothes and toys all over, and they’ll be
ruined. Rosie! I've told you over and over to clean up!”’

She grabbed the child’s hand and dragged her around the room on a mad
rampage, picking up socks and shirts and books and throwing them on the
unmade bed. She sat the child on the bed, too. “Fold these clothes and put
everything away properly. | want this room spotless. Now get to it, Rosie!"" But
the child just sat still, doing nothing. The little mother raised her hand in the air
and brought it down across the child’s face. The child toppled to the floor. The
little mother continued to slap her, flailing her arms wildly, kicking, screaming,
tears streaming down her face.

Just then, the door opened. The interruption brought the little mother back to
reality. Her doll lay on the floor, and her mother - the real mother - stood
menacingly in the doorway.

““What are you doing, Rosie?"’ she demanded.

- "Just playing house with my doll, Mommy."

“Put my clothes back where they belong, and clean up this room. I've told you
over and over what a mess it is. Now get to it, Rosie!"" She walked off briskly.
“Yes, Mommy,"” she whispered. And to avoid the fate of the beaten doll, she
began to fold her clothes and put them away neatly.

Susan Mendelsohn
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PRAVKA

There was a little village,

And little that it was,

There was a church on the hillside,
Where in back, hornets would buzz,
But at that time in Russia,

Where this little village stood,

A revolution East of Prussia,
Destroyed its motherhood,

And so the people scattered,

Lives were saved but a few,

And most bodies were tattered,
Most of them Jews.

For all this silly battling,

Reds and Whites would strive,

But never did [ think, that as a Jew,
| would stay alive,

Mayer Yosef Trotsky Raizlar

THE DARKNESS

The darkness, so far away,

Lives in all our hearts,

As does the thought of winding roads,
Which we all must face.

For it's man's destiny, unchangeable,
And yet, the darkness lives on,

Only to return after day’'s end,

The darkness lingers,

It never leaves, it rests always,

In me, you, and all the people,

Who have experienced the discontentment.
The loss.

Johnnie Reisler
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AGED BUT NOT CHANGED

In front of the convalescent home he sits,

he used to stand.

His weight has dropped so very much and what
used to be a tight suit is now a jacket sagging
over a wrinkled frame.

As he looks up the smile he once had is no

longer there.

He sees me and looks down in shame.

His bright happy eyes are now reddened and sad.
With effort he picks up his weak hand, rubs one
and then the other gently.

Wasn't it just yesterday he was at the corner
when | came home from school, always ready with
a candy to sweeten my day.

Bashfully | would give him a kiss and a big hug,
we'd talk about the weather, school, and I'd be
on my way.

But that was ten years ago.

I've grown up since then and exciting bicycle
rides with girls have turned into tires and
sundaes with boys.

| look up at him and want to reach out my hand
to comfort him because my ten years seems to
have aged him twenty.

| try to reach out my hand and it won't move.

And then | see an orderly come up to him and

ask him something | couldn't quite hear.

With much effort he mumbled some sounds which to
me had no meaning, and then | saw the orderly
walking my way. | peered up at this strong man
baffled and then he spoke those trite words to me.
He said, “Our friend wants to know if you want

a candy.”

And | smiled.

Elinor Nadler
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