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The Duel 

By Sue Hansard 

Wind was in a bad mood 

In his baritone voice he roared at Tree 

òIõm much stronger than thee,ó 

Replied Tree, òI donõt think so, 

Mother Earth holds me.ó 

 

òIõll show you, watch and see.ó 

Wind gathered many breezes 

Formed into a swirling mass, 

Taking a huge breath 

Blew it toward Tree. 

 

Tree swayed vigorously right and left 

Appeared to spin in circles  

When Wind had to rest 

The standing one had held steadfast 

With uplifted arms thanked his mother. 

 

Flustered ,Wind summoned more blusterous breath 

Taking in a mighty inhalation 

He let go an enormous exhalation  

Squealing like a high pitched jet engine 

Around and around tree the breezes flew. 

 

Treeõs limbs leapt up and bowed low 

Swished around in perfect gyration  

With postured grace of ballet, standing firm. 

Wind hissed one final swoosh, 

Realizing the battle was lost with Tree today. 

 

The Halloween Game 

By Matthew Jackson 

Nine-year-olds play in the old manõs backyard. 
They hide behind hollow oak masks and carry pump-
kin pouches. 
The devilõs treats are distributed by Grandpa, 
Received by kids with brand new candy stained front 
teeth. 
One for you, one for you. 
  
A single source of shadow blocks moonlight with 
leaves. 
The tree speaks of actions that define and percep-
tions that deceive, 
Then falls abruptly silent impaled by a stick bearing a 
white t-shirt flag. 
A masked candy ritual for the new leader 
Exalted for climbing skills but otherwise unknown. 
  
He proclaims the ability to fly, 
A silhouette in moonlight 
òTrick or Treat.ó 
For it must feel like Heavenõs fall, 
This great headfirst dive. 
  
When the old man clutches his chest 
It is because the pacemaker fails. 
The boyõs collision met by screams. 
But perception deceives those who watch him float 
away, 
Leaving a masked and mangled shell 
Like the snake that sheds its skin. 



Haiku for Fall 
By Kara Urban 
 
The sweet gum leaves are 
     Changing, like the little golden  
           stars in my backyard. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Mother 
By Katie Carlson 
 
Donõt fear the creature in the closet or boogeyman 
under your bed. 
The monster to fear, Mother of them all., is the one 
that lives in your head. 
 
With hateful lips, she feeds you lies through a cloud of 
stale cigarette breath. 
She tells you, òYouõre not good enough.  Why even 
try?  Youõll never find success.ó 
 
òYouõre fat, youõre gross, youõre ugly, and youõre too 
bald to ever be loved.ó 
Her noxious sentiments seep into your brain, easy as 
the cooing of a dove. 
 
She repeats old lies youõve already heard, and tried so 
hard not to believe. 
So stay at home.  Do nothing.  Go nowhere.  If you 
go out, the monster wonõt leave. 

 
Mother lies in wait until you are weak, then begins her 
rote Speech of Lies. 
She feeds you slander you should not believe, and 
chokes your happiness with a barbed vine. 
 
The playhouse stage looks empty.  No crowd will fill 
the empty seats. 
An audience of one is all she needs to carry out her 
planned deceits. 
 
Authorõs note: 
To most people, Halloween represents sweet candy, 
haunted houses, and scary stories.  Frankenstein, 
Dracula, and Nosferatu may still haunt the dreams of 
small children and adults alike, however, these fright-
ening characters are only fiction.  For the fall newslet-
ter, I wanted to write about the real ômonsterõ that 
frightens and torments everyone long after Halloween 
has passed. ôMotherõ represents the subconscious lies 
we tell ourselves everyday.  By believing that you 
aren't worthy of lifeõs bounty, you rob yourself of the 
opportunity to make a magnificent, world-changing 
impact.  Your thought patterns affect your actions as 
well as your inactions.  Your inner beliefs will either 
enable you to do the fantastic things that youõre capa-
ble of, or they will prevent you from ever trying.  So 
how do you quiet the lies in your head?  Each day you 
have the choice to be your own biggest champion or 
your own worst doubter.  You are missing out on the 
life you should be living and that is the scariest true 
story. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 



Sanctuary  
By Matt Jackson 
  
The little girl sits in her sanctuary 
With candle light in the cathedral. 
Sheõs a little scared because outside is camp on earth. 
The creaking boards have got stories to tell and the 
stained glass windows do as well, 
But the most interesting one is the one that sheõs 
writing. 
  
Curled up in the comfy lounge chair, 
Sprawling lines of black are written, scratched with 
frantic red corrective ink. 
Itõs the story of her life and to heal sometimes it has 
to bleed. 
Thereõs no noise, but she feels a presence. 
Someoneõs in her sanctuary. 
  
Itõs storming now at camp on earth, yet thereõs no 
one there to cause her hurt. 
Just blue eyes staring through the window pleading 
to be let in. 
While the others who looked at those eyes saw no 
soul, 
Calling him demon child behind his back, presenting 
a friendship constructed of fear to his face. 
She was the only one who saw with innocence, and 
felt a sorrow that was human. 
She knew in sanctuary it was real. 
  
Doors opened that had long been shut.  In the past 
thinking she would just give up. 
Now going on, but terribly afraid of getting hurt. 
Getting warm, they were drinking wine while sharing 
their lives just to pass the time. 
They looked just like mirrors, seeing each otherõs re-
flection in themselves. 
But nothing gets real and reality fake when you try 
too hard with something at stake. 
He would blame himself for that wine that was 
spilled on her writing. 
  

The boy speaks his gospel lies 
All cleverly concealed in celestial brail. 
Heõs a little scared because he lives at camp on earth. 
His troubled face has stories to tell and the words 
that he speaks do as well, 
But the most interesting one is the one that heõs liv-
ing. 
  
Curled up in the dark alley in pouring rain, 
Sprawling webs of veins are illuminated, with desper-
ate red atonement scars. 
Itõs the story of his life and to heal sometimes it has 
to bleed. 
Thereõs no noise, but he feels a presence. 
She has left her sanctuary. 
Maybe theyõll survive camp on earth. 



My Three Favorite Halloweens 
By Carol Montgomery 
  

hƴ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ мфппΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ 
ƻƭŘΦ L ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ ¢ŜȄŀǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ aƻǘƘŜǊΣ 5ŀŘŘȅΣ 
ŀƴŘ [ƻǊŜǧŀΣ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ŜȄŎƛǝƴƎ 
ƴƛƎƘǘ - ƻƴŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ 
{ǘŀǘŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅ CŀƭƭΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǝƳŜΣ 
ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŦŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƎƻōƭƛƴǎΣ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΣ 
ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎŀǘǎΦ tŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜƴϥǘ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴϥǎ ƎƻƻŘȅ ōŀƎǎ ŦƻǊ ǇƛƴǎΣ ƴŜŜŘƭŜǎΣ ƻǊ 
ǊŀȊƻǊ ōƭŀŘŜǎΦ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ 
LLΣ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ǝƳŜ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƳŜƴ 
ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ !ǊƳŜŘ CƻǊŎŜǎΦ wŀǝƻƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŎŜǊπ
ǘŀƛƴ ƎƻƻŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜŀǘΣ ƎŀǎƻƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǝǊŜǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŀπ
ǝƻƴŀƭ ǿŀǊ ŜũƻǊǘΦ ²Ŝ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǿŀǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘŜƴǘǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŎǊƻǳƴƎŜ ǳǇΣ 
ŀƴŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ƎǳƴǎΣ ŜǘŎΦ aƻǎǘƭȅΣ ǿŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ 
ƴǳǊǎŜΦΦΦ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǳƎƘǘȅ ƪƛƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊƻƛŎ ǿƻƳŜƴ 
ƴǳǊǎƛƴƎ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƳŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜŀƭǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ 
ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ƛƴŎƻǊǇƻǊŀǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ 
ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƭŀȅΣ 
ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘŘȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΦ 

  LϥƳ ǇǊŜǧȅ ǎǳǊŜ L ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ 
ǿƛǘŎƘ ƻǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭπ
ŘǊŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ƴǳǊǎŜǎΣ ŜǘŎΦ  L Řƻƴϥǘ 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƙƻǿ [ƻǊŜǧŀ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŜΣ 
ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǇǊŜǧȅ ǎŜƭŦ-ŎŜƴǘŜǊŜŘΦ aȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ 
ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴ ¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ¢ǊŜŀǝƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 
ƪƛŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘΦ !ǘ ŘǳǎƪΣ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ 
ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƎŀǊƴŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƎƻƻŘƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƳŜƴǘ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ƎǊƻǿƴ-ǳǇǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 
ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ŦŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŜǾƛƭ Ƴŀƴ ƭǳǊƪƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŜǾŜπ
Ǌȅ ōǳǎƘΦ  !ǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǝŎƛǇŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ 
ǿŜϥŘ ƎŜǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǳƴōŜŀǊŀōƭŜΦ aȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ Ŧŀπ
ǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǿŀǎ IŜǊǎƘŜȅϥǎ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ōŀǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǊ ǿƛǘƘπ
ƻǳǘ ŀƭƳƻƴŘǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ŏƻǎǘ ŀ ǿƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŬǾŜ ŎŜƴǘǎΗ 
{ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŎŀǊŀƳŜƭ ŀǇǇƭŜǎΣ ŎŀƴŘȅ ŎƻǊƴΣ 
ǎǳŎƪŜǊǎΣ ƻǊ ƘƻƳŜƳŀŘŜ ǇƻǇŎƻǊƴ ōŀƭƭǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ 

ŀƭǎƻ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ  

ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ŎŀƴŘȅΦ ²Ŝ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ 
ǘƘŜ IŜǊǎƘŜȅ ōŀǊǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǊƛŎƘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ 
ƘƻƳŜΣ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƻǾŜǊƛƴŘǳƭƎŜ ƛƴ 
ƻǳǊ ōƻǳƴǘȅΦ  ! ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǝƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀŘ ōȅ ŀƭƭΦ 

 ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 
ǾƛǾƛŘƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ нллфΣ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴΣ 
.ŜŀǳΣ ǿŀǎ ǾƛǎƛǝƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘŘȅΦ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ 
ŀƴŘ aŀǊƪΣ Ƴȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ ƘŀŘ 
ǘƘǊŜŜ ƭƛǧƭŜ ōƻȅǎΣ ŀƎŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƻ ƴƛƴŜΦ .Ŝŀǳ ǿŀǎ 
ŦƻǳǊΦ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ƛǎƴϥǘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ YƛƴƎŘƻƳΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ 
Ŧŀōǳƭƻǳǎ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ .ŜŀǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜπ
ƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ŦŜǾŜǊ ǇƛǘŎƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ 
ƴƛƎƘǘΦΦΦƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƘƻǘΣ ƴƻǊ Ǌŀƛƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭŘΦ  

 ¢ƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘǊŀŘƛǝƻƴ 
ƻŦ ƳŜŜǝƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ Ŏǳƭ-ŘŜ-ǎŀŎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ рΥолΣ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳǎ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƙƻǘ ŘƻƎǎΣ ƘƻƳŜƳŀŘŜ ŎƘƛƭƛ 
ƻǊ ǎƻǳǇΣ ŘƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛǇǎΦ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ 
ǿƛǘŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ {ǇƛŘŜǊƳŀƴ ǎǳƛǘ 
ƘŜϥŘ ōƻǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀƭŜōΣ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴΦ Lǘ 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƻƻ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛȄ-Ŧƻƻǘ-ǘƘǊŜŜ 
ŦǊŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ǎǘƻǇ aŀǊƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ 
ǊƻŀǊƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ǝƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 
ŘŀŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ 
ƻǘƘŜǊΣ aŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƭƭȅΣ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜƳΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ 
ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƳŀƎƴŜǘΦ   

  



My Three Favorite Halloweens 
(continued) 
  

.Ŝŀǳ ǎƻƻƴ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƻ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ 
ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛƭƭ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ 
ōǊŀƴŘƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀ Ǉƭŀȅ ƳŀŎƘŜǘŜΦ !ƊŜǊ ǿŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 
ƎŜǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ 
ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǝƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊōȅ 
ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƻǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ 
ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǎƻ 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǎƛŎƪΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
ȅŜŀǊΣ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ƛƴ 9ƴƎπ
ƭŀƴŘΣ ǎƻ .Ŝŀǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊƭȅ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎŜƭŜπ
ōǊŀǝƻƴΦ L ǎƻƳŜǝƳŜǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ 
ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊΦ 

 ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǝƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǾƛǾπ
ƛŘƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ нлмрΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ ōƛƎ 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ŜǾŜƴǘ ŀǘ YŜƴƴŜǎŀǿ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ {ƻŎŎŜǊ 
CƛŜƭŘΦ ¢ƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
ƛƴ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎΦ L ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ 
Ƴȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƎŜŘ ŬƊŜŜƴΣ 
ǘǿŜƭǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǿƻǊŜ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎΦ L ǊŜπ
ƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎǇŜŎƛŬŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ aŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ {ƘŜǊƛũ ²ƻƻŘȅ 
ŦǊƻƳ ¢ƻȅ {ǘƻǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ 
ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ WŜǎǎƛŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 
ŀǧŜƴǝƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǳǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎΦ aŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƻƭŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƛŎŜƭŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǊƴƛǾŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
ǊƛŘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀƳŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ǎƘƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀπ
ŘƛǳƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻŘ ǘǊǳŎƪǎ ŦǳǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǿŜ 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘǊŜƳŜƴπ
ŘƻǳǎƭȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŬǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǊŜƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ  

  LϥƳ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ aŀǊƪϥǎ ƭŀǎǘ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ Lƴ 
bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ 
ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ [ŜǳƪŜƳƛŀΦ !ƊŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƘŜƳƻǘƘŜǊπ
ŀǇȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǊŜƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ōƻƴŜ ƳŀǊǊƻǿ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƭŀƴǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ 
он҈ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΦ LŦ ƘŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ 
ƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ ŀ 
ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΗ !ƊŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ 
ŀƴŘ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜΣ aŀǊƪ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ǘǊŀƴǎǇƭŀƴǘ ƻǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŜƳƻΦ  LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ 
ŀ ƘƻƭƛǎǝŎ ǊŜƎƛƳŜƴΣ ŜŀǝƴƎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŦƻƻŘǎ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ 
ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǇǇƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ 
ŀ ƘƻƭƛǎǝŎ ŘƻŎǘƻǊϥǎ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ aŀǊƪ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƭŀǝǾŜƭȅ 
Ǉŀƛƴ-ŦǊŜŜΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜŀƪ ŀǘ ǝƳŜǎΣ ǳƴǝƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ 
Řŀȅǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻƴπ
ŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǝƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǎƻƴ 
ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ŀŘǳƭǘƘƻƻŘΣ όǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŬȄ ŀ ƭŀǿƴ ƳƻǿŜǊύ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀũŜŎπ
ǝƻƴ ŀƭǎƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǝƻƴ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ 5ŜŜ 5ŜŜ Ƙƻǿ 
ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ hƴ !ǳƎǳǎǘ мнΣ 
нлмсΣ aŀǊƪ ƭŜƊ ǳǎΦ  ²Ŝ Ƴƛǎǎ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ 
ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜŘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ нлмрΦ 

 



Hanging Tree 
 

There you stand against the twilight sky, 
Gnarled branches weighted down with shame, 

Searching for a reason, 
Forever wondering whyé 

 
Why your branches were employed  

as a catalyst of death. 
Souls ripped from the very ones 

Who once found relief from the brutal sun  
under your fruitful limbs.  

 
~Robin M. Adams~ 

tƘƻǘƻ ōȅ wƻōƛƴ aΦ !ŘŀƳǎ 
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