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Executive Director 

Perception and Reverence 
By Tom LeJeune 
  
The stars seen above all glimmering and glistering, shedding their light as 
when the sun shimmers on a dewy field or as on petals of grass after a   
passing summer shower.  
 
But Lo! Just, like a welcome guest, though actually uninvited, the orb of the 
sun arching its presence just above the lurking clouds. 
 
Revealed but for a few moments it ushers itself out as a twist of its head 
 
So yes we have the dark, mysterious experience of night that , at first, is so 
simple, so oblivious, but when one is patient, is attempting to capture this 
environment  is often rewarded with this almost mystical enchantment. 
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This I Believe Essay 
By Rose Wojtas 

 
I use to think sometimes my mother was foolish.  I found out that 

life is the only way to find happiness.  A person is to give of oneself.  It may 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΦ  aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ      
system.  I have also been blessed by two care providers who have opened 
up their homes to me.  They both have been so good to me.   
 It also seems when a person gives something of oneself that the 
άǳǇ ŀōƻǾŜέ ǿƛƭƭ ōƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜƳΦ  .ƻǘƘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀǊƛƴƎ 
and died at peace with themselves.  I do believe that was their final reward.   
 I do believe that everybody needs a little bit of Christianity in their 
life.  I believe people in life should be firm believers in life.   

The Playground 
By Patrick Jackson 

 
Concrete or asphalt 

To a child it is Candlestick Park in October 
Maybe the Silverdome on Thanksgiving 

Or even the Boston Garden during the N.B.A. finals 
It did not matter 

To us it was never the local playground 
We came to play 

To dream 
To escape into our own little worlds 

It may have been five minutes 
Or an entire summer 

It was there whenever we needed it 
Each day goes by 

And I wish I could go back to escape 
It was the only place 

Where a child 
Can become the greatest athlete in the world 

Each day a new hero is born 
Each day the wall in left field is conquered 

The winning touchdown is scored 
Or the last buzzer beating shot goes in 

When the day is over 
And everyone has gone home 
There will always be one child 

Trying to get those last shots in before dark 
And as darkness falls 

They walk out of the playground 
Alone 

A legend 
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Love 
By Edward Robert Stevens, Junior 
 
You had your Soul 
As a whole 
Inside a fence of Iron-wrought 
Then you had a thought 
If love were a thing of such 
To you it would be much 
You really do not realize 
How your love Paralyzes 
Why is your heart still 
Is that your will 
My love is no maybe 
For you I am crazy 

This I Believe Essay 
By Evelyn 
 

I feel that my understanding of my life is an inspiration.  My teaching 
experience in Germany taught me to appreciate nature and the difference in 
culture.  Probably the best blessing I received from Germany was the gift of 
my son.  His jokes make me laugh and there is a love that has no boundary.  
The second blessing was my father because he was so brave and so good.  
Because my father served during WWII, I got to see the improvements in the 
country. 

My parents taught me to give back to others.  I am applying for a 
ǇŜŜǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ  aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƛǘƘ ŀǎ 
well as mine has sustained us in our worst of times and troubles.  This I      
believe. 

Sheryl Yeager 
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I Got Out of My Shell 
By Jill Wimer 
 
LΣ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ άǎƘŜƭƭέ 

I, was scared at first 

I, looked around me 

I, found people who accepted me 

I, wanted to be out of my shell 

I, find peace 

LΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻƻŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ 
LΩƳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǊŀŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ 

Now I see people racing up and down on the floor 

I, had someone talk to me 

I, listened and I talked back 

LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

LΣ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ άǎƘŜƭƭέ 

What Are You to Yourself 
By Barb Pekich 
 
What are you to yourself? Are you your best friend or your worst enemy? Do 
you pat yourself on the back or put yourself down when you make a mistake? 
¸ƻǳ ǘǊȅ ōǳǘ ŦŀƛƭΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣ ȅŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ 
ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭǳŎƪ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎǊȅΦ .Ŝ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ  
ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ .Ŝ ƪƛƴŘΣ ōŜ ƴƛŎŜΦ CƻǊƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜΦ DƻŘ 
ƭƻǾŜǎ ȅƻǳΤ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
telling him he made a mistake. He knew what he was doing when he made 
you. He made you great. 

Drawing by  

Tom LeJeune 
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The Corridor Inside of Me 
By Osanla Coogler 

¢ƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƳŜ Χ ȅƻǳǊ 
hands are a mirror to what I am. 
 
Someone is waiting there for 
you.  If you enter in, will you 
return your chances to the 
mountain top where I fell into 
your heart? 

Remove Your Veils 
By Morgan Kitchens 
 
When you final removed your veils, you bared you very soul to me and that is 
the way that it is supposed to be. When you finally removed your veils, I was 
able to see the inner beauty of you. When you finally removed your veils, I 
was able to see the many faces of you. 

 
For so many years I have been a fool who has overlooked something that is 
very true: There are many different faces in you. It is as lovely as the face of 
Helen of Troy. She made it a City that the Greeks decided to destroy. 

 
Sometimes, it is the face of Queen Cleopatra. She paid the ultimate price for 
wanting too much power. 

 
Other times, it is as misty as an April shower that causes thunder and rain to 
hit the highest tower. 

 
When it clears, your face, it is like that of Joan of Arc. She was a peasant girl 
who was burned because she told the truth for which some people yearned. 
 
Your face shows the determination of Helen Keller. Her life of dedication was 
like a New York Times Best-seller. 

 
There are times when it resembles that of Amelia Earhart. That is because it 
seems lost, distant and like it can never be found. 
 
It is also like the face of Eva Peron. She was determined to fight and stand her 
ground. But she fought a battle that could not be won. Now she is no longer 
around. Those are some of the faces that I saw when you finally removed 
your veils.  

Emotions 

In the Style of Seurat/Pointillism Art 

By MaryAnn 
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Where the smoke has cleared 

And the waters cleaned 

Where steel once reigned in a valley of fire 

Now a ghost town 

Haunted by kindling memories 

Of a golden age 

Where a certain breed of man 

Is now on the brink of extinction 

Study this man 

Understand him 

We must never forget that his existence 

Was a founding principle 

Of a true 

American 

Photograph by 

Duryei Hamilton 
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Made in the U.S.A. 
By Patrick Jackson 
 
Out of the smoke infested waters 

¢ŀǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜŀƳ ƻŦ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ 

Where night was day 

And steel was king 

A prince was born 

Beneath the wrath of the mighty king 

This prince evolved into an 

Iron Man 

This was no ordinary man 

With a body molded by a generation 

A face once drawn with innocence 

Now marred by the wretched life inherited from the king 

His mind is sharp 

He grew to understand the value of a dollar 

The importance of family 

And the pain of a days work 

He is proud 

With pride he will tell you of a golden age 

Where a man was as raw as the steel that he made 

With pride he will tell you of his country 

And how we sold ourselves and forgot the fortress he called home 

With pride he will tell you of generations 

Sworn to the sweat of a miners kin 

And with a haunting grin 

He can show you the scars 

Torn and aged by his own greed 

For the right to be called a man 

L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŜƴǾȅ ƘƛƳ 

But the king will never cast any men of this kind again  

Continued on next page 
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My Non-philosophy on Life 
By Daniel Melaney 
 

I have been an artist now for over 40 years.  I say that because I 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ               

ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ƻƴ ƭƛŦŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻƳōƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƳŀƴȅΦ  L ǘǊȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ          

discriminate.  I believe everyone should be treated equally.  I believe in hard 

work and contributing back into society.  That is why I do volunteer work.  I 

am a social and political activist and feel we have a moral obligation to 

speak out against injustice.  I have struggled with mental illness most of my 

life and it has been very difficult.  I have documented through photography 

industrial decline in the Rust Belt for the past 30 years.  I do not like being 

mentally ill and have tried hard to overcome it through my artwork.  I am 

glad to be able to do it and am also glad it brings happiness to others.   

 For the past few years, I have been doing artwork about the   

homeless.  This is a huge problem among the mentally ill.  Through my    

photography, I try to address the plight of the homeless.  Stigmatization is 

another big problem for the mentally ill.  The unemployment rate for the 

mentally ill runs at over eighty percent.  Since there is no lobby for the  

mentally ill in congress, funding for mental health is very poor.  If I had a 

say, there would be far more funding and community inclusion of the      

disabled.  Society shuns us into the seclusion of our homes.  We live in a 

very success oriented society and the mentally disabled are often left      

behind and not taken seriously.   

 Through my art, I have tried to address and challenge these      

problems.  As of late, I have worked on paintings on Martin Luther King to 

celebrate the dignity of mankind and that people become more politically 

and socially aware.  This I believe.   

Background Artwork  

By Daniel Melaney 
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Illusions of Destinies 
By Juan Robles 
 
I fell in love in the past, but I failed.  
I will try again. Illusions of destinies,  
Why do young people fall in love 
Without knowing the real meaning of love?  
I have failed in many things, 
But I will try again, until my dream 
Come true Illusions of Destinies 

Untited 
By Osanla Coogler 
 
Once upon a time there was a place where love abounded perfectly and in all 
ways, but then there were those from that place who choose to turn away 
from that love and turn to evil. From then on these beings that chose evil  
ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƎƻƻŘΣ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΧ!ƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ 
were cast out. These cast always fell in blackened vessel like spaceships 
stained with the mirth of unholiness geeking and tumulting as they headed 
for their terrestrial destination, a ball of dirt, where many grievous           
transgressions would occur. These mishaps would occur starting with one 
cessation of what was meant to be the crowning achievement of the creator 
of the place that love abounded in. The evil ones sometimes would make  
visible the unholy vessels they crashed to the dust in, sometimes striking fear,          
sometimes wonder and sometimes misleading the once were crowning 
achievement souls, lost since they ceased to be that, unable to save         
themselves but almost always able to be redeemed. 

Melted Crayons 

By Rodney Davis 
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Proud of My Heritage 
By David Cook 
 
I walk tall and proud with 
My braids swinging from side to side 
The darkness of my skin gleams as 
The sun rays shine on my visage 
LΩƳ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ŀƎŜŘ Ƴŀƴ 
Exhibiting great strength and courage 
I love my black people for we are strong and smart 
We have endured great adversity and have preserved in our struggle of life 
Our souls are resilient and cannot be shattered 
 We make up an array of hues 
 From satin beige to the charcoal silk of our skin 
Our beauty transcends all others because of its exotic uniqueness 
We are illustrious assemblages of people and we stand tall 
I am thankful God bestowed me with my dark skin 
I wear it with proud appreciation 
Because I am proud of being this color and wear it graciously. 

Finger Paint Art 

By Nellie Fennell 


