











Fireflies
L. Joann Leigh

Stucco clouds take shape in a twilight sky;

A full moon hides behind them,

and the fireflies have a chance to leap and dance
until the darkness closes in.

As the night envelops them,

the fireflies leave as swiftly as they came.
Houses up and down a quiet street

illuminate as their inhabitants move

from room to room until morning—
mimicking the fireflies long after they’ve gone.

Kayacking on Bear Lake in Seward, Alaska

Rylie Fitzgerald
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An Unoriginal Piece

Juliana Cofrancesco

Love is overrated

A typical teenage line

For typical teenage poems
That always try to rhyme

There is no point in writing
Wallowing tears of what “Could have been”
We were never together in the first place

A childish fantasy

I've already broken the rhyme scheme
I can’t do anything right

Perhaps that is why I have no date
Approaching Friday night

Mundane text that means nothing
Why try when I already know

Your charming looks conceal the truth
Your heart cannot bestow

—What?

Anything, yes anything

Nothing true nor genuine

I know the truth and all your lies
Taste like a bitter sin
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Temptation is sweet

Fall into the trap

Shackle myself to the wall
As you lay there and nap

How carefree you are

Strutting through life, causing pain
Mind overthinking

I must regain

Confidence. Hold head up high
Erase my name from your “to do list”
For you shall never win

Clouded emotions I must dismiss

This topic of love so redundant
Your name on every page
Wasting ink, wasting paper
You are a waste in my day

So go distract some other girl

And let my mind go free

Consuming thoughts of you shall cease

My mind belongs to me
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What Makes You Different...

Tara Koskulitz

Some people seem so transparent, predictable
But something about you perplexes me

The way to act is obvious, clear

But something about you challenges me

It’s a scary thing to dream, to think

But something about you reassures me

To open myself up to change, to difference
But something about you encourages me

So many questions are difficult, unanswered
But something about you calms me

Love and life are confusing, messy

But something about you comforts me

I feel your curiosity, your kindness

And something about you welcomes me

I see your vision, your view of the world
And something about you has captured me
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Daniella and her Pretzel

Annette Ritzko
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Untitled

Nicole Grassi

To my early morning lover:
You're the reason I leave my bed,
Get myself to class—a wonder—
And never appear brain dead.

We meet in the dark of morning,

With a yawn and a stretch, “hello.”
Your silver body shines, transforming
Sleep into wake, my early morning beau.

You stave off the headaches,
The eye-popping pounding,
The caffeine deficient mistakes
In my skull resounding.

Tea kettle, how could I get through
A morning without you?
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Praying

Kayli Boyes

I had given up praying long ago,

But my knees still ache from long hours of prayer.
I had given up praying long ago,

But my hands still fold habitually from years of practice.
I had given up praying long ago,

But then you came into my life.

I had given up praying long ago,

But you have me falling to the ground in adoration.
I had given up praying long ago,

But my head bows in reverence to your beauty.

I had given up praying long ago,

But you have broken my stubborn habit.
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The Theory of the Galaxy

Rebecca Steinberger
for Luca

Shutting the sun’s rays out,

we make the room eerily dark

and toss popcorn in our mouths

intentionally missing the target.

The trash compactor reference

gets me every time

and I have to explain my first time to you.

The original was the best

unsurpassed by flashy side effects

and the latest gimmicky technology

which will be out of date

before your not-so-evil-Empire of Lego sets.
Suddenly, I am transported

to a Galaxy far, far, away

to a time when twigs were our light sabers

and the Millennium Falcon cost less

than the Star Wars Lego set I bought you,

and I wore my hair in braided buns like Princess Leia.
You blink occasionally

but ask more questions than your 5-year-old brain
should be able to absorb.

And as we watch The Force Awakens for

the insert-number-here time,

I hug you close to me

smile, and recognize

that history does repeat itself,

and that you are the Chewbacca to my Han Solo,
the Finn to my Rey,

the star in my galaxy.




The Heart of Life
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Pop

Kayli Boyes

He was there my very first day.

Back then I could nestle into the crook of his arm,
And fall asleep to his gentle sway.

I knew he would protect me from every harm.

He was there for each and every milestone.

Each moment captured in pictures lovingly taken,

By a man who has witnessed how much I have grown.
His eyes always full of father-like adoration,

I have him to thank for who I am today.

He alone is responsible for my fierce loyalty,

And how I get stuck in my own stubborn way.

He was the one who introduced me to our shared passion of poetry.
All T know is that no matter how my life will unfurl,
I will always be my Pop’s little girl.
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Annette Ritzko

Instress 2018 | 58



to give

Kristin Kuntzman

when i became a daughter

i learned that givers get,

and by givers get i mean that my parents gave
me a whole lot.

i got a lot and now i want to give a lot.

i want to give back to the people who have given
so much to me

i want to give to souls I have never encountered
and you can wonder, what do you get?

to which i can reply, everything.

when you give

your heart fills knowing full well

that you have the ability to fill

another’s soul.

you come to understand that your

human flesh has the power to change

what is broken in this world.
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you are able to catch a glimpse

at why our Creator put us on this earth
when i became a daughter,

my parents gave me

everything.

Luzerne Festival
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Connor Swagler
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Of Mountains and Falling
Kimberly Kowalski

She has moved mountains before.

She has climbed and climbed and reached the top and climbed back down again.
She has struggled and has hurt herself along the way,

Some of her falls have left scars.

Scars that she doesn’t show to just anyone.

This mountain

Is much steeper and every time she climbs it,

It seems as though it gets taller and bigger,

Like there is no end.

She pulls up her body and reaches for the sturdiest rock she can find,
Timidly shifting her feet before pulling her body up fully
Her foot reaching for the next level of rock,

Only to fall down on her back.

She looks up and sees more rock in her way

Blocking the sun and moon—

Her only sources of light on this journey.

All light seems to be lost

And hidden behind much taller mountains and clouds
That are haunting her vision.

Sometimes there is a soft place to rest,

After days and miles of the hard rock beneath her feet.
A place where she can take oft her shoes

And sleep under the stars when they do peak out.
When she starts to regather her strength

And the clouds seem to fade away,

She ties her shoes—tight—

Pulls her hair back

And she begins again.

Sometimes it rains. Sometimes it snows.

She has gotten caught underneath the thunder and has been frightened,
But she made it.

She has been soaked to the bone

And has continued to climb.
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Her footing is especially important during these storms,
And it’s not safe to be climbing during them,

And though there are some things we cannot avoid,

We must know when we have pushed ourselves too far.
She can’t stay in one place for too long.

She cannot remain in a state of stasis.

She cannot move this mountain,

Today or maybe ever.

It may be the mountain she could not climb,

But kept in her line of vision as something more—

Motivation or maybe a memory.

It is the place where she fell down

Tears streaming down her face, screaming at the sky.

Where she dug her nails into the earth

And clawed rivers into the mountain for the rain to travel down.
See those patches of green and bright pink?

That is where she planted the seeds of her pain and sorrow and struggle
So that something bright lay in its place.

The place where she will grow and learn about herself.

First, however,

She needs to camp beside this mountain. She needs to rest as she goes,
Taking it little by little until she reaches the top.

Until she can see why it took so long

Why it was so challenging

Why it must be climbed

And not moved.
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Mama

Sierra Krohnemann

A completely corny poem, for a completely wonderful woman.

Blonde hair, blue eyes

I could have been adopted

But you made brown look like gold
And you taught me about the world

You gave me my best friend

Nicknamed Sugar, sweet in my world of bitter
You always feared dogs and I knew why

But you fell for her just the same

Together we created the definition of family

I know it was only the three of us, but I never minded
I loved when Sugar and I made you laugh

I lived for that crooked smile

I think about those moments

The ones of pure joy and simple recovery

When you would talk me out of the tree

When you would embrace me with your unconditional love

I try to hide my smile and I try not to rub it in

But it is the truth when I say that I am the luckiest
For you exceed all expectations

And you are my forever saving grace

I guess what I am trying to say is

I forgive you for the past

For fighting your demons

When I felt that I needed you most
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I thank God every day
For showing me my gold
And giving me another chance

At showing you

Blonde hair, blue eyes
The characteristics of a man you once loved.
But you never cared

And you always called me beautiful

Living as the Mountains Do

Rylie Fitzgerald
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You.

Lauren Schuster

And maybe you’re my favorite songs

youre my favorite dances

you are the sparkle in the summer sky

when the smoke clouds the air from the fire.

You are the haze that settles over lazy August skies-
and you you you

are the music, the hum,

the constant whir whiz bang of the

coursing pulsing rushing world around me

And you

You and your kind eyes

You are charity and charm and eloquence and grace
and you are all that is soft and good

and warm in this world
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And you are home.

You

Yes you my friend

You are the one who brings rain to this parched earth

Color to this blank canvas

Song to this still silence

Light and heart and soul to this cold unfeeling darkness

You are kindness; you are empathy and feeling

You are care and concern and you are, yes you are, what keeps this world turning.
What knocks me off balance and yet what always manages

to keep me steady, keep me grounded, to help me stay on my feet.
And you are the familiar.

And you are home.
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Beach
Rita Molino

May 8, 2017

The smell of the ocean breeze
And the sand beneath my feet.

The dolphins jumping through the water
Makes a day at the beach complete.

Rach Ahern
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A Finite Reminiscence

Kristen Capitano

Suitcases and mouths packed to the brim,

Each story a hand-selected souvenir.

How to synthesize five months of discovery

Into the span of one polite inquiry, where
Memories are called forth only to live as

Long as your conversationalist’s attention span?
Colors were brighter and tastes were sharper—
Everything was new, yet nothing was unfamiliar;
Normal routine shuffled into a different order.

On my tongue danced a hundred words to try and
Explain the sensation of realizing exactly how
Small we are in a vast world, and the peace that
Comes with seeing that each and every individual
Connection is interwoven in a way that transcends
Every culture, every nationality, no matter how
Many miles away the airplane takes you from
Home. But ultimately the novelty fades

And the monotony pushes its way down

My throat and into my lungs, stilling my

Tongue, drowning the words that

Nobody wants to hear anymore.

The stories have turned to dust,

Blown, dispersed, irrelevant;

Every syllable a prisoner
Behind my teeth because
They cannot be liberated
In the wake of one more
Set of eyes glazed over.
The memories will
Always stay, but

Now they are just

For me, and I will

Let my words

Stop.
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