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" ... sometimes a piece of real lace will fall into a 
child's drawer and please and no longer please and 
finally lie there among torn and dismembered things, 
worse than any of them. " 

- RAINER MARIA RILKE 

A piece of lace . .. that had no face 
That had seen years of tears 
That remembered triumph 
And a smile of a bride. 
The weaning of babies . .. school books, 
The last letter before Pearl Harbor. 
A piece of lace, a fragment of time . .. 
Who, with God, knew the drama of one family. 
A piece of fragile lace ... 
Almost Human ... 

- DICK KIMBERLY 
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PREFACE 

AT THE JONES INSTITUTE, Arthur Dobrin contributed something 
new to our understanding of serious poets. We learn that their 
works go beyond their writing. Their creativity is keyed to the 
essential good qualities of all men and women. 

His work with seemingly inarticulate residents of the Jones Insti
tute proves that no human being is totally lost. It took time. It took 
patience. Most of all it took unswerving faith in the inherent ability 
in people to express themselves poetically. 

Read LACE with an open heart. Read it with love. Read it to 
confirm the faith that it is possible to expand the horizons of all 
people. 

These people at the Jones Institute had been cast aside by society. 
They had been treated as zombies. Literally nothing was expected 
of them. Yet Dobrin brought out communicative talents no one 
ever believed they had. 

What Dobrin achieved will be considered remarkable by some. It 
will be marked down as useless and unimportant by others. But 
anyone who believes that poetry is the highest form of verbal ex
pression must be impressed and encouraged by the effects of this 
courageous effort. 

Basically, this book is not about poetry. Nor does its message 
cover the teaching of the writing of poetry. There is a divine spark 
in every person. Let someone light that spark in others, even for a 
few moments. The effect is bound to be exciting. 

-Lou COTTIN 
author orE/ders in Rebellion 

and syndicated column, "Life over Sixty" 
Westbury, New York 
June, 1978 
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FOREWORD 


DETERMINED TO FOLLOW THE EXAMPLE of his master, Whitman, and 
"hear America singing," Carl Sandburg spent years traveling 
around the land collecting bits of Americana. By 1936 he had inter
woven hundreds of them into The People, Yes. In one section, 
"They Have Yarns," the poet, without intruding himself, allows 
the "tall tales" to tumble forward in an uproarious Niagara of 
fabrication. 

The unsigned productions of Arthur Dobrin's first sessions at the 
Jones Institute are reminiscent of "They Have Yarns," although 
these are true personal recollections rather than folk-lies. What 
Dobrin presents is a community of voices-a chorale of ignored, 
silence humanity-its first stirrings of remembrance: My rooster 
Dempsey . .. a cat that was Mimi . .. two white rats ... swan 
boats on the lake . .. Angels on the ceiling . .. chicken! That ate 
beans and gravel . .. . 

Encouraged by having those long-withheld images accepted into 
the common memory-song of the group, they move a step further. 
The new ingredient is beauty-no matter how variegated its shape 
and color from mind to mind: Italian flowers blue and open . .. a 
high! Green-covered mountain, .. God on the cross! Made of 
gold . .. the softly falling snowl :And the trees with its glistening 
image... . 

From this pointthe voices grow' in assurance, each offering a sus
tainedsolo,each identified~as a new crowd sharpens into distinct 
faces. Week by week .we renew acquaintances, i;lelight in their 
developing'openness, thefr: flashes of imagina.tive verve,here and 
there a haunting, unique phrase. We a.reastonished by Dick Kitn
berly's dramatic turn from nimble epigram to full lyrical outpour
ing; we panic when he disappears after Session #9, rejoice when he 
surfaces again in Session #14. 

Other groups, in other settings, with other leaders, would of 
course, and do, produce other kinds of writing. Yet this Jones In
stitute collection, lovingly coaxed into being by Arthur Dobrin, has 
a strength and largeness beyond the merits of the poems as poems. 
What Dobrin entered was a world in miniature: a group of persons 
conveniently separated, classified, muted, stripped of ego. Dobrin 
defied the destructive unconcern of his host institution, recognizing 
in it the characteristics of modern society. By seeing each group
member as a treasure-house, he inspired them to see one another 
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and themselves in the same way. Very quickly they were shaping 
-' 

and sharing those treasures, "Each singing what belongs to him or 
her and no one else." 

This book does more than introduce a number of fledgling poets. 
It is, to quote Whitman again, "the Expression of" Dobrin's "love 
for men and women." He reminds us that "nothing is -' 

good ... that ignores individuals." LACE is for all who've hither
to been silent, and for the rest of us, who've not yet learned to 
listen. 

-AARON KRAMER 

poet, poetry-therapist -
Oakdale, New York 
June, 1979 

-

-' 

-' 
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INTRODUCTION 


LAST YEAR I VOLUNTEERED TO TEACH poetry writing to the residents 
of the Jones Institute, a facility in Nassau County for the poor, the 
homeless, the aged, the physically and emotionally disabled. These 
are people bereft, who are unable to provide for themselves, but do 
not need constant supervision. 

I faced the first class. Following the approach outlined in Ken
neth Koch's book, I Never Told Anybody: Teaching Poetry Writ
ing in a Nursing Home, I asked the group of seventeen men and 
women to think about their childhood. 

"Just tell me one thing you can remember about your past," I 
asked. 

Silence. No response. 
Just as I began to think that all was hopeless, a man leaped to his 

feet and said in a staccato, sing-song way, "I'm a bastard. My 
mother and father weren't married. I was born out of wedlock. I'm 
a bastard!" he repeated, smiling, then sat down. 

It's all downhill from here, I thought. But I tried again and asked 
him to be specific, name some places where he spent his childhood, 
tell something about his apartment, room, furniture. Each question 
encouraged him to be more concrete, more specific. Finally, he told 
me about his bedroom and its color. 

Then I asked if anyone else could say something about his or her 
childhood. A few spoke, tending to be general and impersonal. 
Most, however, remained silent. When it appeared that everyone 
who wanted to comment had had a chance, 1 repeated the instruc
tions and distributed paper and pencil. 

As they wrote, I walked around the room. When I saw someone 
who looked perplexed, I sat next to him, repeated the instructions, 
and asked the same questions. Some had difficulty writing; others 
couldn't write at all. I had them tell me a detail from their child
hood and wrote it down for them. I read it back to them and asked 

".. if that were what they intended. 
I collected the papers, shuffled them, and read each aloud. Some 

of the lines were astonishing either in content or image: 

Sleeping with the angels 
That took part of our lives 

is evocative of transcendence and loss. 
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I remember as a child 

Going fishing near a windmill 

For snappers 


is a concise as a painting, as gentle as a romantic landscape. In 
three lines we are there, in a quieter era, in a happier time. 

As I read each piece, I commented on it, giving my reactions and 
telling how it made me feel. I praised those that were specific, talked 
about images that were drawn, explained what I enjoyed. I didn't 
have to note those that were humorous; people laughed when they 
found them funny. I simply stated that poems can be serious or 
funny. 

After reading each one and remarking upon the part I liked best 
about it, I read them all together, as one large poem. 

They were asked to select a title for the collective effort. Seven 
possibilities were offered by as many residents. An overwhelming 
majority voted for "Childhood Memories of Yesteryear." 

I said that I would have the poems mimeographed so each would 
have a copy to keep. 

When I left I wasn't sure how much the students had gotten out 
of the class, but I was thrilled. ..; 

Everyone who had written in the first class came to the second. 
Two men who had been in the room during. the. first session but had 
not participated continued their pinocQle game. Another pored 
over hislist ofdead movie· stars·, and ·still another, who had severe 
scarring across ·his bald head, satin a corner, refusing to talk or 
write. One woman took a piece of paper ·and a pencil, but she was 
deaf, dumb, couldn't read lips, and was illiter·ate. I couldn't find a 
way of communicating with her. All she could do was write her 
name. But she came to the class and continued to do so throughout 
the program. 

Only the men were in the dayroom when I arrived. The nurse had 
to announce to the women, who live at the other end of the build
ing, that there was a poetry workshop. Within a half an hour, the 
class was under way. 

The second session followed the same format as the first. This 
time I asked them to think about the most beautiful thing they had 
ever seen. One student wrote: 

The beautiful colored flowers 

Italian flowers blue and open. 


Another evoked the pathos of separation with: 
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A relmion with my children 

and myself 


Poetic expression was beginning. 
Seeing their poems in print and hearing them read aloud legit

imized their work. It was tangible and real, and in a way had been 
given a stamp of approval. 

Writing gave the students immediate results. Within an hour they 
had written a poem. Nothing of this sort had been asked of the 
residents before. Usually they were passive recipients of another's 
good will. Now they were being challenged, being asked to pro
duce. They were reaching into their creative imagination, a part 
severely repressed by years of hardship, an element nearly 
atrophied through lack of nourishment. Now they were being asked 
to dip into their well of experience, to value it, and to fashion from 
it not despair but poetry. 

These poetry sessions, by encouraging flights of fancy, by asking 
them to observe the obvious, to recall what was almost lost, began 
to open their senses once more. Their impressions did not have to 
conform with objective reality. All their feelings and memories 
were valid. In a later meeting, Mamie Brown, one of the students 
said, "You taught us to see the beauty in everything." 

This lesson was learned by me as well. There is pain and suffering 
at the Jones Institute. But I learned to see the beauty of each person 
there-each precious, unique, and lovable. 

One of the class faithfuls was John Findlay. John doesn't know 
how old he is, but he has been a resident of the Institute for twenty 
years. He is retarded and has cerebral palsy. He cannot read or 
write. I sat with him, repeating the assignment and asking him to 
talk to me. When he didn't say anything, I asked him questions that 
he could respond to with only a yes or no: 

"Did you always live here? Did you grow up on Long Island? 
Was it in New York City?" 

When he answered affirmatively, I had him repeat the sentence. 
He said, "I grew up in New York City." I asked him: "Did you like 
to walk? What did you see when you took a walk? Did you ever see 
a toy store?" 

In a way, I was putting words into his mouth, or at least rephras
ing slightly his terse responses. But then I noticed something. If I 
had patience, if I waited a little longer than I was used to with other 
people, he managed sentences on his own. I asked him again and 
again to tell me what he thought, what he liked, what he saw and 
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remembered. With each session he became more articulate. He 
could say far more than I had anticipated. Most of the time he un
derstood the instructions without difficulty. He was eager to tell me 
his impressions and feelings when I took the time to be with him, 
allowing him the opportunity to talk in his own slow, drawn man
ner. My only contribution to his writing in the later sessions was 
simply to listen to what he had to say, to encourage him to say 
more, and to put it on paper for him. 

He loved hearing his poems read to the class. One, written in 
response to a recording of Baroque music, was especially liked by 
the class: 

That sounds like some band 

I used to go to. 

I heard it at the high school. 

It sounds like bees' music. 


One of the students, Palma Benvenuto, became a celebrity of 
sorts. She attended a Senior Citizens' Center each week. One day 
she brought in the mimeographed poems from the class. The club 
members liked her poems and encouraged her to bring them with 
her each time she visited. The charm and ingenuousness of her 
poems were captivating: 

I wish I were in California 

The gigantic trees grow 

Leaves large enough 

To make a dress from each. 

Some trees grow lemons, 

Oranges, apples, avocados, 

And ducks on one branch. 


In her more reflective moods, Palma reveals a tenderness: 

I lost you, my sister-in-law. 

I lost my friend. 

You fixed my hair, 

You made me a dress, 

You stayed up all night 

To make me a French doll. 

Yvonne, you died. 

I cried. 


New people came to the third session-high school students who 
daily visited the Jones Institute to learn marketable, manual skills. 
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Guided by their teacher, Alice Bogdanoff, the boys cleaned floors 
and set up tables while the girls helped make beds and comb hair. 
Alice explained the poetry workshop to her students. Two decided 
to participate and attended every class after that. 

Thomas Orsini and Robert Baylin developed their writing 
abilities during the program. Some of their poems were very good, 
fresh, and imaginative. Sometimes touching and sad. In one poem 
Robert mused: 

The rock is my world's finest audience. 
It's hard but speaks softly and listens 
With its crackly ears. 
Oh, rock, where is my peace? 

In another he wrote: 

It's like flying in a sea of dreams. 

Skies, skies. 

Clouds, clouds. 

A symphony of heavens and hearts. 


Tom focused his attention upon his immediate surroundings. He 
wrote about the beach, his dog, horses at the track, seagulls, the 
sun. In the class in which I asked the students to exaggerate, he 
wrote: 

Around my house there are flowers, 
Flowers a hundred feet tall 
Made of diamonds 
With gold and silver growing on the trees, 
And when the white sun shines down 
Everything sparkles with beauty. 

One of the boys brought home the mimeographed poems after 
school. The next morning Alice received a phone call from his dis
traught mother. His mother said that he showed her a poem with 
his name on it and told her that it was his. 

"My son must be lying," she said. "He has never written any
thing before and he hates school work." Her son's writing skills 
were minimal, and she was sure he put his name to someone else's 
work. She was assured that it was indeed her son's work and that he 
eagerly anticipated the poetry workshop. 

Alice helped not only her own students but assisted with the en
tire class. She and I alternated with the students we worked with so 
that neither of us would unduly influence or excessively persuade 
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and channel their ability. We tried to encourage, support, and elicit 
feelings and thoughts. We didn't impose ourselves but challenged 
in a supportive way. 

I continued to open each class by reading a few poems by estab
lished poets to illustrate the theme for the day, to explain the poetic 
idea for the session and offer guidelines for poetic techniques. Alice 
was adept at getting the students to talk to her and to put their 
poetry down on paper. 

Previously, Robert and Tom didn't want to go near paper and 
pencil. Writing had always been extremely difficult for them. Now 
they willingly drilled in English skills and attended penmanship 
classes. They know that if they can speak, they can write. They 
understand the logic of sentence structure and the necessity for legi
ble handwriting. 

Today they can write, and their writing is taken seriously. About 
the boys, Alice said to me: "They've learned they are people. If 
they have a thought, they can put it on paper. All this is ego build
ing. It has been excellent for their self-esteem. It's been very good 
for them as human beings." 

This comment points to a problem that developed towards the 
tenth session. The students had become comfortable in class and 
expressed themselves with ease. Their inhibitions decreased and, 
subsequently, came an ease in self-expression. But they had moved 
from poetry to prose. In early sessions, their writing expressed 
long-buried feelings and new-found sensations. Now they moved 
from interior expression to easy dialogue, from the concrete and 
symbolic to the abstract and conversational. 

From one point of view, their new-found facility was exciting. 
The therapist in me responded. Memories and feelings, which for 
many years had remained dormant, surfaced regularly. From a 
therapeutic perspective, this was it: paydirt, the stuff you wait for, 
the opening door into the heart of repression; then cathartic 
release, insight, and awareness. 

Although I am a therapist, it was not as a therapist that I volun
teered my skills. I wanted to teach people how to write poetry be
cause of my devotion to the craft. I did not present poetry as 
therapy. The question I faced was this: "Am I teaching poetry or 
doing therapy? Am I a poet or a therapist?" 

The difference between these is a matter of degree, of emphasis. 
Art, at its best, is healing, and healing is the aim of therapy. But as 
a poet my interest is in teaching others how to write poetry and to 
appreciate its power and beauty. The therapeutic benefits are a by
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product. Poetry is not merely a means towards a state of mental 
health; it is an end in itself. 

As a therapist, I would encourage students to tell me more about 
their thoughts in order to delve further into their darkened recesses. 
As a poet, I would use a heightened sense of awareness only to en
hance the strength of the poem. Poetry and therapy are not mutual
ly exclusive, but I would have to choose one over another. 

The poet in me won. I felt that it would have been deceitful to 
have changed course in midstream. The class had been presented as 
a poetry workshop. Although "Sis" Gormley called poetry "the 
greatest therapy I know," the class would remain a poetry work
shop. From then on I helped the students edit more of their work, 
helped them rephrase to gain a richer sound, to eliminate unneces
sary words or develop a stronger image. In a sense, I ignored a 
wealth of personal material in order to create better poetry. What
ever therapeutic benefits would accrue would be serendipitous. 
Their increased sense of self-worth arose through the pride of ac
complishment rather than analysis. 

I continued to help students rewrite their poems. When the poem 
was read to the class, my comments were only positive. I never 
judged one poem against another, although I compared the way in 
which the same theme can be treated by different people. In later 
classes I also occasionally read a student's poem as it went through 
editing stages, showing the class how the poem improved with each 
revision. 

In early sessions, each student sat alone, quiet. As confidence in
creased, they realized that they were free to express thoughts with
out fear of condemnation. People began to talk and listen to each 
other. As I read a poem, they reacted with short statements of 
appreciation. Negative criticism was totally absent from the class. 
Palma expressed this in the sixteenth session when she wrote: 

Poetry ... 

Once I was afraid to say something 

And get into trouble. 

I found out I was wrong

Now I love it. 


Although each poem was a personal creation, the experience of 
having written together and hearing each other's poems merged 
them into a group. It became a joint venture, a collective effort. 
They began to see themselves as a unit, a group for mutual support. 
In such an atmosphere, the walls of separation cracked. People 
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were a little less lonely, a little less isolated. Instead of being a 
threatening experience, the group providing a feeling of security. 
This was evident with one man who couldn't manage to stay in the 
room for longer than five-minute intervals in early sessions. With 
each session his restiveness diminished. By the tenth session he 
stayed for the entire hour and a half. 

Not everyone remained with the workshop from beginning to 
end. One person began a vocational training program at a rehabili
tation center. Another person needed intensive psychiatric care and 
did not rejoin the group upon returning to the Jones Institute. A 
third, once considered the Institute's "Poet," soon dropped out. I 
talked to him several times, encouraging him to attend classes 
again. But he was too depressed to come to class, and I've 
wondered since whether his displacement as the one and only poet
in-residence contributed to his depression. It seemed as others 
began seeing themselves as poets, his self~esteem decreased. His 
condition deteriorated because others were also writing poetry. I 
wish I could have brought him into the class while maintaining his 
unique position. 

Prior to my work at the Jones Institute, my only contact with a 
simi liar residence was at the nursirig home for my wife's grand
parents. I found every visit there uncomfortable and disturbing. 

Lyn's grandfather referred to the home as his "last stop." And 
what a lonely stop. Separated from the familiar scenes of home, 
eating unfamiliar food, placed in a residence reeking with 
medicinal aromas, having outlived most of· his relatives and 
friends, attended to by condescending staff, to him the senior 
citizen home was the end. It was a waiting station: waiting for a 
visit, waiting for a meal, a telephone call, a nurse with a clutch of 
pills, waiting for his life to end. 

In the nursing home I saw myself too. This was the common fate 
for those lives lived beyond a "productive" span. If I had thought 
that teaching in a nursing home would be upsetting, how much 
more so the classes at the Jones Institute would be. Here were desti
tute people, poor and homeless people. Unlike many old people 
who can look back upon what was once a good life and is no 
longer, most of the residents of the Jones Institute have few good 
memories. These are people beaten early in life. 

But with each session, as I got to know the students as we worked 
together, I found that I actually looked forward to the next class. 
What began as a challenge which I faced with trepidation became a 
delight, a reward beyond all hope. 
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The hallway, however, is still full of men, leaning, smoking, 
lethargic; women sit in chairs, the television a constant companion; 
beds are occupied in daytime, filled with people frightened or 
bored. There is very little stimulation at the Institute. There are few 
challenges. Programing is virtually non-existent. Occasionally a 
local service club gives a party, but nothing is asked of the 
residents. They always take, never give. Their status as non-pro
ductive and therefore useless human beings is reinforced. 

Although the Jones Institute readily accepted me as a volunteer, 
the classes were nearly undermined by indifference. For the first 
several. sessions, classes weren't announced until I arrived. While 
the-Institute knew what day and time I would be there, no prepara
tion was evident: acouple oftimes the roomwas locked; once the 
key was lost; another time we couldn't shut the window as a winter 
rainstorm raged. 

Alinost always I had to go to the office to get paper and pencil. 
There were times when there was no paper to be had. Often there 
weren't enough chairs and sometimes not even tables to write upon. 

The mimeographed poems from the first two sessions were 
,- posted on a bulletin board in the hall, but no new ones were added 

after that even though I left a copy of eaeh session in the office. 
When a student was not present because of hospitalization, voca
tional training, or a death in the family, it was. Alice who told me, 
not the Institute staff. 

During the entire program, not ()nce did I receive encouragement 
or advice. Neither did the staff object to the classes. Instead, I was 
ignored, absorbed into the surroundings, as invisible as the 
residents. 

People at the Jones Institute-and at thousands of residencies 
like it-are not physically mistreated. But they are inflicted with the 
pain of indifference, slowly passihg their time in death's anteroom. 

Yet even here there is consolation: there is spirit and there is 
light, abundant, waiting. 

-ARTHUR DOBRIN 

Westbury, New York 
June, 1978 
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SESSION #1 

Childhood Memories of Yesteryear 

I had a cat that was Mimi 
White and gray 

I remember the nursery 
With its white beds and other children 

Catcher on a baseball team 
Hit in the head by a batter 
And suffering ever since 

When I was very young 
My father gave me two white rats 
Over a period of six weeks 
They multiplied and ran all over 
The neighborhood 

Angels on the ceiling 
Clouds and we had chickens 
That ate beans and gravel 

.... 
My rooster Dempsey 
Feathers my boyhood memories 

I remember as a child 
t'-. Going fishing near a windmill , 

For snappers 

Since I lived in Forest Hills 
My mother took me to see the tennis courts 
When I was two years old 

I walked to toy stores 
Uptown in New York City 
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During my childhood in East Meadow 
I can remember collecting worms and insects 
In the wild countryside 
Also the watermelons my folks cultivated 
Were large enough to sit on 

Sleeping with the angels 
That took part of our lives 

I liked roller-skating 
Going to the park 
Rode the merry-go-round 
And watched the swan boats on the lake 

Group effort 
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SESSION #2 

Beauty Seen Through My Eyes 

A thing of beauty to me 
Was looking down on the valley 
From a cable car in Montreal 

In Westbury Gardens 
The beautiful colored flowers 
Italian flowers blue and open 

A boat ride 
At the World's Fair 

When I went to school 
We had a big cross outside 
Every week they had a priest come 
And we would say our prayers 

Ships and bodies of water 
Are the most beautiful things 
Made by God and man 

The beauty of the softly falling snow 
And the trees with its glistening image 
In its entirety 

Seeing a beautiful high 
Green-covered mountain 
For the first time 
Elated me very much 

Serving Mass with the priest 
As an altar boy 

I remember going to church 
And seeing God on the cross 
Made of gold and it was mounted 
On wood in the shape of a cross 
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It's beautiful to see Central Park 
In the spring 
The trees are in blooms 
The flowers are blossoming 

A sculpture of the bust of Christ 

A reunion with my children 
and myself 

Group effort 

r 
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SESSION 113 

Time to Reflect 

It's a quiet and strange world the spider lives in. 

It's a world of domination, 

Thirty-three strings of sticky threads on its web. 

A spider, quiet world where no man rules 

On this thirty-three string of sticky threads on a web. 

It rains at the moment, 

A dropless web. 

The spider looks dead-

So still he waits for the rain to end. 


Robert Baylin 

I went to a convention

Quiet, a doctors' convention. 

One doctor talked to the other, 

And it was quiet. 


Palma Benvenuto -
In the hours before dawn 

When everyone is asleep 

And the room is quiet 

I can almost hear the walls sighing, 

And they seem to say, "Be quiet! 

These times belong to me." 


Mamie Brown 

Quiet is peaceful for 

all in a place. 


When we sit down to 

our poetry 


There is quiet, you see, 

Helen Burgher 
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I love to hear the quiet of the wind 

As it whispers softly through the branches 

And musses my hair 

As I walk in the breeze 

In the silence of the dawn 

And the quiet of a lonely sea. 

As I walk along its shores, 

The waves heaving to and fro 

And my thoughts are of long ago, 

I am surrounded by silence. 


The sudden hush that cloaks an audience 

When volunteers are needed-

The hush when an offering basket 

Is passed around. 


When retiring at night, 

The quiet and peacefulness are the best time 

To speak quietly to God and hear Him 

Talk to you. 

It is also the time to thank God 

For all the blessings. 

Quietly, right now, I say, 

"Thank you, dear God, for everything, 

And please, God, bless everyone." 


It was when I went to school 
The children were told to be quiet 
So the children would have to hear 
What the teacher would be saying. 
So the teacher was glad to see them 
So quiet when she was through speaking. 
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The quiet of an empty church, 

No footsteps to hear or distract your thoughts. 

The stained-glass window seems so tall and beautiful, 

The quiet hour of prayer fills me with delight. 


Dorothy Keating 

A pious quiet is not my diet. 

A quiet noise gives me poise. 


Dick Kimberly 

r It is very quiet. 
Not a leaf stirring, 
Not a breeze blowing, 
No one talking, 
Nothing moving. 
Oh, sometimes 
It is 
Such a pleasure 
When everything is quiet. 

Thomas Orsini r 
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SESSION #4 

Our Views of Hues 

There are many planets in our universe 

With great red seas. 

The fiery red seas are at war 

Or peace or just another dimension of red. 


Red and the sunset 

The sky is full of red 

The leaves on the trees are red 

My Madonna is red 

I like red 


To walk through the woods 

And pick the purple violets 

And watch the brown sparrows flutter away 

When someone is near. 

The leaves turn brown and yellow, 

Then we know that fall is here. 


Green is the color of the lawn 

Sparkling and shining in the dawn. 

Green is the color of a shamrock. 

Green is the color of my favorite frock. 


Blonde and in pink bows, her hair, 

A light shade of green in her eyes. 

High her pretty cheeks 

But a lighter shade of pale. 


We wined and dined the evening before, 

We fell in a beautiful embrace. 

Rainbows of all color our destination, 

In years to come. 
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I like blue 

My sweater is blue. 


Behold the rainbow bright, 

Soft pink and green and blue 

It looms in deep blue skies 

Amid billowing white clouds. 

These gifts of God's colors 

Give me great wonder and awe. 

Heavenly-pink and green 

And blue and white. 


Purple is a color of sadness. 

It also is beautiful. 

Purple is used as a color 

Of death, repentance, sorrow, and gladness. 

The violet is a beautiful flower 

Used for joy at Easter 

And a token of love 

For a special friend. 


I lived in the house that was black 

And in the house it was red 

And windows green. 

The chairs were wood 

Some smooth and round 

And so were the tables 

And so were the floors. 


Green is the color of grass 

Green is the color of leaves 

The ocean sometimes looks green 

The shamrock is green 

All bushes and shrubs are green 

It is an earthly color 

Enjoyed by all to see. 
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r 


The sky is blue 

The flowers are blue 

My pants are blue 

Oh, it's so beautiful 

To see everything blue 

Once in awhile. 
r 

Thomas Orsini 

r 

,(", 

;r 
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SESSION #5 

Innocent Exaggeration 

Water! Water! Everywhere. 

Where, where is the land 

Or the street that used to be there? 

Where, where is Volkswagen? 

It used to be parked on the street over there. 

It's floating somewhere out in the Sound. 

It might reach Connecticut by Friday next week 

Or might return on the street. 

Who knows? 

Just, in fact, there's 

Water! Water! Everywhere! 


Robert Baylin 

I wish I were in California. 

The gigantic trees grow 

Leaves large enough 

To make a dress from each. 

Some trees grow lemons, 

Oranges, apples, avocados, 

And ducks on one branch. 


Palma Benvenuto 

In Central City, U.S.A., 

Stands a beautiful mansion. 

The walls are made of gold, 

The floors are made of parquet. 

The windows are painted red, blue, and green. 

At the foot of the stairs stands 

A giant marble statue. 


Mamie Brown 

The doll's hair is pink. 

She says, "Hello!" 

Ruth looks and says, "Why?" 

I tell her I've made her lips speak, 

But how you will not know. 


Helen Burgher 
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I wake in the morning 
The sun rises in the West. 
The hooves of the horse are golden 
And rainbows embrace its head. 
I ride it into the sky 
That is pink. 

Robert Catalano 

With hope that soars higher 
Than a mountain top, 
I fish the stream of cool, cool water. 
As quiet as a lamb 
I envision whales and sharks and minnows. 
But finally at the end of day 
The hope descends from me. 
I am surely at the Dead Sea. 

Warren Goodwin 

I lead the life of a four-leaf clover. 

The first three leaves are my three diamonds

My children. 

The fourth leaf is the lonely 

Faithful strength to hold us all together. 

That is my family. 


"Sis" Gormley 

There're too many in the room. 

Somebody else makes the beds 

And dusts what they leave on their tables. 

They want to put something nice on their beds, 

But all they have are their pillows. 


Margie Harrington 

My dog's coat was like Persian lamb, 
Her eyes like diamonds, 
Her teeth like pearls, 
Her paws like black boots, 
Her ears like black earmuffs. 
She was gentle, kind, and loving. 

Dorothy Keating 
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The Desert Night brought magical gifts 
To my solitary soul: 
The restless hands of the giant cactus 
Waved at the passing fireflies; 
The starved snake slithered softly 
Over the sands in search of a meal; 
Andromeda held fast anchor 
In the celestial ocean; 
A symphony of cicadas 

r Answered the pulsating constellations. 
Everything in the Desert Night 
Was vibrantly and vociferously ALIVE! 
Death was infinite galaxies away. 

Dick Kimberly 

Around my house there are flowers, 
Flowers a hundred feet tall 
Made of diamonds 
With gold and silver growing on the trees, 
And when the white sun shines down 
Everything sparkles with beauty. 

Thomas Orsini 
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SESSION #6 

I Am a Creature of Nature 

I am the sun 

I am shining 

I am very quiet 

I am the sun. 


Palma Benvenuto 

I am a frog sitting on a lily pad in the middle of a pond. 

Once I was a tadpole, then became a frog. 

I watch the fish as they swim and the waves move in and out. 

I love to doze in the sun in the late afternoon. 

It is fun just being a frog. 


Mamie Brown 

I am a branch on a tree. 

Birds make their nest there 

When the rain falls heavily. 

I am a branch on a tree 

That cannot hide. 


Helen Burgher 

I am a star 

I am in the sky 

I am hot 

I can see far away. 


John Findlay 

I am a dolphin 
so swift and lithe. 

With grace and poise 
, ,;- the sea I view beneath. 

I am a dolphin 
with the speed of sound 

To help mankind 
safely, homeward bound. 

I fish for food but 
not wanton lust. 

I am a dolphin. 
Warren Goodwin 
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I am a magic wand. 
I can make things happen 
That seem impossible. 
Mr. Houdini, take me in your hand 
And wave me over that lady 
Sitting at the table. 
Now say "abracadabra" 
And magic things will happen to her. 
I will make it possible for her entire family 
To be together again. 
I am a magic wand. 

"Sis" Gormley 

I am a tree. 
They used to come and jump on me, 
Pick out the apples, pears, and blueberries. 
I am a tree. 
Nobody should climb up me 
Because you see 
The mothers want the children to play 
In the shade of me. 
I am a tree. 

Margie Harrington 

I am a butterfly, 
My wings are beautiful. 
I come in all different colors. 
People catch me in their nets 
And sometimes put me on the wall 
Encased in glass. 
Who would every think that I once 
Was a furry creature called a caterpillar? 
Thank God I turned into a butterfly. 

Dorothy Keating 
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I am a crawling caterpillar 
With a dream 
Of being something beautiful 
And free to fly with the birds. 
I'm lonely, frustrated, fearful 
That every approaching step 
Will crush the breath out of me. 
I am a crawling caterpillar 
Condemned by Eden's sin 
To an earthbound existence 
Fit only for the sly, evil snake. 
I have no horizons for my searching soul. 
Will my Creator free me from 
My fuzzy fa~ade of crawlers? 
Give me wings, Almighty God, 
That I may join the Fraternity of the Free. 
Hear my passionate prayer, Almighty God. 
I envy not the carnivorous eagle 
Nor the scavenger seagull. 
To be a simple thing 
With wings 
With dreams 
With soul. 

Dick Kimberly 

I am a seagull 
I can fly. 
I love to fly. 
It's so great to 
Know I can fly 
And soar to great heights 
Over the oceans 
The hills 
The mountains 
The rivers, lakes, and forests. 

Thomas Orsini 
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I am a red rose 
much admired by human beings. 

In a garden or a field people look upon 
my beauty. 

My artificial image is reproduced on 
wall paintings, 

Also on clothes and many 
articles produced by human beings. 

I am considered by most people 
as the aristocrat of the flower family. 

My fragrance delights people. 
A lover brings me to his lady love 

as a beautiful token that reflects 
Her beauty to him. 

Henry Pabisz 

I am a tree, 
A tree so strong and firm. 
It's so warm and beautiful 
When the sun touches me. 
r am a tree. 

Abe Shames 
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SESSION #7 

The Beauties of God 

Its smell is like a young virgin, 

Its stem is hard and stiff and hollow. 

It's like the Holland Tunnel-

Up and down and up-

But this tunnel never ends. 


Robert Baylin 

I see a flower. 

I saw this once in a garden 

Out in the backyard. 

I see green leaves surrounding it 

Setting off the beautiful flower 

In joy. 


Palma Benvenuto 

When I was a little girl, we would visit a beautiful flower garden. 
There were roses and asters, daisies, and sunflowers all arranged in 
different colors. The purple and pink asters formed a lovely 
border. The rose bushes each had a different bone next to it: cow 
bones, large bones. We loved to visit this garden of flowers and 
bones called "The Boneyard." 

Mamie Brown 

Green leaves 
Moist to the touch 
Lying in rows 
Green leaves 
Fresh from the greenery 
Faintly scented 
Green leaves. 

Helen Burgher 
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Pink color 
Pink stem 
Green leaves 
They're carnations 
I've seen them 
In a beauty parlor. 

John Findlay 

o aster bright and gay 
with white and yellow and lavender tint 

The long-stemmed flower with 
fragrant scent 

In gardens do abound 
the little buds on sturdy stem 

With patience await 
for they will be of tint and scent 

o aster bright and gay. 
Warren Goodwin 

Flowers are beautiful. 

Flowers are grown from little seeds 

Just as we humans. 

God gives them good by the raindrops. 

Flowers look up at the sun and smile and bloom. 

Their way of saying, "Thank you, God, 

For helping me." 

The flowers spread their sunshine and beauty 

And love to everyone. 

Flowers are beautiful. 


"Sis" Gormley 

What a beautiful flower on the tree! 

It grew so big everybody admired it. 

It was not for sale 

But for all to look at. 

All would come to see how lovely it was. 

They wished to take it home with them 

But couldn't. 

It was red and white and yellow 

And waiting on a hill for all to admire. 


Margie Harrington 
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Yellow roses in my garden, 

I took you home as a plant. 

Yellow roses in my garden, 

You grew up on the trellis 

For all the neighbors to see. 

Your beautiful color brought sunshine to their lives, 

Your fragrance fills the house with sweet aroma, 

Yellow roses in my garden. 


Dorothy Keating 

The blinds were half-closed in the big hospital room, 

Tiny streams of sunlight crept through. 

Professional voices were still for the moment, 

Skillful fingers were removing the bandages. 

A young handsome boy, blind from birth, 

Breathed deeply. One second . .. two . .. three ... 

More dramatic than any moonshot countdown. 

Presently, the surgeon's voice: 

"What do you see, Joe?" 

His eyes focused on a beautiful girl who stood 

At the foot of his bed. 

She wore a Madonna's smile. 

The boy's voice matched that of Lazarus 

When he walked from the tomb after Jesus's command, 

"I see my sister, Martha." 

"What else do you see?" softly asked the surgeon. 

His eyes focused on something Martha held 

Cupped in praying hands. 

"I see the most beautiful flower in the world." 

Martha's hands held a dandelion. 


Dick Kimberly 

Flowers give such beauty 
to this room. 

The fragrance of the flowers 
smells so sweet. 

Flowers give such beauty 
to this room. 

The smell of flowers 
in this room. 

Thomas Orsini 
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The white flower reflects a purity to me. 

Its almost identical petals are of nature's orderliness. 

This flower brings peace to my mind. 

To me the flower is nature's symbol of 

Peace throughout the world. 


Henry Pabisz 

A rose is like a beautiful woman, 
So tender and bright. 

Abe Shames 
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SESSION #8 

Talking to You 

Oh, T.V. set, 

Is it drama, 

Suspicious violence, love, hope

And is it color or black-and-white? 

Its images are fantasy and reality. 

T.V. is comedy, love, sex-rated B, c 
It's the theater of life. 

Robert Baylin 

Oh, white cloud high in the sky, 

You are a lamb and a beautiful snow-capped mountain, 

A white plain that extends across the sky. 

0, star that I see, 
,... 	

Can you see me as well? 
You shine in the night 
So steadily 
Flickering, brightly 
Making no sound. 

You are the sun. 

The sun is warm, 

The sun is hot. 

The sun goes away 

And comes out. 

And the sun goes behind the clouds, 

Warm, sometimes too hot, 

Sometimes too cold. 


Brown, round pumpkin pie 

Tastes like juicy 

On Thanksgiving Day. 
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0, mighty, mighty sea of blue, 

How extensive is your great expanse. 

From land to land, 

Rippling around. 

You nurture the sea life, 

And carry men's crafts. 

'Tis odd wonder you never ask returns. 

0, super swift, striking sea, 

Like the scintillating star above, 

You go on forever. 

0, mighty, mighty sea of blue. 


Warren Goodwin 

Oh, Mr. Moon, you are so kind to me. 

You shine down on me in the darkness of night. 

I can see what's around me. 

All I ask of you is to show me the way, 

To lead me and my family along the same path 

So we may meet in one spot and be happy all together again. 

Please, Mr. Moon, make my home like yours: heavenly. 

You can do this, Mr. Moon, with the help of God. 

Thank you. 


"Sis" Gormley 

What a beautiful star you are. 
How can you be so beautiful 
And I can't? 
I want to be a star. 
You shine so nice and bright on me, 
That's why I love looking at you. 
You are my lucky star. 

Margie Harrington 

Little snowflakes high in the sky, 
You fall from heaven 
Each white and pure. 
You cover the ground like a white blanket. 
Little snowflakes in the sky, 
Each different-
Like people, no two are alike. 
Children love to play with you, 
Enchanted by your charm. 

Dorothy Keating 
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I"" Oh, Moonbow, 
You have the magic beauty 
Without the frightening detail. 

r Oh star 
Oh star 
What is it like to be 
So far away 
So far away 
That the brightness 
Of your light 
Cannot be imagined 
Oh star 
Oh star 
What do you see 
So far away 
Do you know 
The beauty of earth 

r So far away? 

0, majestic mountain, how awesome you are! 
Your peak whether barren or covered with snow 
Is your crowning glory. 
Life-giving water streams down your sides 
To the luscious valleys below. 
Green trees, plants, beautiful flowers 
Cover your lower shoulders. 
From your peak, nature's wonders
The sun, the moon, the stars are closer. 
You rose from the level earth 
To crown it with your majesty. 
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SESSION #9 

Symbols of Feelings 

The rock is my world's finest audience. 

It's hard but speaks softly and listens 

With its crackly ears. 

Oh, rock, where is my peace? 


I saw flowers like this 

At the florist's. 

I saw a lady raving 

About the pompom. 

She bought quite a bunch. 

I bought some and tried to dry them 

Between a book I was reading. 

Somebody picked my book up 

And asked me, "Where did you buy them?" 

I said, "You buy them at the florist's." 


In the middle of the mantle 

A beautiful brown object 

Rough and rigid on one side-a mountain, 

The other side, a plain. 


Rocks are used to line the road, 

Heavy, rough, and hard, 

Gray stripes all even 

Make a lovely design. 

Reminds me of water. 
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When I was small 

My mother used to make doilies. 

She used different crotchet needles. 

She used different colors 

In the dining room or in the living room 

In her spare time. 

And she liked knitting with wool. 

I used to be in the hospital a lot. 

She made a tablecloth. 

She did this to pass the time. 


Hubert Dierkes 

The rock is sand 
It is found in the street 
It has trees around it 

John Findlay 

Can anyone wear their charm? 

Yes, your charm and memories in a piece of jewelry, 

Your golden years for keeps. 

Charms for birthdays, graduations, weddings

Symbols for something you never 

Want to forget. 


"Sis" Gormley 

I love a lemon when I bake a cake. 

I put some lemon juice in it so it will taste like lemon cake. 

I like a lemon because you can make a nice juice. 

I like a lemon because you can eat it 

If you put a little sugar on it. 

I like lemon because you can make nice cookies from it, 

And you can make a nice pumpkin pie. 


Margie Harrington 

Seashells are the gift of the sea. 

They surface to the ends of the waters. 

Some are sharp, 

Some are smooth. 

People collect them. 

Scavengers of the water fill people with delight, 

Each one is a complete surprise
It's a beachcomber's paradise. 


Dorothy Keating 
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A piece of lace . . . that had no face 
That had seen years of tears 
That remembered triumph 
And a smile of a bride. 
The weaning of babies ... school books, 
The last letter before Pearl Harbor. 
A piece of lace, a fragment of time ... 

Who, with God, knew the drama of one family. 

A piece of fragile lace ... 

Almost Human ... 


Dick Kimberly 

Oh why 
Oh why 
Are some people 
As hard~hearted as a rock, 
So cruel that they 
Show no understanding? 

Thomas Orsini 

The rock is the product of eons. 

It is hard, to support the surrounding earth. 

In the bed of a stream it is rippling beauty. 

The deep bedrock supports the vast buildings built by man. 

The rock is the time clock that aids man 

In determining the age of the earth. 

The various colors please the human eye. 

Deep within the earth it is molten lava. 


Henry Pabisz 

A rock is smooth and beautiful. 

It comes in all shapes and formations 

The colors are strong. 


Abe Shames 

55 





SESSION 11]0 

Musical Fantasies 

I- It's like flying in a sea of dreams. 

Skies, skies. 

Clouds and clouds. 

A symphony of heavens and hearts. 

My eyes are blinded by many great, bright colors 

And blind eyes see great faces and tears of joy 

And beloved world of joy and peace, 

In my blind eyes. 


II 
Jazz light is bright. 

In old Orleans trumpets, instruments, 

A blind man's sight, 

In old Orleans' night. 


Robert Baylin 

It makes you feel like dancing. 

I remember Radio City and the stage show. 

A bunch of girls went together. 

We heard the song as we left, 

We sang the song coming home. 

It was a happy time. 


II 

It reminds me of lunch in Bellmore 

At a country club. 

We all danced. 

It was a good time. 

I feel like dancing now. 


Palma Benvenuto 
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There is beauty in music 
This time of year 
In the hearts of girls and boys. 
Each note and sound makes me feel good 
To be alive. 

II 
When jazz was king 
Everyone would swing and sway 
To the music of Cab Calloway, 
Duke Ellington and Lionel Hampton. 
How I love the sound of Dixie Land 
Because I came from Dixie too. 
We would gather around the piano 
And listen while Wayne Edwards 
Would play and sometimes we would all join in 
And sing. 

I 
We wafted into the music of 

"Nutcracker Suite" 
Albert and Sonny listened with me 

"Nutcracker Suite" 
We spent hours listening at home 
To happy, bouncing sounds of 

"Nutcracker Suite" 

II 
The drum solo 
The bass solo of 

"Sweet Georgia Brown" 
Makes me feel the rhythms of the 

Jazz in my head 
I could dance, I could sing 
As I listen to "Sweet Georgia Brown" 

58 

Mamie Brown 

Helen Burgher 



It sounds like an opera song. 
It may be a Christmas song. 
I would like to get into the Christmas spirit. 
There are tubas, violins, trumpets, drums. 
They sound like people in church 
Who make this music. 
It goes soft and loud, 
They play music like this 
In movies sometimes. 

II 
Sounds like Benny Goodman, 
One of his songs. 
Makes you feel like dancing, moving, 
The whole body, arms, legs 
Trying to keep the beat. 
There are guitars and saxophones, 
Trombones, there are drums in the back, 
Piano. 

Hubert Dierkes 

I 
That sounds like some band 
I used to go to. 
I heard it at the high school. 
It sounds like bees' music. 

II 
Benny Goodman ... 
I know it sounds like him. 
I have never seen him 
But I'd like to. 

John Findlay 
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I 
The gay, light music of stringed instruments 
Is definitely set for dancing in parts. 
The predominance in sound goes 
From the high pitch of the violins 
To the deep crescendo of the bass violas 
Beautifully composed by a noted master. 

II 
This part reminds me of scenes from a tragic opera 
Where death and despair might prevail 
Or the setting in the sacred house of God 
And possibly tired, tear-stained faces near the altar. 
The sadness is consistent throughout. 

III 
Sultry, swinging New Orleans 

And some well-known jazz artists, such as: 

Louis Armstrong, Benny Goodman, Gene Krupa, 

Duke Ellington, to name just a few. 

Each instrumentalist has his own part 

Which blends together, thus making the whole. 

"The Muskrat Ramble"-mood-setting for dancing. 

Then . .. first voice . .. a Basin Street revival. 

The clarinet, trumpet, and trombone solos

Invigorating. 


Warren Goodwin 

I 
A cloud in the sky-

Calm, peaceful, full of joy. 

A creature of God 

Bringing happiness to others. 

A sedative to make a person relax. 

Thank God for giving music writers 

Such a wonderful and beautiful talent. 


II 
Music like this reminds me 

Of a person full of joy, 

Gladness and spirit. 

Such a friend as Mamie Brown. 


ttSis" Gormley 
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The music reminds me of my birthday. 

It was a beautiful day. 

I heard it before-at home. 

It is lovely to hear the music now. 

I feel like dancing and playing around 

With the ladies to have some fun. 

I never thought I'd hear the song again. 


II 
What a beautiful song I hear. 

Everyone is listening to it 

To make them happy, not blue. 

They feel like dancing and singing the song. 

That's the way to make themselves happy: 

Singing, dancing, having fun. 

Everyone wants to enjoy himself 

Whether young or old-

As long as he's still alive. 


A symphony hall 

Men in tuxedoes 

Baton twirling 

Violins playing, drums pounding, 

Radio City girls dancing 

Colors of blue and gold 

Raindrops on the windowpane 

Little children skipping in the rain 

Chopin, Mozart, Beethoven, classics. 


II 
Girls in short dress, bobbysocks, 

Doing the Charleston in a contest 

Way back in the 20's. 

They dance with their partners till 

They can't dance anymore. 

Some faint dead away. 

To win is glory, so they carryon. 
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Soaring strength. 
It rises like the graceful eagle. 
Its power is of the swift jet airplane. 
My spirit is uplifted. 
I feel strength and grace. 

Henry Pabisz 

I 
It sounds like music from a church 
And also a Jewish church. 
Children swimming in a pool. 
This makes me feel clean all over. 

II 
This music sounds like a jazz session. 
This music sounds like Benny Goodman. 
This music is from the time of the 40' s, 
That was a good time. 
I had all nice clothes, 
Went to the best shows. 
I lived with my mother and father in Brooklyn. 
I was making parts for airplanes during the war. 
I sawall the Rodgers and Hammerstein shows. 

Abe Shames 
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SESSION #11 

Winter 

Snow on the ground. 
The mountains-at my cousins, 

The mountains with snow. 

I'd love to come home on a train, 

The Hudson all ice 

And the birds outside. 

I'd throw them leftover bread. 


Palma Benvenuto 

People are always giving me things: 

Love, water. 

They take me out. 

Some are friends, some I've never seen. 

Some I've just met. 

I always try to give to the girls in the building, 

To those who need: 

To walk with people and keep them from falling, 

Help open and close a locker. 


Mamie Brown 

Winter rain 
Cold and damp 
Do you ever stop touching the earth, 
Making the air windy and cold? 
Winter rain 

Helen Burgher 

Hello, Christmas! 

Snow falling, so gingerly falling 

And so clean. 

It is 1960 and I see my sister throwing snowballs 

At her boyfriend and collapsing in the snow. 


Robert Catalano 

64 



Winter, when it gets warm 

You like to go out for walks. 

Nothing to do but sit and smoke, 

Drink water, go to the bathroom, 

Christmas parties for us. 

Thank God we have clothes on our backs, 

A roof over our heads, and beds. 

I'm thankful my sister called the other day. 

A night nurse said it would be good 

If I could go home. 


Hubert Dierkes 

It's cold 

And you're not allowed to go out. 

I see snow coming down. 

I t rains all day. 

It comes down Ii ke hail. 


John Findlay 

The cold, cold winter at last arrived. 
My, you did bring your blustery wares 
Of biting winds that nip the nose 

and snowflakes to emblaze the pattern. 
But you don't care for the flowers and birds 
For you are too busy in your 

impudent way. 
And your time is limited, of course. 
Oh! My winter, although you are 

dreary and bold, 
You do have strength and beauty 

of quality untold. 
The cold, cold winter at last arrived. 

Warren Goodwin 

The most joyous time of year is the winter season. Even though the 
snow is falling and the temperature is very low, there is still the 
warmth of Christmas in the air. Spiritual warmth as well as com
mercial feeling. The laughter and joy of the little children spreads 
happiness throughout the world. Joy to the world, a King is born! 

"Sis" Gormley 
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December 10th is my birthday. 

I love to celebrate it as I always did at home. 

I had my girlfriends jumping rope, 

Playing snowballs, making little snowmen 

By the door of the .house. 

People would say, "That's a beautiful snowman 

Right by the doorstep." 


Margie Harrington 

Winter is the time of year 
birds fly south 

Bears hibernate for the winter 
in their caves 

Christmas comes in the winter 
It is a joyous season. 
We.celebrate the birth of Christ. 
Most people are happy this time of year 
Winter brings snow from the heavens 
It is beautiful to look at 
The snowflakes dance in the breeze 
Most Christmases are spent with one's family 
It is sad indeed not to see them. 

Dorothy Keating 

It's winter time 
It's winter time 
The days are very short 
The nights are very long 
Snow is on the ground. 
Nature is asleep. 
But the children 
Are having a good time 
The children are having a good time 

snowball fights 
sleigh riding 

ice-skating. 
Thomas Orsini 
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SESSION #12 

Animated Animals 

The bat is a blind, black creature, 

It echoes throughout the night. 

It hears animals stirring, 

Sly mice creeping around. 

But the bat flies to kill the mice. 

Would you want to be a bat? 


I saw chickens on a fence, 
Not here, but out West. 
I had a dress like the chicken. 
My sister-in-law made it. 
It was brown and red. 
I also fed the chickens 
And she had ducks. 
They came under my window 
And they went, "Quack, quack." 
Birds came to the tree by my window, 
Red and white. 
We had a dog named Susie. 
It was a brown and white spotted dog. 
There was a beautiful cat in the backyard 
With white spots on it 
And a small cat called Blackie. 
Pretty soon the white cat 
Will have kittens. 

I stood by the edge of the pond 
Watching the ducks swim among the lily pads. 
Some were white and some were brown 

Robert Baylin 

Palma Benvenuto 

And seemed not to be aware of their surroundings. 
To them, all was right with the world 

Mamie Brown 
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The tiger leaps in the air 

The man snaps his whip 

They retreat. 

He shoots and it's over 

Backs out, backs out ... 

Then the tiger sits stilI. 

It's the circus. 


I went down to church 

And on the way back 

I saw wild ducks in a V-shape 

Making a lot of quacking noise. 

I saw them coming over here. 

I looked over the parkway 

And I heard a lot of noise. 

I looked up and saw wild ducks 

Fly over the Jones Institute, 

And then they disappeared. 


Squirrels like to harvest for the winter. 

They eat peanuts, they live in trees. 

They find a home for themselves. 

When they're very small they don't have teeth. 


Helen Burgher 

After a couple of months, they get teeth in their mouths 
So they can eat peanuts and acorns on the lawn. 


They say the lion is the king of the jungle, 

But I have a ferocious dog. 

I sometimes say he's my pet 

Or a harmful mongrel. 

But just between you and me, 

I'd rather see the seagulls fly in the sky. 
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I saw them: 

Black cats 

Brown spots 

Brown cats 

Here out back. 

I saw a dog. 

He was nice and friendly, 

Brown with sandy ears. 


John Findlay 

"Flossie" is a,word that symbolizes strength to me. A big Qerman 
shepherd, t~ice my size when I was a little girl, protected our fami
ly, home, property, neighbors. She was a good, lovable, clean, 
strong dog, strong enough to pull Jjly father when he would walk 
her; Flossie was scared away from our, home when children threw 
fireworks in her -face. She still left the feeling of strength, protec
tion, and love with 'my sister and me. 

"Sis" Gormley 

I saw a cat and a dog, 

They almost looked the same. 

Their hair looked the same, 

So they'd say, "They must be twins." 

The hair was brown, white, and·yellow. 

And the yellow cat had kittens, 

Some were white and some were yellow. 

The people liked them very much, 

They wouldn't let the children play with them. 

They liked having them around the house, 

They were nice in the kitchen. 


Margie Harrington 

A blue and white parakeet used to reside at Jones. 

Each morning I would clean his cage and change his feed, 

In return I got a bite on the finger. 

Oftentimes he would get out of the cage and fly all around, 

It took quite awhile to retrieve him. 

Then one day he passed away, much to our sorrow, 


Dorothy Keating 
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A dog 
As sweet and cute 
As can be 
As playful as the morning sun. 

One day at the track 
I saw a horse, 
A horse whose coat shone 
Like the morning sun, 
Whose eyes sparkled like diamonds, 
Who could run like the speed of light 
And was as graceful as a seagull in flight. 

Thomas Orsini 

This graceful, gentle creature looks bewildered 
As its heart's blood 
Pours out from a bullet fired by a man. 
Grace, gentleness, and lithe beauty 
Are destroyed by the misguided 
Thoughts of a sportsman. 

Henry Pabisz 

The lion is the king of the jungle, 
It is strong and silent. 
I saw a lion in Florida 
When I went to Disneyworld. 
I saw him from a distance, 
Behind bars. 

Abe Shames 
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SESSION #13 

If 

If I were an aquanaut, 
My eyes would see valleys in the sea 

And worlds of life in front of me. 

And if its world could become part of me, 

I would find peace in this tranquil sea of life. 


Robert Baylin 

If only I went with you, 

But I couldn't. 

If only I weren't working, 

But I was. 

You are there; I am here. 


Palma Benvenuto 

If I were a steamship, I would sail the seven seas. 

I would stop at every port: 

New Orleans, Natchez; that's enough in Mississippi. 


Mamie Brown 

If only the night would turn to day 
If only the hours would turn to minutes 
We'd have much more time to while away 

Helen Burgher 

If only I could do it again, 

I would see something on the outside

A dog, trees standing, ice skaters. 

And I would watch them at the park. 


John Findlay 

If I had my way, things would be so different: I would be home 
with my family (husband and three children). We would live the 
loving, happy times we always had together. If only dreams could 
come true, I would be very happy. Oh, dear God, please make these 
dreams come true and mend my broken heart. 

"Sis" Gormley 
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If I were small again, 

I'd like to be playing hopscotch, 

Jumping rope andpiaying house. 

I'd like to do it again 

If I were small. 

That's what I miss. 


Margie Harrington 

If only I could Jive again, 
1'd travel around the wor1d 

to broaden my knowledge. 
If the moon were really made of green cheese, 

the astronauts couldn't have landed. 
If I could do it over again, 

I'd practice more on the piano. 
Dorothy Keating 

Imagine What it would 
Be like if the trees were 
Silver and gold, 
I f the sky were green 
And the sun a dark red. 
Imagine what it would be 
Like if snow were black. 
I might like to see these things 
Colored like that for one day 
But not any longer. 

Thomas Orsini 

If I had the chance to live my life over, upon graduation from high 
school, I would have striven much harder to go to college. Al
though the economic life of that period was very difficult, my posi
tion in life would have been happier. My life's work would have 
been more creative, my health better, and my marital life success
ful. Much grief would have been avoided to this very day. 

Henry Pabisz 

74 



If I were a bird, I would fly above the clouds. 

If I were an elephant, I would cross over water. 

If I were a tiger, I would be strong and silent. 

If I were a snake, I would be slimy and vicious. 

If I were a pair of pants, I would be sleeping most ·of the time. 

If I were a pencil, I would write about these animals. 


Abe Shames 

r 
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SESSION #14 

Loss 

(To all vets who gave their lives in action) 

Where are they? 

Where are the Uncle Charlies? 

And L.B.J. promises, L.B.J. promises? 

Is there peace in Vietnam? 

Now there is a new president. His name is Nixon. 

Is there peace in Vietnam? 

Ho Chi Minh says no peace until every Vietcong soldier 

Liberates South Vietnam. 

So put down book, pick up gun, go-wrong war! 

Now there is peace in Saigon. Now! 


Robert Baylin 

I lost you, my sister-in-law, 

I lost my friend. 

You fixed my hair, 

You made me a dress, 

You stayed up all night 

To make me a French doll. 

Yvonne, you died. 

I cried. 


Palma Benvenuto 

Yesterday we sat here. 

Today you've gone and I sit here alone. 

I see you in the books you used to read, 

In the music you listened to 

And in the walks we took together. 

No, Nellie, I am not alone 


Mamie Brown 

I didn't see you there 
I expected you 
You told me to be there at ten 
I expected you 
But you never came. 

Helen Burgher 
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I lost my sweetheart when she went away, 

When she:ll be back she di4n't say. 

I think to myself, is it another guy,? 

But to think like .that would be like a defeat. 

True. But she went away 

And she didn't say why. 

I would say it was a loss, wouldn't you say so'? 

If I'll ever see her again, I couldn't say. 


Frank Evans 

I lost my wallet, black, 

And I couldn't find it. 

I had the police look for it, 

I felt lousy. 

And my folks told me 

Not to take my wallet anymore. 


John Findlay 

Why does my life seem so empty'? 

Even though it's not, that is the way it feels. 

I have lost contact with my husband, John P. Gormley. 

Please, John, find out where I am and let me know how you are 

And where you are. 

Our three children miss you, too. 

Dear God, please help us find each other 

And be the happy, loving family we always were. 


"Sis" Gormley 

My dear Eddie, 
I don't know how we drifted apart, 
So many years I haven't seen you. 
I can't write to you, 
I don't know where you're at. 
I ask them here to locate you 
So I can write. 
I'm ready to come home 
But I'm still waiting for you, Eddie. 

Margie Harrington 
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During the Christmas holidays 

I went shopping for some ribbons

Suddenly I felt someone near me. 

As I turned, I saw my shoulder bag was open

Lo and behold my wallet was gone! 

The section manager called the police 

They caught a character, searched him, 

But he didn't have anything on him. 

Seems several ladies had the same complaint, 

The thief got away. 


Money lost, somc;:thing lost; 

Health lost. a great deal lost; 

Faith in God lost: Everything lost. 

Whether it be an individual or a nation, 

We are what we throwaway. 

The daily media gives us doomsday diet. 

After 30 minutes of the daily news, 

One is tempted to go jump off a cliff. 

Our great asset is our undeveloped faith. 

Come what may, may I never lose 

The image of Christ on the cross: 

It is the banner headline of the cosmic scroll. 


o Noel, Noel .. , 

Thank God you didn't 

Get hit by a car~ 


It almost happened twice now. 

I hope you've learned 

Not to go near cars anymore. 

Thank God you're still here. 
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World War II: the fury of war. 

In Poland my relatives fought, suffered, and died

Nearly all the world suffered because of this horror. 

As an American soldier, 

I rejoiced in the defeat of the Axis powers, 

That the two atomic bombs used by the U.S. 

Would make future war impossible. 

My loss-the world's loss: 

The hope of peace is today almost gone. 


Henry Pabisz 

I lost my mother and father, 

The loss of my parents was a shock. 

My father owned a candy store, 

My mother worked there too. 


Abe Shames 
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SESSION #15 

In This Place 

In this place looking outside 

All around I see snow. 

I'm in this room, 

I water my plants. 

I think. here it's winter. 

My favorite place is California. 

All kinds of flowers grow by a house. 

There, it's summer. 


Palma Benvenuto 

How I miss the little, wooden school house 

Set back from the road. 

The building is old and the pictures are alI gone. 

In this place I still see faces of girls and boys 

Eager to get on with their lessons 

And learn more about the world. 


Mamie Brown 

In my living room 
Couch of green 
Chair of red 
Stained-glass windows colored and dyed 
As I look at the rug I want to sit down 
The radio plays 
And I enter again. 

Helen Burgher 

Here I am in this place: 

I like this room 

I see chairs around the room 

It makes me feel like home. 


John Findlay 
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Dh, I can see it all so clearly. 

I am cleaning every nook and cranny, 

Getting everything ready for my family. 

Here I am in my own home, 

Happy as the day is long. 

Maybe once more this loving, happy, 

Secure feeling will come true. 

Please, dear God, help me. Thank you. 


"Sis" Gormley 

I'm here in this place 

In this place a long time 

I know the ladies and gentlemen. 

They speak nicely to me 

They lend things to me 

They never harm me. 

I like them, but I forget their names. 


Margie Harrington 

f'" 	 The beach in the summer sunshine 
With my parents 
In the water swimming 
And bathing in the sunshine 
Watching the seagulls fly by 
And boats off shore. 

Going to church 

And praying to God that all 

Troubles will pass away. 


Thomas Orsini 

There I was in Las Vegas: 

There was a casino called The Golden Nugget, 

That's where I won the hundred dollars. 

I brought back $65 and put the rest in slot machines. 

While we played they gave us drinks 

And they had to drag me out of there. 

I could have played through the night. 


Abe Shames 
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SESSION #16 

Things to Love 

I learned to love Miami.
palm trees, sun, people, Cubans, 

busses, hotels, motels, resorts, Disneyworld, the Goodyear blimp. 

Oh, Miami! I love your great memories. 


Robert Baylin 

Vegetables ... 

They are so different, 

Green, yellow, crispy. 

They taste very good. 


_ 	 My father had a garden
That's the reason I like them. 

Poetry ... 

Once I was afraid I might say something 

And get into trouble. 

I found out I was wrong

Now I love it. 


Palma Benvenuto 

As I watched the snow falling lightly, 

I never knew I could learn to love it. 

I nev.er knew -r could love the sound of sirens in the night 

Or the birds chirping at my window in the early morning light. 

These are a few of the things I never knew I could love. 


Mamie Brown 
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II 

I love the trees 
They whisper to me 
The fruits they bear 
The flowers bloom out 
They stand through all weather 
They whisper to me 

Once I didn't like the violin 
I listened intently and found sound 
A sound so sweet 
A sound so classic 
Now I listen to the violin 

Helen Burgher 

Oh, I used to do nothing on Monday night! 

It was a bore. 

I ate my dinner, took my medicine, and went to bed. 

Now I eat my dinner, take my medicine, play Bingo, 

Then go to bed. 


Hubert Dierkes 

I love pork 

And sock-around 

And hot dogs. 

Pie I like: 

Apple, mince, pumpkin. 

I hate cherry. 


John Findlay 

Who ever thought I could or would love writing poetry? 

That was the farthest thing from my mind. 

That is, until Arthur, the poet, came to Jones to help 


the residents. 
Writing poetry is expressing your own feelings or thoughts 

in your own words, 
The greatest therapy I know. 
Thank you, Arthur and poetry, for helping me. 

"Sis" Gormley 

86 



When I was young 

I heard nothing about these places 

And now I am here, getting along with everyone, 

And I like them. 

We make our beds ourselves. 

They look so nice, I never thought 

I'd be able to do that to my bed. 

It looks better than when I madt' it at home. 

It looks so nice I don't want to lounge on it, 

That's how nice it looks. 


II 
I never thought I'd be in a hospital. 

I thought it was a bad place to be 

And now that I'm here I'm living 

Like at home. 

Everybody is so friendly. 

I don't get into arguments or fights. 

I've gotten so used to it, 

I don't know if I'll leave or not. 


Margie Harrington 

I didn't know I'd love to travel 
Till I took a southern tour 
Each new state and city fascinated me 
The scenic beauty held me spellbound 
Each morning was a new event 
To top it off I saw the bullfight in Mexico. 

II 
I never thought I'd like spinach 
It looks like weeds 
They put it on our plates and hope it will please 
Each morsel slides down our throats 
Giving us the iron we need 
If you're hungry, even weeds look good. 

Dorothy Keating 
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a big snowstorm 

or the beauty of spring 

with its flowers 

or the lush green foliage 

of the summer time 

or the trees 

with their colorful leaves 

of autumn on a clear, cool, 

crisp day. 


As a boy, I disliked rain, 

The day would be gloomy. 

Then I realized its cleansing factors, 

Its life-giving power to the food we eat. 

Flowers would be beautiful after the rain, 

The air would be fresher to my breath. 

Trees, plants, and man-made structures cleansed. 

(love the rain-I do not feel gloomy. 


When I was young, 

I worked in a candy store. 

Now I would like it. 

I didn't like school. 

Now I would go back. 

During the war I worked 

On a wire-cutting machine. 

Now I would jump with joy 

To have that job. 
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SESSION #17 

Food for Thought 

Boiled Maine lobster, 

What you do to me! 

Hamburgers in pita bread 


with chili sauce 

Macaroni and cheese hero 


with a chilled Burgundy. 
Cappuccino and pizza 
Chocolate mousse with soda biscuits 
Pepto-Bismol, oh what a relief! 
Back to the diet on Monday. 

Spinach, broccoli, eggplant: 

I like them very much, 

Especially eggplant. 

It has a nice taste. 

Apples, tangerines, grapes, and bananas 

Taste good, too! 

My sister-in-law made stuffed peppers 

And a bowl of salad 

For my birthday. 


Robert Baylin 

Palma Benvenuto 

The house is clean, though furniture is sparse. The table is laden 
with simple fare: peas, potatoes, bacon and eggs, cheese, and but
ter freshly churned. There is fresh honey, and the scent of cured 
ham fills the air. Welcome neighbors, to this simple fare. 

Mamie Brown 

Peas and carrots, corn, 

Melons, tangerines, apples

All on our table 

Here at Jones. 


Helen Burgher 
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I like to eat three square meals a day. 

Some of the food I hate 

But I have to eat the best I can. 

I'd like to go back to work on a farm. 

I was called "The Green Thumb." 

Corn and tomatoes, 

A little bit of everything. 


I like the simple dishes 

Foods of life: 

Pork and beans 

Sometimes spicy things; 

Collard greens and shrimp and rice. 

But most of all 

I like ice cream and cake. 
-
I like corn 

I like spinach 

I like potatoes 

Which come from the vegetable garden. 


Thank you, farmers, for giving me life. 

The animals you raise for my meat, 

the vegetables you grow for my strength, 

the products you produce for my dessert. 

The delight of my life: 

ice cream, whipped cream. 

Put them all on my table 

and I have my food of life. 


-
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I like soup. 

My mother would make 30Up. 

It would be noodle soup. 

And the next day she would make hash 

And the third day it would be rice soup. 

If people made soup these days, 

Everybody would love it. 

That's why I love soup 

And everybody loves soup so much. 


The farmer sows his seeds 
And hopes that they will yield 
The necessities of life. 
Without food we would be unnourished, 
That can cause a lot of ills. 
A balanced diet is important, 
It replenishes our daily needs. 
The food that's wasted ill the United States 
Could feed the hungry of other nations. 

We often take for granted 
having food available 
when we want it 
and the kind of food 
that we like 
but if you think 
just for a minute 
of the rnitJions 
of poor people 
who die 
from starvation 
throughout the 
world 
then you could learn 
to appreciate and realize 
how lucky we are. 

92 

Margie Harrington 

Dorothy Keating 

Thomas Orsini 



In my youth, 

I saw potato plants grow green 

In a farm nearby 

But with no real interest. 

Then, in Europe, I helped to harvest 

This wonderful food. 

Now, in this home, 

I enjoy the potato 

For the effort of animals and humans 

Who work so hard. 
-- Henry Pabisz 

I like oranges, bananas, and tangerines, 

Steaks and chops. 

Steaks and chops are my favorite dish. 


Abe Shames 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 


ROBERT BAYLIN: "I'm Brooklyn-born. I'm not a writer but a philo
sopher of life now living in Manhasset." 

PALMA BENVENUTO: "Born March 24, 1907 in my grandmother's 
house in Astoria. I never saw her, but I've heard she was a big 
woman with beautiful white teeth. My father had a gas station. I 
lost a kid brother in the war. I've been here about six years." 

MAMIE BROWN: "I was born in Florida, February 12, 1905. I came 
to New York in 1947 and to the Jones Institute December 1, 1976." 

HELEN BURGHER: "I was born July 19, 1922 in New York City." 

ROBERT CATALANO: "I was born in 1952. I have a sister and two 
brothers. " 

HUBERT DIERKES: "I'm in here because my mother passed away. I 
can't depend upon too many people. I try to depend upon myself. I 
am 49 years old." 

FRANK EVANS: "I am really not a poet! But like to write what I 
feel! I write what I think/ And I think while I write/ If you think 
what I write is true/ Then I'll try and write a poem for you." 

JOHN FINDLAY: "I was born in New York City. I don't know the 
year. 1 've been here since 1958." 

WARREN GOODWIN: "The words in my cherished yearbook: 'quiet, 
modest and impartial' (which my father, in particular, did not cot
ton to) have been my outstanding, uninteresting traits throughout 
the following years. I was born in 1920, the era of President Hard
ing, from whom my name 'Warren' was derived by a loving 
mother." 

"SIS" GORMLEY: "I am a very God-loving person who enjoys help
ing others. I was born in New York City in 1922." 
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MARGIE HARRINGTON; "I was brought here because I was sick. 
Now that I'm well, I feel better. I'm waiting for my husband to 
take me home. I'm 62." 

DOROTHY KEATING: "Born in Brooklyn, moved to Queens, then 
Bethpage; have a daughter in Florida. I have been at the Jones In
stitute for seven years." 

DICK KIMBERLY; "I am a frustrated schizophrenic male 69 years of 
age who missed catching the boat of success. I am full of red ants 
and canal water, and my three neuroses are: barking dogs, bubble 
gum, and silly shrinks." 

THOMAS ORSINI: "I'm 19 years old. My birthday is in September. I 
have blue eyes, brown hair. I'm tall and in good health. I'm a stu
dent at the Career Development Center in Syosset." 

HENRY PABISZ: "I was born in Brooklyn sixty years ago, had a high 
school education (Jamaica High School). I was in the U .8. Army - for over four-and-a-half years, sometimes in combat. Most of my 
life-work was salesmanship." 

ABE SHAMES: "I am 55 years old. I am five-feet-seven. I graduated 
from Boys High in Brooklyn. I was a salesman for a paint 
company." 

-
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ABOUT THE EDITOR & THE PHOTOGRAPHER 

Arthur Dobrin was born in Brooklyn in 1943. He earned his B.A. in 
history at C.C.N.Y. and his M.A. in human relations at N.Y.U.; he 
also completed studies in family psychotherapy at the Ackerman Fam
ily Institute. From 1965 to 1967, Arthur and his wife, Lyn, worked in 
Kisii, Kenya, as Peace Corps volunteers. In 1975, the Dobrins and 
their two children, Eric and Kikora, returned to Kisii for a five-month 
stay. In 1967, Arthur joined the Ethical Movement and, since 1968, 
has served as leader of the Ethical Humanist Society of Long Island 
where poetry is an integral part of ceremonial functions he performs. 
Arthur and his family live in Westbury, Long Island, where he serves 
as a member of the board of the Greater Westbury Arts Council and 
as curator of the Westbury Library Center for Contemporary Long 
Island Poetry. 

Joan C. Beder was born in New York City in 1944. She is an aerial and 
commercial photographer and staff photographer for Food Monitor 
magazine, a bimonthly publication of World Hunger Year, Inc. Her 
work has been published in several textbooks and photographic 
anthologies. 
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