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Instress is a word coined by Gerard Manley Hopkins to
signify the moment when the reader comprehends the essence
of an artist's creation and shares in it with him.
Art Form/Title Artist
Front cover (adapted) Laura Adams
Credits
The Citadel John Smith
Passages Michael Daley
Lions and Things Mary Mackin
Letting Go Georgetta Potoski
Leaves Mary Losovsky
Christ's Wounds Rosanne Griffin
Staircase Mary Losovsky
Five 0'Clock Martini Mary Bevevino
Haiku
Joseph Pallante
Michael Daley
Variation on Haiku Thomas Galka
Flower Children Mary Mackin
Teen Turf Mary Mackin
Country Fair Florence Harry
Evicurean’s Delight Thomas Galka
The Hills Rosanne Griffin
Something Lost Joseph Pallante
Upon Meeting the Rapids J.K. Werth
Back cover Mary Mackin
Editor: Michael Daley
Staff: Thomas Galka
Rosanne Griffin
Florence Harry
Mary Mackin
Mary Losovsky
Mary Bevevino
Nigel Fung-a-Fat
Margaret Notaro
Moderator: Dr. Regina Kelly, RSM
Instress is a magazine edited and published by
students of College Misericordia and includes original work

by members of the College community.

Editorial office: Merrick Hall, College Misericordia,
Dallas, Pennsylvania, 18612.
Articles or artwork from this magazine may not be

reproduced without the written permission of the editors and
the author or artist.

Founded and sponsored by the
Religious Sisters of Mercy.
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The Citadel

Cluttered desk..

Friendly woed, oak,
Spread with a

Half moon of junk,
With a typewnter

The center athraction.
{(For interaction

When there's time.)

Pens with dried ink.
I never think to
Toss them away.
(Little flagpoles
Without flags are they,
Standing in a glass)
Clips and pads amasg
In studied confusion.

Bottled ink, a pipe filled
With "Captain Black"
(Stale a year or two,
Crumbs and flakes
Thal stair my work )
Cigaretie smcke colls
(C'er the smear, ail,
Where my hand resis.

"Hiz Honor's Desk"
Now mine, inheriked.
Sensing somelhing deep inside
This citadel,
[ reach to touch
Grandfather's pride.
The odor of him tides
In the grain and scars.

Jdohn R. Smith
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Lions and Things

There 1s a stairway leading to the third floor,
It beckons, promising more,

A turn hallway causes a pause,

The creaking stairs echo lion jaws,

Thin plastered walls--bony ribs show,

Like ancient dinosaurs waiting to grow
Splintery, wooden floor lies in wait,

A hostile porcupine looking for bait
Bizarre, musty dresses, hang on a rack.
Waiting --a mistress never came back.
Stlence reigns, a cold hungry master,
Devouring [ootsteps bounding from a ralter,
A sudden norse--fast, siampede away,
From atuc's scary yesterday

Mary Mackin

Passages

There is a stairway leading, leading I know not where,

It wanders, hke a poem, 15 neither here nor there.

It has a basic structure and looks conerete enough,

But underneath appearance, it's otherworldly stufl

It circles, Lwists, starts and stops, takes journeys in the air;
It claims to live, sounds alive, but really nothing's there.
This staircase, it’s not real, no, 1t's from a stranger place;
The staircase we call language came here from outer space.

Michael Daley
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LETTING GO

"You have to face the T[act, Liz, Tommy's
growing up.”

1 glanced up brefly Irom the huge mound of
dough 1 was rolling out on the old, green, kilchen
table. I had been thumping and pounding 1t the
whole time he had been talking. I I didn’t quit
soon | would rwin it, and [ prided myself on my
homemade bfead. The late alfternoon sun shone
warmly in through the plant-rimmed windows and
lit up Joe's dark, glossy head. It hid the [ew grey
hairs at his temples.

"1 know he's growing up. T just feel he's too
young yet to be gone away with you for so long.
A whole month, Joel®

I didn't want Tomy gone away {rom me for a
whole month. He was a comfort to me. When I
looked at him I remembered the young, hot, vibrant
days of my early marriage to Joe. The excitement
of his [irst business promotions, the pride in ous
first new car, baby teeth and braces, new puppies
and 500am. Christmas mornings. Tommy was all |
had left ol our pasl together. I needed him Lo give
my life stability, to flesh it out with meaning.

He sighed softly, pushing his hands deep into
his pockets. He knew changes came hard for me,
but we had been divorced for over two years and
his paiience was wearing thin.  "He'll be just fine
with Theresa and me. | need him, too, Liz He's as
much a part of my life as yours, and | don’t want to
lose touch with him. Try to share him a littie with
me..with us”

[ thumped and pounded the dough some more.
[ knew he was right. Slowly [ sprinkled [lour onto
the old bread board, and rolled the dough one last
time. [t was resiliant, elastic, and sprang back under
my hands. “Okay.okay" 1 nodded at last and with
a fine, sharp knife, reluctantly cut the [irst loaf
away from the great pile before me.

Georgetta Potosks
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resembling
life, full and green
the end of the nutritional cycle;
LEAVES collecting vitamins and sun,

capturing goods to build the
; finished end which the
roots spew forth.

Mary Losovsky

Christ’s Wounds

In the
Name
Of the
Father
And of Holy
the Spirit
A
M
Stalrcase ;
N
| saw a stalr case
P I wards
S | |
r_“ ns up
Leading from the dark
di':,ths And ol
a 5 the roof the Son

ta the sun—fliled deck
Offering a (hideaway)

from the rushesandrambiings

Rosanne Griffin

glving time to rejuvenate

and start again,

Mary Losovsky

Frve Oclock Martin:

The clinking of 1ce

By addicted hands
Croons a sad song.
The cold callous blocks,
While chidling the gin,
Sing the blues.

Mary Bevevino
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Haiku

The haitku 15 a
Poem with a demanding
List of directions

Michael Daley

Night insect noises
Echoing in the darkness..
Fall awakening.

Joseph Pallante

Mountain range, like a
Crumpled morning bed.. something

To be overcome
Michael Daley

The pond still in 1ce
Air frozen invisible
Numbing cold...silence.
Joseph Pallante

I woke up and was

Damned if a bunch of elves had

Not done my homework.
Michael Daley

Variations on Haiku

Fish blow bubbles at the sky

Mirrorless at night...

Their home 1s always changing
Thomas Galka

Rivers rage on tiny trees

Seas are grassy green...

My rubber boots are leaking.
Thomas Galka

Flower Children :
I hear the sound of water running,

Night and day——ten minute showers,
Teen age kids——like thirsty flowers.
Mary Mackin



Teen age mania,
middle age strife,
anxious parents,
a hassled life.

Big Mac, pizza,
food on the ran,
football, soccer,
time is for fun.

Stereo, hi—f,
Springsteen, the king,
rock, pop, country,
free love, they sing.

Wheels for cruisin’,
phones are to call,
six—pack Genee,
cycle for all

They play to win,
with stakes too high,

Teen Turf

the scoreboard BEEPS,

YOUR TURN

to die.

Mary Mackin
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Country Fair

Carnsval fireworks summon us

To see off migrattng summer wsth
A Chinese New Vear BANGY

Neon balloons ezxtol Mirkey Mouse,
Stuffed Pink FElephants plead lo be won;
Carney hawkers hook fish.

Family—run stands deitght nose and tongue:
Sausage——funnel cakes——hot prelzels——clams——
Sauerkraut——Jrench fries——Joy!

Elbows stick to counters, old friends meel.
Young folks’ courting games amuse us and
Youthful vigors resurge.

Overlapping rhythms/screams/bells/shouls
Buried in an avalanche of sound...
Drughke, dizzy motion...

There used lo be games of chance. One year
Dad lost kis pay pluying a shell yame.
Mom cried Dad called the cops.

The carnival left town the nezt duy.
For us kids, the firceracker fiziled.

Florence Huarry

Eptcurean's Delight

Withered witches watch at midnight,
underneath a harvest moon.

at the cauldron they were stirring
with a shoulder—bone made spoon.

All their troubles they put in it,

round and round and round some more.
Long black tongues to taste their mixin’
fingernails to sample gore.

One witch asked if it was ready,

of the brew that they prepared.
Another said, "It's not quite finished
till the frogs come up for air.™

Bats and buzzards tengues were in it
sprinkling their batch with care,
ground up eyes of salamanders,

with a pinch of golden hair.

Then they drank it down in buckets
blood ocozed down .their breasts so barc.
"Oh, this dinner is delightful,

humans are quite good when rare.”

Thomas Galka



The Hills

Friendsville’s green [ields and forests stay the same even as changes occur o buildigs and peocple.
Because in small Llowns sinall changes are obwious, | noliced on relurn lrom coliege bhal the wind stole
pieces of my Grandfather's barn rool  Now he has shiny new aluminuin roofing  The campers, who have
started corming Lo FPriendswville lor ‘roughmg ib* n the summer, are unaware of small chunges They concern
Weinselves with ther Winnebagos and plasbic strung Chinese lghls  The campers do nob know that
slthovgh neghbors have sold ther land m pieces and gotten nd of the antique emply barns, Grandpa and
Dad still use thexs Because vacationers make up part of the changes of home, lhey do not notice
changes  When campers look ab Dad’s barn they do nol see the concrete foundabion which keeps the old
prey wood walls ab nght angles with the mud-Tilted, spring— Ted barnyard

That yard 15 where, as chidren, my brother, | and the lwo neghbxors our age dup for worms before
we [ished  Denmus and |, glong with Robby and Tammy, spent days playmg together We traversed
through woods to barns and rode bikes on dirt roads  We only relurned Lo the house when Mom called
with her "dinnertime” whistle  The hayhelds became forts m the suminer and fast sleddng trails n the winter
One snow ump was s shek that Tammy and Robby's father msisted thal he try i Tirsk. He flew over the
packed pile, ran mbo ther sohd porch, and broke a wrsl on the brad run Years later bhew parents divorced
and Mr Hunter bved alone n lhe house down Lhe hill unld one wghl he agan Tlew over packed we und ran
mto a bridge  The car was runmed A frend | had attended elementary school with Tought along wibh Lhe
whole ambilonce squad purposelully, fullely, as Lhe hie of her [nend's [ather shpped pamlully away
Tammy's lanly sold the house

A dilferent Lype of chidren now live m the house They too ice- skate, bul they own shiny new
ckates, not neghborhuod "hand-me—dowis' tke we used  Ther baby--dolls were not as rugged as mine
were, and the boy's amall plastic trucks make roads Lhrongh “slore—boughl’! sand, nol bke the melal
Tonkas which maslered pravel ples under my brolher's conbrol

[ do not know il the new chidren go explorng n Lhe woods to fnd grapevines to swing on The best
vine, which my brolhers found, hung, way back n the woods alomg 4 logpmi path (where | cross country ski
todayl Bub that vine broke years ago under the slress lrom Tunny Morgan’s il weght  His heavy
romnd boy’s fyure which turned inte a tal lthe man’s s another change e was my lirst love  But now |
find, even bthough he stll lives in Prendvlle, my love 15 only a memory  Because ke the dwd ples, hay—bale
forts, sleddimg brails, and Mother’s wiustle catling, home, bis special appeal bo me 15 st senbimenlal

As Lme passes one constanl remans  the hills. The ever presemt trees stll mvade paslure land
dmosl as quekly as we consume thern for heal (as my parents did belore my birth, as ther parenls did
belore them)  'When | view a range [rom alop one hil | hear sience Lhere | listen through nvisible wind to
which old trees respond reluclantly

The trees grew i Frendvile before Mo lost part of hersell Lo cancer  The wrought won and
stone—fenced cemelery exisled even befure Tun's [alher was lad cold benealh the ground  Although people
are born and grow, come and go, run langhing Wrough the lelds, and (nally rest silently under the earth, Lhe
mourtans still wat at home, ust wal

"For everytlung there 15 a season and a lime for every makler under

heaven®
Beclesiastes

Rosanne Gnifin
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Something Lost

[ have lost something,

Under the willow silently weeping,
On the ponds edge

A delicate single drop——

With a silent splash——

Shatters the siliness of the surface
Gone Forever

Whole perfect nngs reach out
Beyond the image ol my stretching shadow
Beyond the image

All around——

The wind is waling in the trees

Joseph Pallante

Upon Meeting the Rapids

A pebble slowly pushed by the current
Meeting other stones as we pass by,

Momentarily stopping to utter a
Churgidl, a qurgle, a swosh.

Wishing to stay a while longer
But no, only heard and cherished,
The current compels them forward.

Some pebbles may move only a fool,
Others a yard or two; some one or two rmales,
Yet the rourageous will reach the sea’

JH Worth
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