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INSTRESS has been published by the students of College Misericordia

since December of 1966.

The title, coined by Gerard Manley Hopkins,
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nifies the moment the reader achieves complete understanding of the

written word.
the reader,

The author,
an emoticnally moving experience.

through INSTRESS,

conveys to and shares with

Submit your works to any of the editors or writers of INSTRESS for

publication next year.

INSTRESS

work as well as their original poetry and prose.

receives campus members’

original art-

For now, I hope you enjoy and share our INSTRESS. j[%
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Watch Collector Victor Coloen 3
Mother’s Lament: to a Child Liz Gush 7
Pro-Life Rich Aloia 4
Nuclear Child Rich Aloia 4
"Grown-Up" Patti Brennan 6
To My Mother Kathleen M. Kemmera 6
Winter Mimicry Mary Mackin 9
Death Victor Colon Ll
Dream of Consciousness Victor Colon 10
A Feeling Lisa Blaum 9
Thoughts Victor Colon 11
"Through the Looking Glass" Patti Brennan 12
Haiku ' Mary Mackin 13
One Line Rich Aloia 14
Blooming Jylie Kullman it
Surviver Victor Colon 18
Holocaust Liz Gush 18
Threshold Mary Bevevino 3
The Edge Nick Andrea 17
Confusion With Love David Victor Scott 16
“Happy Valentine'’'s" Patti Brennan 16
Rock Music Cyndy Donlan 17

Artists Mary Mackin and Rich Aloia

Editor: Rosanne Griffin

Staff: Mary Bevevino

Computer: Mary Brennan

Layout: Mary Mackin, Julie Kullman,
Printing: Rich Alcia

Dr. Regina Kelly, RSHM

LLiz Gush and Lisa Blaum

Moderator:

INSTRESS would like to thank the Alpha Delta Kappa fraternity for their
assistance in assembling this issue.

Editorial Office:

Merrick Hall, College Mlisericordia, Dallas, PA 18612
: Articles or artwork from thlS magazine may not be reproduced
without the written permission of the editors and the author or
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WATCH COLLECTOR

[n = room of aniiquated mobiley,
noliching glass or metal,

the old walch collector

mounts and dismounts

the threads of time.

Winding the hours, now faucinated
by a concrele abstraction,

now abstracted from his
idiosyncratic activity;

into himgelf,

crowding abysoes.

The hours lick away

puzhing, piling, _::lea.n‘r:ing, ‘
scattering the life of full galaxies
without hiate nor tnercy,

like God waching his hands.

Winding the hours, nearing
cowadch to hig ears

the old wateh eollector
hopes to wind hiz own lifc
o the end of elernity.
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by Vicler Colon
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Threshold

Displaced within her unwerse, the teacher,

A gray hared metron, speeds along

A missionary road of 'Poliies" every Tuesday eve
Primed with proper lesson plans,

Refned by mindless cache—pots of white cliches

Displaced within his uriverse, the client,

A "Big Apple" man, eternally awaits

Behind the ron bars of society’s confinements.
Armed with hardened street wise ways,

Defined by ingraned cant of tenemental black.

Within the four gray walls of classroom 2

Therr wary worlds collide in wasted words.

Trite words, yve words, shight words, polite words.
A ninet y—minute labor of futiiity

To cure hypocracies of centuries.

Yet, each in search for dignity
Fulfils a need;, on the threshold

by Mary Bevevino
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PRO-LIFE

by Rich Aloia

March past white Washingtoft in red

Oh mighty saints.

March for the forced birth of black and white
into your wonderfully warped worlds

The place where stones and glass

met the real "pro-lifers.”

The blacks marched into Georgia.

Cruise comfortably in your air-conditioned charter
on your divine mission,

They stand taller in Dixie mud,

Your delicate rainbow life one day will die :
splashing you with the red of black blood, /

Red which they have always worn i
in this wicked world of white, //
A hero’s welcome for a Washington march,

Maybe a band-aid for a black life. i

Oh mighty saints march on. //

NUCLEAR CHILD
by Rich Aloia

They told me to run
before they laughi me lo walk,
Thesr nighlmare racing lhrough my youlk
[ smoked drugs

drank alcokol

broke windows

and played n the sireels.
[ lved 1n a cold house

in & cold world

where ke children are desd.
[ hve n the 80






"‘Grown-up"

Patti Brennan

The paint 15 peeling
from the walls waithn
and Mama and FPapa
can’'t touch of up
AnYMore

TO MY MOTHER

[ remember waking dawn days

past, [ ying belween cool sheets

listentng Lo your cfear vores caf/

like birds that bend down branches, dancing
on daylight to touch the trees

Mornings now, 11 cozy darkness,

warm sheets smelling sweell y of slesp,
[ watl for dsglight when smaller vorees,
nestiing of my own, call softly,
‘Mommy mommy,” down the hall

Yet, how 15 1t, even fingerls ps
bouching, our bearts grow gpare

lrke wayward roses? Ok, my mother,
you gre the tasle of plums to me
sweel 1nzide, bitier out

Times your dark eyes Jdart arrows

to my heart, ! carl like paper
Flowers 1n a flame [ stare bock, e yes
hard as disbané stsrs, cold,

elosing 3 door taside me, or ying

K ithleen M Kemsnerer
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MOTHER'S LAMENT: to a child

(guqm! maomaend ;l-:'aa LT
s, Lf i were m}ﬂ:uk]! lo Touch you.

g Acz/n, Yo !':o/cwmo, [ -rrmmm»t,

.Y;’YMZ{ ;&/ CL-LU-‘J}?' frmm TILL,

by
Luz Qush
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WINTER MIMICRY

Flannel gray sky, sulfen
stouches fow,

’

chaneing chifled [and
with milk y, morst snow

Deep, dark 1mpressions
visuall y born

g5 nature mimies humie form

lengthy, fine-spun fingerings

Wobbly white caps mount scrubby brush,

Séregted brees, werghed wide with white,

§
Freentng pines don lace-white gloves, g
like mystieal Mondrran fancifu! Flights g

Frolicking mime an chalk-white séage

% Mary Mackin
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A Feeling

There is some feeling inside me that only linds its way through undefined
tears. The undefined tears of importance are seen and feared by no one but
me. The tears afraid of the future; of not knowing, not understanding;
until the future becomes the past, and the past = memory. A memory that lives
inside me, never to be lorgoiten. Amongst the unforgotten memories lies
this feeling that seems to wrap itsell around me; tears that {ail unnoticed.

B R AN A S TR T e R

e R S e e s S e

How I wish someone would see the undelined tears bound inside me. How ?

I wish someone would open their arms and let me in. I'm afraid out »n my )
own,; not afraid of what was, or what is, but alraid of what will be--—tomorrow. ]

; 5;1-

/ Lisa Blaum {{
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DREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS

¥ :)c, sad w /1- 7u,y»/w,1/»
Jcmmf,«/mg, s /1 . S
-
-‘Jp (e uﬁ-muvmft o[ COTACIMIAMOAN
[,’qam the &ﬂjmw}cd: ({ifaawag'
)
o ff /m/nu',l sdeemm /m,, ink. /mmzﬁu,

wLaf)zaj.bmA, wuﬁ,ad /L{L /r,o,ms,,
inadand cmf- ;uu ATOITNAN,

ci.(]a/r« Lo A, Jtﬁ(iﬂ@-’ﬂ.@?’i&@,‘

[}

/{m—-n'u T cf[aarwmaww TCLLTL
I i ‘; B ; TE
',I.O/I'Uu(j{. ng My Aen bl

.()Z f’ S A‘(‘-Qf'n.' a. C{Ux'nf_ﬂl,
@ cheoar game wrilh o (!.[jl.-
{4

((J."n.- (I.'T{[{LG-!,&.S: ’I’{:f{tﬁtl O Je Ih.{t‘w.tyxdj).

Vi nb/umrm)o, {o (wfl.f/i/m.f}aﬂn,

amdd f:imd&nyf 'mgj/mi ;) hare, somewhore
wilhin ey com»y.fofmmra«fa,,

I bnoar £ was sed fcm the {em /mat\,

in seallered 'ni?}bés,,
/:(w'- the hedl wilhin.

by Victor Colon
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DEATH-

AROUND, UP, IN,

WAR OR PEACE;

FIELDS, STREETS, HOMES:
AWAITING A WINDOW
OR DOOR TO OPEN

AND CREEP IN.

by Vicior Colon

THOUGHT=S

OFTEN MY THOUGHTS WANDER
LIKE PLANETS WITHOUT ORBIT.
THEN, THIS NOTEBOOK'S PAGES
FIND IN MY HANDS
THE PROPULSION TO CRASH
INTO THAT HATED, WIDE-MOUTHED,
GLUTTONOUS (THREE-POUND CAPACITY]),
WASTEPAPER BASKET.

by Victor Colon
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"“Through the Looking Glass"

Patt: Brennan

There 15 a flame

-/ fhave seen 1t Lthrough the looking—g/ass.
You've been Lhrowing blankets on it

for eternst y,

The blankels brllow in the wind
and smoke flies Furious! y.
T he sparks struggle to survive
and float the I'loor

ant dirsappear,

[t has been sard

“fire needs ox ygen to survive’
but the blankels beat 1t - to Hell,
So it sadly, slowly suffocates
gnd Lhis Flame will surel y ore,

fn your cold ervelty

/! warméh has been José-and blood-red bogut y
suffers Frozen agony;

1t5 ory 1s soft, yet you continue

and you do nol recognize me,

Frustrated arms Fly

[ { fear the hest will crack my looking-glass]
-but- 1t cools as it cracks

like a2 whtp and ends

the orange-gold glow- destined to be dust.
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HAIKU

Flaymate from the snow,
glistening white or murky bluc,
snowman, day and night,

White-washed gelid (and
soft, slaping Lopiary,
rounded, mounded snow,

Deep forest collage,
angled, animated limgs,
wild winter montage,

Mary Mackin
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One Line G
. by Fich Aloia Q*

2

Follow the wild chase ;‘i
of the squirrels tnto 8
the escape of a 4
blue yay toward the .

blue of the sky

[filled with kites

held by the smiles

of little boys and

thewr dads

are Lhe corner of

a buscball field

where the little league
play—of /s are being held
i front of an audience
o] enthusiastic grand parents
sttting on lounge chars
Longing Lo be unfolded
or the wsolaled shore

of a tropical tslard

i w
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BLOOMING

by Julie Kullman
Each new diy [ wake from zleep, with a bright thought for the world.

My life wac put here for a reascn, if i takes my
whole life to find it, my cearch will be worthwhile,

[ begin to see what | need to do,
learn, love, live, with my dreams n frond of me,
and my tears behind,

The sun rises gnd sels esch day, regaridless of whether [ feof j2.
heat, or b [ght,

Feople bloom lthe [lowers, different cofors, differend sizes,
each one growing in the garden of oo,
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Gon ferv With Love

and yol hard lo hold. How do $ start amew,

Whon Bupid gave o helping hand, 3 aluays welcomad. him
How do I bnow thal love is read? fmmwm.?wwld‘m:tm
he fonest o the brsni. P so confurad

WMM%M%MMDM&”MWM@}WW

David Vietor Scott

"HAPPY VALENTINE'S"

Fatér Brennan

Where are you,

af Valentine of mine,

wilh my hearf-shaped boz nf sweels
and the card haf would bring lears
to these eyes?

Where are you,

oh Valentine of mene,

with my (ong-stemmed, red roses,
thewr sweet scent would [l my world
wilh beauty?

Where are you,

sweel valentine of mine,

with the special -delivery 6allvons
that wonld bring a ramnbow of color
ta a black and while world?

When will you come to me,

ok Valentine of mine,

with the love and tender caring
Lhat will take away Lhose fear.
aml (g me welb 4 nned et
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gruns

maddening beat cen drive

wards
¢ to

oroud
fists

The £dge

When [ feel all alone,
/I pick up my sazophone,
But you're only too ready fo l1sten,
to a fantasy world on the television,
Youll lisien to l1es and fallicies
and prous politicians preaching policies,
{ can still sce you siffing there
in your reclmabie, ad justable, electric charr,
So if you want to find me,
afler you get of [ your throne,
Just listen for the sound
of an alto-sazophone.

Nick Andrea

Rouwk

wding im mw bral

heewr roundinsg and sou
SOMBGEHE 1INS8MNE.

chanted sut me in their zeoll.

nold back but those woards I uwell

.

Ll

is clzmmering to touch winast’'s on stadgo.

are clencned with oubtward radge.

g#ll Lbheir rain and hurits snd dreams

"
SUN=

e those suvwes with tzttered bhlue Jeans

q
[t

Cunthiz M. Jonlzn

v



paget?

HOLOCAUST s y Liz Gush

It 18 no use in hiding or running; there is a cold that I fear is coming.
Lightly and softly and oddly
it travels
Stealthily, shy,
Without hesiation, without asking why.
How silent it is all around me,
How stormy it is yei to be.
This time——
Will peace and Love [orbear?
The question
Hangs heavy in air,
Not specifically did anyone tell me,
the answer is certainly, "Maybe"
The threat of new disease is just as sure as was the old,
Will kill like the old, though heat or cold,
Love or laughter were not a part, are not a part,
Of the beating and working of the Heart.
To each his own, let Alone,
Venture to this land of ice and snow,
Give high regard no less
To the angels who dwell above
or the creatures of the earth below
For Who did suffer first for us? Who made this {rost?
This unsuspect world shall not yet know.

Survivor

[, survivor of wrecked Iife,

surge up oceanic from verbiage,

from thoughts uncorrelated, ke an emobion
sprung from subconscious deplhs ~

nsen from the bedlam of shadows,

hved and unlived,

to shape really as | understand 1b,
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