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    Have you seen a Hummingbird lately 
        Flying from blossom to blossom 
          Being attracted by the colours 
            Of the most beautiful bloom 

 
Month of May by Heinz Melle 5/1/2010 
  
Oh how I love the month of May 
The trees are green, flowers in bloom 
Children playing in the park 
Seniors sitting on benches, talking 
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Writin’ Words  
 
Your assignment, should you choose to accept 
it: use the following three words in a piece of 
prose or poetry. (Avoid clichés, and have fun!) 
  
               Incline,  book,  church  
 

 
 
 



Editor’s note…   
What have you written 
lately? Share your writing 
with the rest of us. Myself 
I have written a few 
poems, but most of them 
are sad. I have to get out of 
this depressing mood and 
write something uplifting. 
My travels are restricted 

right now, but after I am on home dialysis this 
should change. Not that I can go long distance 
when the time comes, but I should be more 
flexible. We are expecting visitors in August 
and I hope that I can take them to the 
mountains for two days. It doesn’t matter how 
many times you go to Banff or Jasper there is 
always something new to be seen, especially 
through the eyes of a visitor, and this is 
something to write about. So don’t be surprised 
reading a poem by me about a German seeing 
the Rockies for the first time.  
Wonderful, smashing, yodeling. 
 

***** 
 
Submitted by Mandy Barnett 
�
A Peaceful Setting 
 

It may seem a 
very strange 
place for a child 
and emerging 
teenager to spend 
her time but I 
always found 
peace sitting 
amongst the 
grave stones 
around our 
village church. 
Settling on a 

moss covered mound underneath a weeping 
willow I would read a book or just sit with my 
thoughts, enjoying the silence around me. 

There were many beautifully carved stones, 
including an angel with her wings spread 
behind her, a large ornate cross and some tomb 
shaped plinths. I always sat beside a small head 
stone bearing the inscription of a baby – this 
was my place away from the turmoil of being 
the oldest and forging a path toward 
independence.  This solitude gave me time 
away from my younger siblings to try and find 
my way through the hormone induced mood 
swings and sort out where I was going with my 
life. With the high stone wall surrounding the 
church it was like a separate world – my secret 
world. 
 
There is a peace within a graveyard that does 
not exist anywhere else. When we holidayed in 
Wales, our little cottage lay beside an 
abandoned church and graveyard. This is 
where I would spend hours cleaning away the 
ivy, moss and grime from the old stones to 
reveal their inscriptions – men, women and 
children I had never known. Names and dates 
were all that was left but now they were 
revealed again for the entire world to see - just 
a few hours to show them someone cared. I 
found this work very therapeutic, enjoying the 
silence and surrounded by birds flitting back 
and forward for the grubs I unearthed – at 
peace with myself and nature. 
 

***** 
Submitted by Karen Probert 
 
Just the knowledge that a good book is awaiting 
one at the end of a long day makes that day happier. 
                     Kathleen Norris 

   *****  
 
Loose         Lost        Lust��
   by Karen Probert 
  
Losing your lust for life would leave you living 
with lots of loose hours lamenting your lost love of 
liveliness. 



Butterfly  by Heinz Melle 

I am a beautiful butterfly 
I fly without a care in this world 
The flowers beneath my wings 

Are waiting for me to be my friends 
 

Once I was an ugly caterpillar 
I could only crawl from leaf to leaf 
My world was dull and not exciting 

The outlook for the future was not to be 
 

Then a miracle suddenly happened 
My cocooned life turned upside down 

The ugly caterpillar I once was 
Turned into a beautiful butterfly 

 
Like Cinderella in her glass enclosure 

A charming Prince kissed gently her lips 
For me the warm sun with its power 

Transformed me into this lovely thing 
 

I fly all over and tell the world 
My colorful wings help me along 

That once I was unappealing 
Now the world is below my wings 

 

*****  
Submitted by Mandy Barnett 

This piece was from a 5 minute writing 
exercise of three words : fire, clock & certainty. 
It was one of the first pieces I read to the group 
and everyone still talks about it! So maybe it 
should go in the magazine for all to read - over 
& over. 

Fire light flickered on the walls and ceiling as Joan 
sat with a glass of her favorite red wine. Watching 
the flames lick the logs and send little sprays of ash 
and sparks upward, she tried to calm her mind. It 
was a certainty that Thomas would be angry with 
her once he knew of her accident. The clock ticked 
as its hands made their gradual path towards   
9 o’clock and the inevitable argument. 
Joan had tried to cover up the dented fender with a 
casually placed cloth but Thomas would 
immediately know something was wrong as she 
had parked in his place in the garage. Such a 
creature of habit, her husband he had rules and very 
particular likes and dislikes. His routine had to be 

strictly adhered to or there was hell to pay. She 
knew he would go over the top with his 
recriminations and probably ban her from driving 
for months. 
The clock struck nine and she heard the garage 
door open as Thomas drove up to it. Straining her 
ears she heard his car drive forward and then shriek 
to a halt. His place was taken up by her car now he 
would be mad. A slam of the driver’s door told her 
he was walking through to the kitchen and she 
could feel his presence enter the lounge. 
She squeezed the trigger slowly as the instructor 
had told her and Thomas’ face flew apart. No more 
shouting, no more rules, no more living in fear. 
Watching Thomas’ foot twitch as the life left him 
gave her a rare feeling of joy. No more tormentor. 
 

*****  
The Still Life        by Karen Probert 
  
Three pears and an apple, in a yellow bowl 
Scattered rose petals and a cracked open walnut 
On a blue checkered cloth 
Show the brush strokes of a clever artist 
Offering simplicity - emotionless 
Motionless in perpetuity 
Light from somewhere gleams off the bowl 
Shines the fruit 
Such stillness, simple complexity 
Belies the deception - no matter how painted 
Life cannot stay still. 
  
When the light goes off 
The petals curl furtively and darken 
The fruit rots, slumping against the bowl's rim 
From the nut a pale small grub crawls 
With drying the paint peels and cracks. 
  
Life has no stillness. 

    ***** 
 Taken from Grace Carr’s Chatter newsletter 
 
He who asks is a fool for five minutes but he who 
does not ask is a fool forever. 

   * 
Sit quietly, doing nothing, spring comes, and the 
grass grows by itself. 

       Zen Saying 
 
 



Copper Bud      by Karen Probert 
  
A copper bud 
On a tall twig 
Hails longer days 
A stronger sun. 
  
Under a rock 
Unearthed by my boot 
Green leaves lie 
Next to exposed brown stubble. 
  
Cracking ice pops  
Splits unseen 
Pulled by the creek's gravity 
Below the snow cover 
  
Wind at my back 
Sun-warmed face tilted upwards 
Striving to feel 
The deep blue sky 
  
Smells of damp earth 
Warm-surfaced rocks 
Muddy trails 
Song of one small bird 
  
Spring will come soon 
  
The feel of the air 
The sights and sounds 
Of renewal are known 
From one small copper bud. 
 

***** 
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By Heinz Melle 

 
April likes its differences 
Sometimes sunny and warm, enjoyable 
Then snow and cold, showers 
A normal person can turn sour 
 
You see the flowers growing, sprouting 
You like to enjoy the time of spring 
But for April take the advice 
Always keep an umbrella handy 

***** 

Leading from within 
 
The Opening of Eyes 
 
That day I saw beneath dark clouds 
the passing light over the water 
and I heard the voice of the world speak out, 
I knew then, as I had before  
life is no passing memory of what has been 
nor the remaining pages in a great book 
waiting to be read. 
 
It is the opening of eyes long closed. 
It is the vision of far off things 
seen for the silence they hold. 
It is the heart after years 
of secret conversing 
speaking out loud in the clear air. 
 
It is Moses in the desert 
fallen to his knees before the lit bush. 
It is the man throwing away his shoes 
as if to enter heaven 
and finding himself astonished, 
opened at last, 
fallen in love with solid ground. 
 

David Whyte 
 

***** 
 
Work well done    by Heinz Melle  
 
My work might not be appealing to everyone 
But I started it and therefore I shall finish 
It is my work and I own the outcome 
Therefore, the responsibility lies with me 
 
You said that you could do it, too 
But you haven’t started, you haven’t even tried 
Anybody can say that they could do it 
They could do it if they only had the time 
 
Work that doesn’t get started in the morning 
Chances are that it doesn’t get done 
I rather start a job and not finish it 
Then not have started the job at all 
 

     

***** 
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Me Tarzan, you Technology 
Technology has allowed me to pick up some new 
habits. One of them is “Voice Mail.” If I am too 
busy to answer the phone, I don’t. I just let it kick 
over to voice mail with the idea that I’ll call them 
back later. Sometimes I even check the “Caller ID,” 
to make sure it’s nobody important. Once in a while 
I check the messages and then re-save them 
because I’m too busy to call back right then but I’ll 
do it soon. It’s like the VCR. I don’t have time to 
watch the shows I like, so I tape them only to find 
out I don’t have time to watch them later either. 
 
Now of course the fundamental problem here is that 
technology hasn’t addressed the real problem, 
which is: how do you slow down time? We don’t 
need voice mail and VCR’s that allow us to 
postpone commitments. We need a way to stretch 
time so we can do everything we want. Otherwise, 
I’m going to have to cut down on the number of 
television shows I like and also on the number of 
friends and associates who cal me and leave 
messages. I’m starting to get the feeling that 
technology’s ultimate goal is to prevent us  
from having friends and fun. 
 

***** 
�����  for the �����
 
Fear is our greatest enemy.  
It blinds the soul and paralyzes the spirit. 
 

***** 
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From Grace Carr, 
The wife said, “If it weren’t for my money, this TV set 
wouldn’t be here. If it weren’t for my money, the chair 
you’re sitting on wouldn’t be here.” 
The husband said, “If it weren’t for your money, I 
wouldn’t be here!”  

***** 

 
 

Turning ideas into a story 
            ‘Writing Mysteries’  By Margaret Lucke 

 
Isolate your detective physically 

·  Trap your detective somewhere away from 
where he or she wants or needs to be. Put 
your detective into tight spots, literally. 

 
·  Lock your detective in a small space from 

which there is no apparent means of 
escape. 

 
·  Place your detective in a hostile 

environment, such as a dangerous 
neighborhood, late at night. 

 
·  Lose your detective in a wilderness with no 

maps, water, or idea of how to get back to 
civilization. 

 
·  Pack your detective off to an unfamiliar 

place where he or she doesn’t know what 
help might be available or how to find it. 

 
Isolate your detective psychologically 
 
Psychological isolation can be as harrowing as the 
physical kind. It is a devastating experience when 
the people around you, especially those you thought 
you could rely on, abandon you or cut you off. 
Having enemies is difficult enough, but being 
deserted by someone who you believe to be an ally 
can be worse. 
 
There can be several ways you can put your 
detective through this emotional wringer. Try 
having other characters: 
 

·  Be unable to understand what your 
detective is trying to communicate to them. 

 
·  Refuse to believe your detective 

 
·  Deny your detective any assistance 

 
·  Prove treacherous or traitorous especially 

when your detective thought they merited 
his or her trust 

 



Microsoft Haikus  
 

 
In Japan, they have replaced the 
impersonal and unhelpful 
Microsoft error messages with 
Haiku poetry messages. Haiku has 
strict construction rules. Each 
poem has only 17 syllables; 5 
syllables in the first line, 7 in the 
second, and 5 in the third. They 
are used to communicate timeless 
messages, often achieving a 
wistful, yearning and powerful 
insight through extreme brevity. 
Instead of making you want to 
throw your computer out the 
window, they have a calming 
effect. For example: 
 
 
Computer poetry 
 
The Web site you seek 
Cannot be located, but 
Countless more exist. 
 
Chaos reigns within. 
Reflect, repent, and reboot. 
Order shall return. 
 
Program aborting: 
Close all that you have worked on.  
You ask far too much. 
 
Windows NT crashed. 
I am the Blue Screen of Death. 
No one hears your screams. 
 
Yesterday it worked. 
Today it is not working. 
Windows is like that. 
 
Your file was so big.  
It must have been quite useful. 
But now it is gone. 
 
Stay the patient course. 
Of little worth is your ire. 
The network is down. 
 
A crash reduces 
Your expensive computer 
To a simple stone.  
 

 
Three things are certain: 
Death, taxes and lost data. 
Guess which has occurred. 
 
You step in the stream, 
But the water has moved on. 
This page is not here. 
 
Out of memory. 
We wish to hold the whole sky,  
But we never will. 
 
Having been erased, 
The document you're seeking 
Must now be retyped. 
 
Serious error. 
All shortcuts have disappeared. 
Screen. Mind. All is blank 
 

***** 
 
I like to write short to the point 
verses. I use them for the 
bookmarks or as fillers in the 
newsletter. By looking for 
something in my files, I came 
across a list of these verses. I am 
sure you will enjoy them as much 
as I do. Heinz 
 
The golden leafs  
Are falling 
Into the crisp 
Autumn air 
 
Spring and summer 
Are the paintbrushes 
For autumn colors 
 
In the distance 
A light is shining 
Guiding you through 
Life’s disillusions 
 
Whatever you can do 
Or of what you dream 
Start doing it now. 
 
 
Memories are the frame 
That makes every picture 
A pleasure to view 
 

 
 
Every true greatness 
Develops through slow 
And invisible growth 
 
 
The riches of life 
Are lying in the 
Recognizing and living 
Of the moment 
 
Happiness can also 
Bloom through the 
Stones in your path 
 
The greatest knowledge 
Is not always in the books 
But in nature itself 
 
Mix activity and idleness 
And you will spend 
Your life in happiness 
 
If you never have expectations 
Then chances are that you will 
Never meet someone with hope 
 
If you enhance someone’s life 
Through help and kindness 
Then you have lived 
Your life twice 
 
The best part of waiting 
Is the anticipation 
 
The happiness 
Over small things 
Is bringing us closer 
To the big riches 
 
Let a song be in your heart 
Let the sun shine from above 
Let peace with you 
When you travel far away 
 
Wipe the tear from your cheek 
Put the smile back on your lips 
Straighten up your shoulders 
Say hear I am, bring it on 
 
One more day, 
One more hour, 
One more minute, 
My golden years are here 


