Z00S and more

A Creative Odyssey
By Shasta Sovereign
January -June 2026



Shasta Sovereign

AL

Participa nts

JanuaryJune2026

Ace 4
Anon E. Muncule 5
B Davison 16
BE 17
BryanE 20
Come True 27
Darhma 28
DJ 30
Flours in Her Hair 31
GA 32
Golden Sapphire 33
Grace 34
Gus 37
Heidi 38
Himalaya 39
Julian Conari 40
Kaitlyn 42
Linda 46
Marilyn and Shelly 47
Markus 50
Mary 51
Monna 56
Moody Santa 58
Peggy 60
Pensir 66
Phoenix 72
Sri 73
Star dancer 80
Susan 82
T 83
Trina 85
Tulelake Elementary
Arianal 86
Bran tley W 87
Joselyn R 88
Nicole 89



Shasta Sovereign JanuaryJune2026

Dear Reader
We hope that you have hadgood year so far.

We are in the midst of summeilhe summer solstice has just passaddwe hope totake
advartage of the wonderful weather before the schmstartup againwWhatdo you do in
your free time”Do youlike hiking our wondéul trails?Or gettingon your bike and riding
along abadoned raiload track® Or is water your comforspot andyoulike tofind balance
on the paddle board®r instancé

What elevates you beyond thenundanesit something you relis@ Or do you try to rush
away from whenthe mundaneness of exeice threatens to envelop yoi®escreativity
help you in anyway2nd what is your medium of choicé®d in doing so, how can you
recreate your life and yourself in tpeocess?

On the following pages, weolleded insgring articles from aroundhe North State We still
featuremonthlytopicson our websitavhichwe hope willserve as a muse to your creativity.

We alsoalways welcome you tshareinspirationon whatevertopic and in whatever medium
youchoose.

We hope to hear from you soon.

In Inspiration,

Shasta Sovereign
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Teal
By Ace

Teal-

| wore teal to your funeral

It was your favorite color

We sat in rows

Your oldest son to my right

your middle to my left

A box of tissues stuffed between
and your youngest right beside

23,17, and 14

Too young to feel this type of pain, with silent tears they cried

| wore teal to your funeral

YR aAyO0S 22d0@S 688y 32yS$S

nothing has ever been the same

JanuaryJune2026
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here | am again now and indefinitely too
By Anon E. Muncule

Aloft in the beams,

a critter in the attic,

with mice and bats

Freeloading roommates,

GKS aljdzar 6GSNI LQ@S
become, the shame

| hidet and ignoret

| sold the house

long ago.

| wither to dust,

reading only with the

adzyQa LISNX¥AZaA2Yy:Z
eating alone at night,

when the new owners

sleep, or loudly make love.

Flail Chest
By Anon E. Muncule

,2dz OFyQiu tA@S

in this environment.

You are supposed

to be with people.

And have special memories

made on average days

where nothing exceptional happens
but to you

everything was exceptional,

and you get to tell kids

and partner

about it

and argue

over what to watch

before bed

and forget

but then remember

to brush teeth

and take out the trash.

. dzi &82dzQNB Aaz2ftl GdSR
and imprisoned

YR @2dzQNB | G NBI adzNB
GKId asSsSa G(KS aGE¢e
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and has a shovel too
odzi s K2 O yQi

0SOldzasS @2dzQNB y 2

the four hundred feet distance
from here

to there,

where the treasure sleeps

or at least

tries to.

Gasping in a Vacuum
By Anon E. Muncule

My bones, gnawed by life
That toothy, hungry thing
there they go:

Eroding with time,

Cracking, when even they
are done.

Therr alone and set

on the line to dry;

Or in the peat,

to one day heat

The cortex peeling

strings of white and pink,
Hanging from condyles,

Still articulating

with scored, flat parts;

These balls and bats,

once dressed

In a tailored suit

That stretched

wrapping muscles,

their cords and strings.
Unseen beneath the stocking
that kept the marrow dry;
The chalky scaffolding of me,
It once moved, jumped and spun.
And danced.

Once.

This is what | fear.

Near, | am near:

Here, the place Grandma sped away from.
FNRASYRX

| SNB GKS LJX I OS
with whom

L 2y 0S aLkRiSX
Here

Soon, there.

JanuaryJune2026
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Clockwork Panic
By Anon E. Muncule

The me in men

made the man

in me,

once. A shrinking portion of Back Then,
yet once, characteristically,

Now now now.

T this new Now

finds me

a rewound cassette tape,

a pulsating hard thing;

and now soft, still, and silly,

(back then, in the before times
remember | once was

hard and

Throbbing)

Witness

Me singing and, having sung,
observe the man in me

Alongside the me in men;

see and hear and with me together;
let us rejoice and permit tears,

just in case.

Perhaps | can discover lessons, kenning them well,
grow at the wilted places, and yellowing too.
Asking in tones near a plaintive pule,
forty years old, a student still.

The question?

Who am |,

now?

Followup question:

was | really then who | say | was

or did | paint rosy and pink

the brown and jaundiced

times?

When asked at 20

| knew with certainty
misappropriated

the answer

and could even show my work!

JanuaryJune2026
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The Split Fire & The Snapping Dog
By Anon E. Muncule

There are two kinds of fire:

one that burns eternally,

and one so hot at times it seems it cannot burn
with such intensity

for very long.

| do believe

| have hit at last

the exact thermodynamic law

that governs

the two

of us:

You

(She if you are not reading, my love)
are geothermal;

| am volcanic.

The law of us.

| cannot keep

You as metaphor

Blood may leak,

through the ink,

and pain may seem

an eternal companion.

But | cannot activate

regions in my brain

and run off

with metaphor and conceit

any longer.

No.

| have to look at you,

and See your face.

| get to look at you, and

get to see your cloaked insides,
displayed for my translation, shown
to me alone.

| can of course still write poetry.
Today tomorrow yesterday and now
| always will store away,

and protect from decay and disuse,
my stronger than faith belief

that words are playthings

As well as tools, to me

and free and perennially

available for to use; yes,

JanuaryJune2026
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Also they are tools forged

to lend a brotha a hand, to help me

go about raising from the foundation on up
a good life.

As a carpenter marries

his hands to his mind,

over the years, learning by accident

how experts are made,

and, knowing what to do next,

G2 NIXrAasS I FTNIXIYSR FTNBa

And on a foundation he laid himself too.
My flame is partially fueled

by whatever it is that makes a man
behave as if rude and mean.

Ly NBFfAGeT A0Qa 2dzad
like a neglected,

and underfed dog.

The dog

snips and snaps and barks and growls;
he seems angry, angry

and dangerous.

But he is merely petrified and confused.
Whitman wouldn't judge

the dog

nor the bark

or sharpened teeth

that file his menacing mirage

and that drew blood

that one time.

2 £ KSQR aAld 2y (GKS
stretch his hand out slowly,

and validate the fear,

talking to him,

JanuaryJune2026

K OSRIFNJ &ailsStsi

YS NBIFOdGAy3

Tt22NE

dzaAy3 62NRa fA1S aOFtARI(SE

if he felt it necessary.

| SQR NBr\letgriRing¥dhe watching
rather than admitting | am the dog

who scares all except the man in the slouclt hat
That the body of an animal

remembers every cold night,

every day of isolation,

and every piece of emptiness

T and the plentiful scarcityit has ever endured.
Ever.

27
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-fjk;_ ;_¢f£m
The dog isn't evil; no. -

LiQa 2dzad 2LISNIYGAY3I 2y Ly 2fRZ

outdated survival manual.

Before long twenty bucks

says Walt has the thing playing

FYR aAy3aAy3a 22& RANBOGfeE Ayd2z2 GKS R23IQa
the wagging tail in the background keeping

the moment full of breath.

Strange, us aflame.

Stranger still

what comes next.

(0p))
D’
(0p))
Qx

Father and Son
By Anon E. Muncule

my father

LQY (2ftR

would, as cugrass on shirt

landscaper,

in the morning

plant flowers (brought to sow

by a fumedueled truck)

and return beneath the waning moon, under the choking gray
swabs hiding the stars.

dig up planted flowers

and, before work

came again,

astt QSy 27F7F:%

shrugging over the phone,

shrugging over a customer rather confused,
just as he sowed, stole,

YR a2fR YS>Y 6KSy L ¢l a oX aKNUzZZ3IAYy3I 20SNI Y& VY
tears, seeing but not knowing

yet her strength, her super

power she one day

will never

Not need.

Midnight Stream
ByAnon E. Muncule

The midnight dream.

You and ma

And the before us stream.
2 £ 1AYQ GAf &dzydzllx
¢CFrfl1AY3 GAf 6SQONE
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Mutiny in the Hold
ByAnon E. Muncule

My stomach feels a sheet of ulcers, with dry mortar,
Welded as one open bleeding shallow ditch,

or maybe a tender gastric camp

Or pocked canvas, shot through holes torn away
From stress over something

Or maybe nothing

With oyster white and violent rimmed berms.
And the twisting, gnawing and the burning,
Beyond the later nausea,

And before a

great big bleed,

Spread across a hell aflame in the gut

And the coming day

It turns leather

Like a bota bag,

in the sun.

| Hear You Up There At Night
ByAnon E. Muncule

Your voice
is how | end the day.

Do we still meantt
that meeting?

LOPS 6SSy SyRAy3 Yeé Rl e&a
to your voice
for two years.

Sixtythree million seconds.

We made a plan

Ay 2yS 2F (KSY® 5ARY Qi 6SK

What happens

if one of us goes south
and the other

keeps going, well,

to the Other place?

Two years.

JanuaryJune2026
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One empty pillow.

| crawl under the covers

to where we once knew safety,
and just before | dream

never of yoa

| play your silly voice

reciting Whitman.

We still have a plan.

A Man is Made by Himself
By Anon E. Muncule

LQY | YIFy @&2dz R2Yy Qi yoiiE&iime S@hdels hakd néver beey R & S (i
such intimates as we. | have no clue where you are now, and yet, at last, | see where | myself
am.

L 2y0S KSIFNR GKSNBX 6SNB ¢2NBS (KAy3aa GKIFIy Re
everyday So, be easy and be free, and come, come along with me; what it costs, | myself will
pay, but do come, do now come along with me.

Mind if | share a few words with you, Stran@eNA SY RK L F &2 dzQ@S

a2
okay. Perhaps some other time. Butifmét ¥ & 2 dzZONBE KS$NBRT2NJ B

YS6KS
¥2Y8Yy
Oh,onemorethimgg K 4§ Q& &2dzNJ yIF YSK 2KIF G akKrtt L OFff
Fye@dKAYy3a NBFffezr 2dzaid y24d afl S F2NJ RAYYSNIDE

. S0FdzaS ylFYSa YIFIGOGSNE R2y QU GKS@K ¢KSe& | NB 2
peculiar it is a stranger even can be witness and touchstone, if even for just a moment.

Attention, of the real unflinched variety, is a rare thing, up there \wighrarity of

unconditional love and up there with hope held aloft as the world caves in and is engulfed in
flamed al @860S GKIFIGQa ¢Ké L y2¢ KGOS FAyLtte 320
KSNB>X AF 2yfte Ay 62NRaz LQY KSNBE® C2NJ e2dzz ¥
LOY NBIFIReée (2 SELXIAY (KAYy3I&od

Hellbound and unready.

What was that?

Did you hear that?

| am scared.

There. There it is again. Did you hear it?

This line moves forward, the ground pulls me with.

My breaths come quicker. And smaller.

L 32 FKSFIRX dzyNBIFIReéxX G2 | LXIFOS L R2yQil gl yi
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My limpid self mixingow with silt millions upon millions of years old; | become silt; the silt
becomes me. The edge pulls me faligd. | go sliding unsure. Cling to rock or branieh

go, and trust the flow? If the threat of capture and arrest is the currency of freedemota
the shackles and the cell the coinage itself? If capture is revalaimoh if revelation is the
thing with which one purchases freedorthen is it not true that freedom comes cheaper
(and sooner, too) the moment running becomes stopping? Was | neta@an? Willnow
quit the lie.

Spotless
ByAnon E. Muncule

1t

G! LRSY¢

Again?

Must I?

But right now?

Why?

2 KFG AF L R2YyQilK
Really?

.dzi L OFyQio

| wish | could.

2t

Gt NBaSyid Ay GUKS Y2YSyié

It flitters through the cracked window the first day of spring. My chest rises to the beat of the
birds

waltzing on the swaying branches; my ears point as it dives in from both sides, informing me,
GakKS aAy3da GKS 3I22R az2ydaoeeg 2KSy L ¢21S i
the dryer unwrinklingeans and hoodie, she stood ther@-shirt and hip huggersfinishing

the Penguin classic, before whatever came next.

3t

GL RAR | GKAYy3AZ YR y26 L o6+ AGE
| wrote a poem.

Left it on her pillow.

She has it.

.dzi A0Qa adAatt Ay Yé KSIRO®

A kiss, perhaps,

will jog it loose,

back to my

lips.

13
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Moving Still, Together Permanently
ByAnon E. Muncule

WLOff aAd Fff yAIKIGX
FYyR afSSL) 2y (KS Fi22NEQ akKS aleao
If I leave,

@2dzQff 0S GKSNBX Ay GKS Y2NyAy3
and still on the toilet, | want to offer with a snile

. dzi R2y Qi o

LYadSrRZ a/ 2YF2NI

is an appreciated phantom,

One rarely known

YR y2G lfglea F2dzyRZ¢ L aleo
Do not ask why.

OLQY fAalGSYAYy3d y265 (2 o02dzyiA¥FdzZ | yR
exploding at volume and of course all at anges, me-

an unlicensed doctor,

and watching 72 married years

In a musicless duet

or staged thing two 95 year olds,

pul;

convincingly appearing now as 21 again, and five for a moment, and once, earlier, one was

still a ninety year oldhe other an agestill can't make out.

He and her, both of 'em now,

Look as | start to say, yet

first catch the unfurling time stamp

in red, perhaps a sign

of a future

evening, as | again labor and find myself trying to sort

memory

from

fantasy,

and perhapsor for certain

To be precisewith my unassailableifet asleep on my lapinterrupted future scenes as | |
look up from my voice recorder (dumbly and preciously taking it all in (for down the road
me), | look and they look and he farts and I finally say,

"We're going to be a

well-oiled machine

soon enough,

the three of us."

Later, at home, | faltas | do now

a variety of ripening selfisttepression,
that sardonid-ata Let us say
plucked from some invisible
vinedespite,maybe now50 years,
still to go.

14
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He'll still be on the toilet then.

He, like atl including you as well as him there, on his bright screen shining on his fly
catcher, doing things on hihone, things that you read of, he, now 95x only slows to being
forgot (by most and then by all)

when t I mean me, yes nte

Am myself on the toilet,

With a tube inside, hurting and helping in unison

as a peculiar pair

F2NI I y20KSNJ GAYSQa O2yaARSNI A2y o

And also, me when him one day still, maybe, fifty years somewhere up ahead, my wife,
who will be her now on the cold pink tile floor with fake tears and fists fake thrashing the rosy
and clean bathroom floor, | say that mife, one day too using fake all

To 911,

Just to manipulate, and victorious indeed

come out to be, my wife (who once napped on me or

nearmaking me obey, or

as she would say,

b[AadSyH b2H , 2dz KIS G2H¢ . dzi

she could hear neither him nor me

and stirring within

a rush of warmth like tea

In January

Blazed my organs and innards,

And cheeks, too.

They are cute,

but my wife is cuter

and, fifty more to go,

when one day | do age 90 know,

FYR Ad0 A& FANRG I RNEB aDSG dzLJH b2gHE
But before the end of the first month

of our new life

aKSQa eStftAyad Ay {LIyAaKTEI (220

| hope | remember her as last memory to collapse

right before heart and the rest

do the same.

15
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Oh Snap
By B Davison

Relax
By B Davison

16
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What Am | Searching For?
By BE

"There is an ache | cannot name,
Deep inside, a searing flame.

Not simple grief, not need for rest,
But something clawing at my chest.

| cannot sleep, | cannot wake,

Frozen here, no moves | make.

| want some wonder, sharp and bright,
To drag my mind back toward the light.

Everything feels out of tune,
Thoughts pour in like a monsoon.
Mind and body both afflicted,

In a state so conflicted.

Worries gnaw with a need to feed,

LQY G22 t2ad d2 yIYS (KS GKAy3a L ySSRo
In my head the words take shape,

But from my mouth, no words escape.

And when | try to make it plain,

The message drowns inside the pain.

| search for cures | cannot see,

lyYyR adAatt OFyQld yIYS gKIFIGQa gNBYy3I ALK YSo

2 KSy @2dzONB a2 SyLwiie GKFG GSENR 62yQl Ff263
CKSNBEQa y2¢6KSNB fSTFG FT2NJANAST G2 320

Why does positivity feel so fake,

Like sprinkled frosting on a cake?

| do not think | love despair,

But something wakes and feeds me there.
What am | searching for?

How do | end this war?

My body is a house of pain,

A prison built of nerve and vein.

LOR GNI RS FT2NJySgs>s AF L 1ySé6 K2g3
And leave this wreckage here right now.

Overstimulated, nerves are frayed,
.S 02NBR 08 SOSNE OK2A0S LQ@OS YIRSo®
Too full of noise to bear the day,

17
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Too starved to turn the noise away.

My mind convulses, sick with doubt,

2 A0K L2Aazy Al 2dzad OFyQd 3IS4G 2dzio
| need to sleep because | need the rest,

But sleep still leaves me just as stressed.

LG adaSlrfta ftAFSQa K2dzZNAX odzi fSF@Sa GKS LI Ay:
Eyes closed or not, the chains remain.

It fastforwards my life away,

Yet gives no strength to face the day.

| jolt awake with thoughts unclear,

Eyes wide open and full of fear.

Luckless like a thrdeafed clover,

¢KS RNBIY KIFa LI d3aSRX o6dzi AGQa y2i4 23SN®

My stomach churns with dread,

Q/ FdzaS NBIfAGeQa adAftft g2NBS (GKIYy (GKS yAIKGOY
My will to change grows cold,

Yet | wonder why no growth takes hold.

Endless scrolling on my phone,
So connected, but so alone.
Every plan | start,

Quickly falls apart.

126 Oly L 0SS SEOAGSR F2NJ 6KIGQ&a Ay &adG2NB:=
If even small things drag me to the floor?

| want to laugh and mean the sound,

Not feel buried underground.

Cheerfulness feels thin and trite,

I alF NOIFadAO 221S 0GKIFG g2y Qi aAad [jdzZAdS NRIKGa
t S2LX S &aSS YS IyR (KAY]l LQY LdzidAy3a 2y | &Kz
.dzi LQY AY Y2NB 32ye GKIYy (KSeQff SOSNI {y296

They fake concern, but | see the lies,

| see the judgment in their eyes.

LQY a2 0GANBR 2F 0SAy3d RAAO2yOGSyd:
Withdrawing endless payments like my rent.

| count the things that | possess,

Then hate my own ungratefulness.

| should feel rich, I should feel blessed,
But instead feel tightness in my chest.

18
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| want to change, but change feels locked
Behind a door my hands have knocked.
Knuckles worn down to bone,

Only to hear myself alone.

What am | searching for tonight?

A reason strong enough to stay?

A hope that cannot be stripped away?
A fire that does not fade away?

| stay here for the ones | love,

And the Mighty One above.

But | am tired of borrowed will,
Trudging through, but standing still.

| want desire to live to be my own,

¢2 3IdZARS YS 4KSYy LQY |tf Ff2ySao
Not duty dragging me through pain,

But fire inside my chest again.

What am | searching for?

How do | end this war?

L¥ L OlFlyQl S@Sy aSSy (2 O02LS:
How can | expect to believe in hope?

CKAA A& Y& LINI @SN L aSyRX
| hope | make it in the end."

19
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The Sentinel
By Bryan E

Rocks were laid long before my flame,
Before | had height, before | had name,
Before your hull ever kissed the rain,
Before your course was a whispered aim.

They rose from the deep without decree,
Stoneset teeth in the salted sea,

Not placed by hand, not moved by me
They simply were what they were to be.

Before | was built from iron and glass,
Before your compass was forged in brass,
They waited in tide and shadowed mass,
Silent beneath each ship that passed.

Your voyage was inked long after theirs,

Charts drawn thin with hopeful prayers,

.dzi  NBSTa R2y Qi 08YyR FyR atdz2yS R2yQi Ol NB
They hold their ground. They are just there.

Then | was raised where the breakers cry,
Lantern lit to divide from sky,

Not judge the helm, not testify

Only to stand where the dangers lie.

| do not steer and | do not chase,

| mark the edge of a given place,

a® Rdzié SyRa |t 6KS aK2NBftAySQa Tl
The wheel is yours. The speed, your pace.

O«
(0p))

| cannot calm what the storm intends,
Cannot rewrite where the redine bends,
| show the hazard. The rest depends
On captains, charts, and chosen ends.

Stare too long and the glare will blind,
Brightness burns an impatient mind,
Lights a warning not a sign

That fate itself has been aligned.

Your trip was planned while here | stood.

Here | remain, as a beacon should.
Check your chart. Read what you could.

20
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| did my part. You chose the wood.

Some ships surge with a narrowed sight
Trust the glow over charts at night
Confuse the flare for flawless right

And mistake the burn for guiding light.

When the current took hold and the keel let go
Wood met stone in the undertow

a® f A3IKOGAT R R Iét you Rndve
Just as calm and still as the wrecks below

Unmoved above while your wreckage grew,
Silent and composed as losses accrued,
Fixed in my post as the splinters flew,

A~ 4 oA

/| 2t t SOGSR tA1S RSota e2dz ag2NB gSNBy Qi RdzS

My lens doesn't lie, but it bends the view
Sends a truth that depends on you
Every beam that | ever threw

Only showed you whatnot how to pursue

| never dragged you across that reef

You steered so hard with blind belief
Steadfast | burned with no relief

While | cast a glow over your chosen grief

{ KALA R2y Qi ON}akK WOl dzaS GKS fA3IKIQa (22
They crash when they worship only sight

And the line you blurred as wrong or right

T'was your hand on the wheel that night.

Hull goes quiet no more debate
My white glass eye never blinks nor waits
Whither it saves or it desecrates
It all depends on who navigates

The Helmsman
By Bryan E

The sky went black before the noon,

A bruised horizon, split too soon.

The swells climbed high in jagged crowns
And dragged the dying daylight down.

21
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] -h*rb_ ) - _iﬁ- ;

C2NJ @8SIFNER LQ@S alAfSR F2NJ YSNOKIyadQa GNI¥YRS:Z
By honest contracts freely made.

But this first charge of royal claim

Puts more than ledger to my name.

The debt my father left unpaid
Outweighed all freight | ever made.
The crown forgave but not for free.
That debt was laid in full on me.

The cargo in my hold is slight

A crownborn trifle wrapped in white.

¢t2 e2dz AGQa tI1OljdzSNE fF0SsT IyR GKNBIRX
¢2 YS At oriny he&ND @

The seal upon that lacquered chest

Bears royal mark upon its crest.

¢2 FESEY Ay KIffa LQtft yS@SNI aSS:
Yet haunts the deck that carries me.

Delay is treason where kings reside,
Their patience thin, their mercy denied.

A storm may rage and a mast may break,
But courts forgive not the hours you take.

If I turn out, the gale will claim

a® ONBg> Y& FlLYS:E Yeé FlILOGKSNRa ylyYSo
If I lie still to let it rage,

The sea will write my final page.

So | weighed the deep against the shoal,
The open darkness against control.

One promised death in endless swell,
One offered hazard but hope as well.

The light broke through the bitter night,
A fixed, unwavering, distant white.

It split the dark from reef and swell,
But would not say which side was hell.

If I turn outward, the gale will win,

It claws the ribs and peels the skin.

If I lie idle and wait it through,

The sea will claim what the crown would too.

| saw the reef in broken rows,

22
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Black teeth beneath the surge and throws.
One inch beyond the charted seam,
And hull and hope split down the beam.

The light burned steady along the shore,
Not promiset not but something more.
A fixed white line through rain and foam,
Il YSIF&adzZNBR YIN] GKFG 6KAALISNBR aK2YSdé¢

Beyond the reef the harbor waits,
A guarded curve of granite gates.
A cut through rock no wider span
Than hope allowed a drowning man.

A basin shielded from the fray,

Where timbered piers hold storm at bay.
The last reprieve before the gale

Could smash the timbers and split the sail.

No margin left for doubt or drift

A narrow pass through rock and cliff.
The outer dark was closing fast,

The swells ran high, the die was cast.

The sea behind me roared its claim.
The shore before me burned the same.
| used the light to take my chance,
Between the reef and circumstance.

If I am wrecked upon that line,

Let it be said the fault was mine.

Not storm, nor crown, nor guiding light
| chose my course against the night.

Basalt
By Bryan E

We have endured a thousand years,

hT ad2N¥a GKIFIG 61N gAGK 20SlIyQa &LISENRO®
We watched the coastline rise and fall,

Watched empires carve and lose it all.

We were here before your trade,

. ST2NBE &2dz2NJ FIF G KSNR&a RSod ¢1a YIRSO
Before your charts and measured span,
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Before ambition troubled man.

Before the debt or cargo ever weighed,
Or a single plank or plan was laid.
Through shifting tides and chilly air,
Your timbered hull creeped unaware.

You speak of danger as surprnise

Yet chose the dark before your eyes.
You saw the reef. You knew the tide.
Still pressed your helm against our side.

We did not reach, we did not call,

No malice stirred our granite wall.
We did not move. We did not choose.
We simply stood where tides abuse

We do not hurry. We do not heed.

We are not plagued by want or need.
You call us cruel for standing still.

As though we moved against your will.

The only thing that changed that night
Was mortal judgment under fright.

You steered by hope, by chart, by light,
And brought your hull against our height.

. 2dz aFAfSR (2 SYyR @2dzNJ FIF G KSNR&a akKkl YS:
To clear a debt, to cleanse a name.

Yet haste that swore to pay the due

Has written something worse for you.

You weighed the reef against the king,
And chose the louder threatening.

Yet neither crown nor wave compelled
The course you chose your pride upheld.

Gb2 20KSNJ LI K¢ @2dz G62fR (KS ONBgd
2SS KSINR (KS LINIL OGKFG glFayQi GNHzS
Necessity is often dressed

In garments pride has tail@ressed.

You said there was no other choice.

We heard the tremor in your voice.

aSy gAfft yIFrYS GKSANI FSINI aNBaz2ft @S¢
When pride will not let patience solve.
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The crown set hours. The clock ran thin.

You wagered flesh to settle kin.

¢tKS 1{Ay3aQa RSYFIYyR>X (GKS R2dzf SR adzy:
One loss incurred another to come.

The cargo lost and promise owed

A doubled weight your haste bestowed.
You could not bear the waiting hour
The helpless drift, the yielding power.

Haste is not the same as wise.
It merely shuts impatient eyes.
Bravery does not rush the brink.
It pauses long enough to think.

The storm behind you would have passed.
No wind forever holds its mass.

You chose the reef to shorten pain

And found a sharper, swifter bane.

You say the storm allowed no stay.

,2dz g2dd R y24 &adzZFFSNI 2yS RI&Qa
. SG YSy OFrtf avdzauwé oKFG LINARS
And blame the earth for their own hands.
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The tide has patience. Stone has time.
Yet man outruns his own design.

For lacquered toys and gilded thread,
You steered your living toward the dead.

A trinket for a pampered throne,

Bought with wager of flesh and bone.

You risked your crew to spare your name

l' YR ONRGYSR @2dz2NJ FSINJ gAGK GANLdzZSQa OfFAYD

But fear refined, and dressed as will,
Still flees the test it must sit still.

You could not bear a single night
Between your debt and morning light.

One night of fury you might have borne.
The dawn would risethe sky reborn.
But fear prefers a moving grave,

To standing firm against a wave.
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To taste of death and end your labors.
For endings grant what ages crave.

A boundary marked by mortal grave.

All flesh must end its frantic chase,
An exit cut in time and space,
Finitudeg your saving grace,

Not stuck like us in endless place.

JanuaryJune2026
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Fairy Tales Can
By Come True

t NAYOS / KFENXYAY3 OldzZrtfe RARYQI
Invite me to the Junior Prom

Actually, no one invited me

YR S@Sy WwW2S / KSNNEQ&a NBINBI
Monday after the Prom

5ARY QO aidl dzyOK GKS LI AY

Nothing did. The secret shame

The certainty that | was fat, ugly,

And unlovable was made concrete

That junior year in high school.

L RARY QU S@Sy ljdzrtAFe |a
(my younger sister was the beauty

But certainly not Cinderella)

GSLIAAAGSNI

Qx

Sixty years to the day

LQY NBIFRe& (2 3IAQS yYeasStT
The glass slipper,

To release the carriage

Stuffed with envy, self pityesentment,

Delusion

from my bones

And create my own Prom

5 yOS (G2 Yé KSINIQa YSt?2
And forgive the troubled teen

Who believed the worst

So she could survive the worst

P
>
w
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| am the fairy tale
Come true!
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Peoplel Love#l
By Darhma

Never done people before and wanted to do portraits.
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Peoplel Love#2
By Darhma
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My Favorite card game
By DJ

Thank you for the memories, the ones brought back to me as a kid.playing cards.

| have tatell you | was able to spend a week with two of my sistame. hashad 2 strokes in
the past 2 years. After her 2nd stroke (tragically happened when she hearchateath in
the family), she could not speak or watk fa long time Now she is doing botlHer speech is
broken up, but when | asked her if she remembered the card game Mille Bsiraagot all
excited & said YE®e played a round or two & it just took us back in time.
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Violet Tea
By Flours in Her Hair

Try it and telus how it tates!

JanuaryJune2026
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Deflowered
By GA

Alas, forlorn has
Taken a toll upon the
Soul,

Barely blooming,
Wilting before Fall,
Dormant past

Winter

Echoes of Spring,
Resurrection,

Dancing to Procession
Embodying peace on

I {dzYYSNna 9@S
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Curses
By Golden Sapphire

Qurses what are they?
When do they staf?

When do they end
Qurses haeto do

When a person is

Alive.

How they'rebeing treated
By others

If they're being mistreated
If they're being controlled
If they respecthe spirits
That moved on

If they respect

Another person

Qulture and religion

Or the way they live

By praying to Gods and goddess
if they lower their body
To the ground

And bow

Or they light incense and pray
To their ancestors

Who protect the bloodline
If they have a shrine

Of their bloodline
Ashrine for Gods and goddesses
Across and a bible

for God and Christ

A curse is started

When they passed on

L Ub&sad on

How they passed an
That's how a curse

Is born

Acurse

Can be moved from

One person to another

Or throughtheir bloodline
Acurse cafbe removed
It can't be broken

Even praying

How to stop a curse

Is burning a white candle

JanuaryJune2026
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With incense

Put white rose petal

In salt water

Surrounded by dirt

And white stones
Surrounded by the dirt
The candle

The incense

The rose

The salt

The stones

The dirt

Will stop the curse

It won't break if

But it will put it to sleep
Sometimes | do feel

I'm alone on this path

| walk in the darkness
Maybe that's why

Noone will save me

Or pull me out of this
Depression I'm in

Wanting someone to save me
And keep me safe

But that dream won't come true
Those wishing

No one will come save me

JanuaryJune2026
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Orchid Flowers
By Grace

The orchid is

My favorite flower.

There are 28,000 to 30,000 species

All over the world.

| never knew

There were so many species of orchids
And use bark soll

Instead of potting soil.

¢tKS yIYS a2NOKAR:¢ 02YSa
From Greek word for testicles.

It refers to the name of tubers

In some species.

There are some rare species
OfRhizanthella gardneri flowers

That are underground,

They grow in Australia.

Some are on the endangered species
Because of the environment

They live in.

My favorite toy as a child
By Grace

My favorite toy

As a little girl

Was the Pogo stick.

My mother bought it for me
For my birthday.

| was so happy to have one
So | taught myself

How to stay on one.

| got really good at it.

It was hard

To put it up

When | went to school.

It was so good for balance
And just being able to
Control your toy.

| wish 1 still had one,

It was a great exercise.

| loved it.

JanuaryJune2026
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The Zoo
By Grace

Z0os are very nice to go and visit

L KIFI@SyQild o06SSy (2 (GKS 122 Ay
There are a lot of things you can learn there.

Children love seeing the animals at the zoo.

They can write about their experiences there

Because there are a lot of animals there.

hyS GKAYy3a L R2y QG tA1S I 0o2dz
Are that they keep their animals caged in.

That would make them be very depressed

In a closed enclosure

Instead of being in the wild

Where they belong.

~
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By Gus

My favorite journey was going to aunt Christina's house. It was a very long journey in the
Toyota. We went at night from the house in Janesville so the day would last longer.

We took some food, water, and snacks on the journey and | was playing new Super Mario
Bratherson my DS.

It was a very long journey with daddy and mommy. We would sometimes stop for gas to
refuel the car on the trip. We probably had to refuel maybe two times on the trip.

| would see those colorful lights in the background at night on the road and the stars in the
night sky.

When we made it to aunt Christina's house | saw cacti and other exotic plants at aunt
Christina's house and there was a sunset with nice, ambient light. We went to the house and
aunt Christina took us.in

Daddy was really exhausted from all that driving and the journey so he went to bed to sleep
for the night and in the morning he was still sleeping for most of the day because he was so
exhausted.

| played around the house and aunt Christina gave me cake and ice cream! Aunt Christina
could cook very good todChristina was a great cook!

Daddy and mommy would talk to some people there and have conversations and funny
jokes! We had a really good time at the house with &hnistina and some other friends.

The house was very comfortable. Lots of pillows, blankets, antique furniture, couches, and
chairs. We stayed there for maybe four days.

| had a really fun time there with daddy and mommy.
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Dancing in the Rain
By Heidi

. Galaxy A16 5G
June 04, 2026

P
\ \

L:

| started out with chalk and decided to outline with acrylic pairstarted the painting last
fall. When | was alone deep in my thoughts. Painting helps me to relax and breath, and |
remind myselfjood things will happen in my life again.
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Whistler The Western Screech owl
By Himalaya

Not exactly a zoo, but a local wildlife rehab held an open house in spring, and | met a
Western screech named whistler who was blind in one eye. | decided to draw him as a wizard
because | felt it fit him!
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My grandma the wackadoodle unbrushed
By Julian Conari

{KS 2y 0S &4FAR aNHzy ¢2YYASE
never knowing a misspelled word spoken aloud

could be seen as a thing,

but never once did she know me, partial or full.

¢t2fR YS GOGKSNBH {SSK | dzNN®
| was up front,

driving home from Oregon,

To be delivered by RV

and sent by desire

to be back

and fast.

Run she says again, just go already...

Her hands were at 11 and 1

Just as she yelled maximum

and | sat just barely but enough

to remain awake.

| said no.

| can still see her doing it.

She was barefoot.

And her hair was unbrushed.

One day a sentence a gavel does say to me
By Julian Conari

| amborn, and observe

| am always having done

with a change

priced towering over my penny and nickel still mine

V260

Stamped not my papers now gone, nor the passage to private

St. Helena mine own
was any at all but expected to be known.

Falling, soon | will have fallen,
well past disgrace

done with a mind

who plays,

even when here caged,

with His name,

and recalls the bowls

my grandma once gave
Neapolitan flavors all three,
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a banished treat for me.

On and beyond,

to neglect and through too
to here, done up there;
Some long time ago
alone in a cage

fending off beasts

seen by one

and known by two.

| march loving loves

| for a reason

or twot

maybe more, many many many
more, but

today, together | and her;
on choking leash,

freet no not her

but me.

JanuaryJune2026
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Integration in Motion
By Kaitlyn
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The Space Between
By Kaitlyn
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Seasons of me
By Kaitlyn
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Echoes in Time
By Kaitlyn
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Quan Yin
By Linda

First time doing realistic painting with acrylics
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Rocls By Marilyn an@&herryin Tulelake

| F LI a2 KSNRa 51 & Coastal

Our friends want to place all kinds of rocks around Tulelake, tell us if you find any!
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Rocksy Marilyn

Peace Over the Rainbow
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Zigzag painted rock

JanuaryJune2026
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Holiday Gifts.
By Markus

2Sff A F2NJ OKA& &@SIFENE IAFGA FYyR adzOK gl ayQi
holiday seasofaka Christmgsn the past has been better. The one gift | know we are all
thankful for is being alive and together for another holiday season.

This year the best | could do was send out some cards and Christmas texts. For a few people

in my family | did some prin6. K- & Aa 2yfte&  FS¢g OGKIFIG L G221 |
take any picturedn truth the reality of gifts is the togetherness of fanbggause you never

know when the unspeakable happens.
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Redeemed
By Mary

There was a little girl

with wildflowers in her hair

and dreams too big

for the small town roads she walked.

She loved deeply,

the kind of love

you swear will last forever

GKSY @2dzQNB @&2dzy3d Sy2dzaAK
to believe forever is promised.

She built her whole heart

around a boy she grew up beside,
her high school sweetheart,

her first home.

And together they dreamed

of tiny feet and lullabias

until the world grew quiet

in the cruelest way imaginable.

She held grief in trembling hands,
a mother with empty arms,

trying to survive a pain

no words could ever soften.

After that,
the darkness came fast.

Loneliness became familiar.
Nights blurred together.
Addiction whispered lies
that numbness was healing.

And for a while,
she disappeared inside herself.

The little girl with big dreams
became a woman

just trying to make it

through another day.

But even in the dark,

JanuaryJune2026
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God never stopped searching for her.

Through every broken piece,

every tear cried on bathroom floors,
every moment she thought

she was too far gore

grace waited patiently.

And slowly,
she found herself again.

Not the same girl she once was
stronger.

Softer.

Wiser.

A woman rebuilt

from ashes and prayer.

She learned healing

AayQd I A0NYAIKG fTAYSO
LiQa OK22aAy3d e@2dz2NBRSE T
over and over

even when it hurts.

And then love found her again
not chaotic,

not temporary,

but safe.

The kind of love
that feels like peace after war.

And finally

after all the loss,

all the waiting,

all the storms she survived
she holds her baby girl

in her arms

A miracle.

A second chance.

Proof that even after devastation,
life can bloom again.

The little girl with big dreams
was never broken beyond repair.

JanuaryJune2026
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She was becoming
exactly who she was always meant to be.

Tough Little Cowgirl
By Mary

She was a tough little cowgirl
with dust on her boots
and fire in her bones.

The wind tried to steal her balance,
the world tried to break her spirit,
and life bucked hard beneath her
wild, untamed, unforgiving.

She fell.

More than once.

But she learned something
out there in the dirt

¢KS 3INRBdzy R R2SayQd 3Si

unless you decide to stay.

{2 aKSQR 6ALIS KSNJ G§SI N&

and climb back into the saddle.

Again.
And again.
And again.

{KS RARYQUO 1y2¢ (KSY
that every fall
was building muscle in her faith.

5ARY QG (1y2¢6
that the lonely nights
were teaching her

how to hear God whisper
through the quiet.

b2g aKSQa 3INRgY
not softer,
but deeper.

JanuaryJune2026
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still steel in her prayer,
Her eyes see differently.

She sees God

in sunrise spilling gold across a pasture.
In the way wildflowers bloom

where nothing should grow.

she survived.

She sees beauty

in all things

Because

she knows

broken things can still stand.

She is still that tough little cowgirl only now
she rides with grace instead of fear,

with gratitude instead of anger,

with God beside her.

And when life bucks again
because it will

She smiles.
Tips her hat to heaven.
And holds on.

Coming Home
By Mary

She was a girl who learned pain early,
who wore strength like armor
because breaking felt dangerous.

Her smile hid the ache,

her laughter stitched over wounds

no one asked about.

She knew how to endure,
but not how to rest.

How to survive,

but not how to hope.

Then Jesus found her
He said

JanuaryJune2026
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And for the first time,

she believed staying alive

gl ayQi | LdzyAaKYSyid:z
but a promise.

| SFftAYy3a RARYQU FNNAR@S fA1S tAIKiIyAy3
it came like the sunrise in the morning.

Slow. Faithful.

Day after day choosing breath,

choosing mercy,

choosing to be here to live this life.

Now she carries life beneath her ribs,
a tiny heartbeat teaching her

that her body is not a battlefield

it is a sanctuary.

She is becoming a mother

with hands that once trembled,

with a heart that once begged for relief.
And somehow,

that makes her holy.

. S0FdzaS KS ¢2dzy RSR IANI RARY QU RA&I LILIST NJ
she transformed.

She learned that love can stay,

that God keeps His promises,

that life after

pain

is still life worth living.

And as she whispers prayers to the future,
Jesus stands beside her, smiling,
because resurrection

has always been His specialty.
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Misadventures of Maximillion
By Monna

Hi, my name is Maxmillion. I'm a brown and white Cocker Spaniel. | have freckles and a
goatee.

One of my favorite things to do is sit out on the porch at night. And that is what | was doing a
few nights ago.

The wind was blowing the branches of the cedar trees. Cones were falling out of the Pine
trees.

There were no animals out. The Possum, Raccoon and Skunks must have been home rolled
up in their beds.

Without any warning a big gust of wind rattled the screens on the porch windowst
popped the screen door open. Without thinking | jumped down from my chair and ran
through the door.

How wonderful. | can run anywhere. A road trip in the dark. | could go anyWwiukety split
| made a mad dash through the park.

My little feet splashing through water puddles.My belly was getting wet, because I'm so close
to the ground. Also my head and back. My ears that had just been flopping happily now were
so wet they just hung down.

| stopped running and looked around, | said to myself, | don't like the rain.

| turned around and followed my scent home. As a breed we are bird dogs and we can
naturally follow scent. Nowadays we are lap dogs.

Finally, I reach home. To my amazement the door is shut. | sit on the top step barking.
Mamma come save me.

Suddenly the door opens and there is my beautiful mamma.

Oh, Max you don't like the rain, what are you doing out thélldse back, I'm going to get a
towel.

And sure she didne of those big fluffy towelShe wrapped it around me and picked me up.
Carrying me and rubbing me all over to get me dry. In that moment of time | knew my
mamma loved me and | loved her.

There were to be no more road trips in the dark of the night and the splashing of the rain.
In the future though, a lot of walk abouts would happen with her and without.
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BellQa [F&ad w2l R ¢NAL
By Monna

Come on Bella let's take your last ride before your last ride.

I'll need help getting you into the car. The window is down and we are headed around the
block.

Is the last line we are headed around the block

Somehow you've pulled yourself up and your head is out the window.

The wind is blowing your long white hair back from your face. Your eyes are closed you look
like you're in your own Zen.

| was always going to get a picture of you like that but didn't now it's emblazoned on the the
back of my eye lids.

You're on the vet's table. She is preparing your leg for the needle. She pushes it in. | yell take
it out.

It's too late. Bella's last road trip.

SANS SOUCI
The End

Zoo
By Mana

Mankind is the apex of God's creation.

The animals were created with intuition

and we were made with free will.

We have to learn to be compassionate kind and nurturing.
We can learn all that from each other

and from the Creation.
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Runaway Kids, Chapter 1
By Moody Santa
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By Moody Santa
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As we healhe earth, we heal ourselves
By Peggy

JanuaryJune2026
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By Peggy

| did it looking for new things for the classes in the fall. The substance is called cold wax
technique on canvas
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Evolution is now, CHOOSE LOVE
By Peggy
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Evaluation calls for change. Be the Changé. For the good for all.
By Peggy
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