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 The Osher Poetry Group has been meeting weekly since February 2020.  After 
just a few weeks in person, we moved to a Zoom room.  We have studied many poets, 
KXQGUHGV�RI�SRHPV���:H·YH�XVHG�WKH�SRHPV�RI�SXEOLVKHG�SRHWV�WR�WHDFK�XV�DQG�DV�
LQVSLUDWLRQ�IRU�RXU�RZQ�ZRUN���+HUH�ZH�DUH�SOHDVHG�WR�VKDUH�VRPH�RI�ZKDW�ZH·YH�
written during these difficult months of isolation.   
 
 



 

Tribute to Brenda 

Love, friendship, and comradery create a glorious Valentine’s heart 

Your Love for the Poets is contagious, it takes us down a road we 

hope never ends 

Poetry is our window to the world 

Brenda, you resurrected those wonderful, previously suppressed 

creative juices of my youth; for this I thank you  

We weave our gratitude in a comforter of feather down words, 

encased in softest blush rose silk-



 
 
 

Fay Ashby 
  

  
My mind used to be full of creative thoughts and nonsense ideas. During the pandemic, 
this time of deep emotional upheaval, I have felt empty. I tentatively zoomed into the 
Osher Poetry group in late May. Thank you Brenda Baer and the other poets for making 
me feel welcome. I have learned and been inspired by your creativity. 
  
  
Summer  
A single drop of moisture 
  
Forms at my hairline, 
  
And calls to its friends and family 
  
Join me on this slide 
  
Then a wall of water flows down 
  
What fun for them, 
  
SWEAT! 
 
  
Metamorphosis  
She inched along 
doing what needed 
to be done 
She was a dutiful child 
faithful wife 
loving mother 
diligent employee 
dedicated single parent 
But she never seemed to fit in 

 



 
then 
 
with the children grown 
retired from her job 
her time was her own to 
use as she saw fit 
  
No longer seeking validation 
She found her tribes 
A museum with offbeat art 
And people just like the art 
  
Another group who taught her 
how to write 
and embrace her uniqueness. 
  
People wanted the caterpillar back 
But 
She has found her wings and she is learning how to fly.  
 
 
SEEDS  
In the beginning 
there was the sensation of falling 
 
from a great height 
falling together and then apart 
  
our origins unknown but all from the same place 
our destination firmly programmed 
  
Each had a specific power and purpose 
some with more than a few 
  
We were seeds 
Power & purpose wrapped around love 
  
We landed and began our work where we were planted 
Each knew their capability and function 
  
We were all healers 
Using natural growing medicine and love 



  
But we were also builders 
Adding to what others had done 
  
Not tearing others down 
we all were teachers 
  
Sharing our stories 
With those that came after us 
  
We were all artists 
Beautifying, all that we came into contact with 
  
Everything flourished 
It was good 
  
Then came the destroyers 
Power and purpose with no inner core 
  
They spread out and took everything that was not theirs 
Where we planted they mowed 
  
Where we tilled 
They laid cement 
  
Where we purified they polluted 
Finally they poisoned the very planet 
  
We all lived on and needed 
They planned to inhabit another planet. 
  
We went underground 
To rejuvenate, restore 
  
To heal from the core 
They tried to bury us 
  
They were full of greed and ignorance 
They were not smart enough 
  
To realize we were seeds. 

 



 
 

Brenda Stevens Baer  
 

When I was an undergraduate, poetry was an enigma: incomprehensible when, as an English 
literature major,  I was forced to talk about it.  But now it is, to me, the most important of all 
literature genres, offering each poet a chance to rummage for their truth and to marvel when 
finding it in the work of others.    

 
Making Art 
    with a nod to Stephen Sondheim 
Making a hat  
is not easy,  
is not for those 
who would sleep late 
then go out for brunch 
 
But if you are an earnest soul, 
begin with a little yarn 
and some needles 
or words 
that prick like needles 
 
 
make a hat 
a hat a hat a hat 
from anything³ 
from white gloves 
and sticky Japanese  
watercolors 
 
perhaps a crown of sound,  
a symphony of fuzzy octaves 
with harmonious earmuffs 
and a tuneful brim  
tipped to the crowd. 
 
 

 



How about a clay chapeau?  
make sure  
to leave room 
for a head inside 
a head that looks  
something like your own 
maybe with a mole where you  
GRQ·W�KDYH�RQH 
one blue eye, one brown 
 
Look, you made a hat. 
flawed and  
forever incomplete. . . 
now do it again. 
 
 
For Lyuba Yamichuk, Ukrainian Poet 
Not yet thirty when life turns a street corner 
and becomes death  
and you must write about it. 
Not yet thirty, burdened by  
the idea of a motherland, 
pining for apricot trees 
IODWWHQHG�E\�3XWLQ·V�WDQNV��� 
your job is to preserve her with words.   
 
Not yet forty, 
you give blood for the wounded, 
tape your windows,  
train to defend Kyiv 
as your friends flee 
into Poland with their children, 
backpacks crammed with diapers 
and terror.   
 
Nothing more urgent now  
than the next sip of water,  
the next whine of incoming slaughter, 
the cemetery, 
a blue and yellow flag.     
 
 
  



 
The Clergical Robe Shop Inc. 
Belair Road.  Baltimore. 



And my hands could save them 



 
 

Esta Baker 

 

  The day was February 14th,  ������9DOHQWLQH·V�GD\��D�GD\�IRU�ORYHUV��$IWHU�UHDGLQJ�WKH�
´,QWURGXFWLRQ�WR�3RHWU\µ�E\�%LOO\�&ROOLQV�  I was in love. With poetry. And Billy Collins. 
And still am today. 

 
 
Outback 
In the bush 
the gums 
home to laughing kookaburras,  
the mango's fallen fruits 
feed the gallahs 
who, at sunset 
cast a pinkish purple haze 
over Ulara's 
ever-changing red dome. 
 
Roos and joeys bound above 
witchy grubs 
baking in the hot sands 
where opals are on fire. 
Guanas steal your tucker 
majestic mountains of ants  
overlooked 
while 
a dip under the falls 
fails to wash the outback away. 
 
 
Touch 
The heavy old green military canvas 

hung  
between the stately blue spruces 

in summer. 
Dripping after rains 

 



 but 
never hiding the tears 

   of his unwanted touch. 
 
 

Benedetto* 





 
 

 

                                
                                Rick Connor 

 
I put off investigating reading and writing poetry for a long time. Now feels like the 
ULJKW�WLPH�WR�EHJLQ�WKH�DGYHQWXUH��,·P�VR�JUDWHIXO�IRU�WKH�welcome, support, example, 
guidance, and inspiration of the Osher Poetry Group. 
  
 



 
Mangia, mangia abondanza 
 
Mama mia la festa finito 
More vino bianchi, more vino rosso 
More holy cannoli, zabaglione 
More café latte, more ciocolati 
 
Buono notte, buono notte 
Arrivederci, arrivederci 
Mangia, mangia abondanza 
Abondanza, mangia mangia. 
 
  
 
 
Quiet Cafés 
 
All I wanted was  
a clean and quiet café 
to write a poem  
while the coffee was hot 
about an annual physical 
a clean bill of health 
etcetera.  
Yet here I am 
 



not happy with life as it was 
with a clean bill of health, etcetera? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

R. Frederick Crider 
 



 
EATING TOGETHER 
                1. 
´*RG�LV�JUHDW�DQG�*RG�LV�JRRG� 
/HW�XV�WKDQN�KLP�IRU�RXU�IRRG«�µ� 
SUREDEO\�VRXQGV�TXLWH�GLIIHUHQW�WR�*RG·V�HDUV 
being raised in at a table in the Donetsk 
than it does at a table in Timonium,  
HVSHFLDOO\�WKH�FRQFOXVLRQ« 
´JLYH�XV���(please, please) /RUG«RXU�GDLO\�EUHDG�µ 
 
             2. 
Some have too little food, 
and that is not  good for them. 
Shame on us.  
Some have too much food, 
and that is not good for them. 
Shame on them. 
But, turning shame into sharing 
would be good for everybody. 
 
 
 
         3. 
Dogs at the Yard, steaks on the grill, 
invite us eat, like nothing else will.* 
%XW�VRPHWKLQJ�PRUH·V�WKHUH��WKDQ�PHUHO\�WKH�IRRG« 



 
,�IUR]H�ZKHQ�DVNHG�´&RPH��MRLQ�RXU�PDUFKµ 
reflecting my confliction: 
Supporting women, often poor, 
ZKR�QHHG�WR�KDYH�WKLV�RSWLRQ« 
 
 
 
 
«�ZKLOH�UHMHFWLQJ��WKLV�IRU�FDVXDO�XVH� 
  as merely contraception.            
While we  debate when life begins,  
DIILUP�ORYH·V�SURcreation.* 
 
7KH�ZRUG�´SURFUHDWLRQµ�LV�RIWHQ�XVHG�LQ�WKHRORJ\�DQG�ZRUVKLS�WR�FODLP�WKDW�ORYH-making is to 
SDUWLFLSDWH�LQ�*RG·V�RQJRLQJ�DFWV�RI�FUHDWLRQ��7KLV�PD\�UHVXOt in the conception of the gift of a 
child, and/or the conception of the gift of a deeper union between two people. 
Rittenhouse Square is a park in an upscale section of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Janice Dykacz 

 
I moved back to Buffalo for retirement (and old age).  I grew up in Buffalo and know 

the language of the clouds here. 

 

The Clouds Overhead 

 In summer, in Buffalo, 

The magical clouds are 

Like wisps in the wind 

Lighting the sky 

Moving and sashaying 

To and fro. 

The promise of summer 

Always tantalizing 

Frolicking in the sky 

  

And in winter, they are 

Heavy slates of grey in the sky 

Foreboding 

Telling us to be careful. 

 



Not to go too far. 

Winter is here. 

So our lives also fluctuate. 

 

Enjoy the sun 

While it is near. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

Carlton Greene 

 
 
 

Osher Poetry Anthology 
 

I have been in this august group of budding  poets for nearly three years now and I 
continue to learn the ins and outs of writing poetry; the artistry, the subtlety, of 
FRPSRVLQJ�SRHPV�WKDW�WHOO�D�VWRU\�VR�WKDW�DOO�ZKR�UHDG�LW�FDQ�XQGHUVWDQG�ZKHUH�,·P�
coming from. Sometimes it can be frustrating for me, and a bit depressing, when I am 
seeking inspiration on composing a poem to admit after several hours that this is not 
what I really wanted to say or how I wanted to  recite it. In the old days, the famous 
poets, would crumple up the paper and discard it in the fireplace.  I am forever grateful 
for the computer in this regard. More importantly, I am appreciative of the critiques and 
suggestions of our group, under the superb guidance of Brenda Baer, which makes us 



'LG�,�´OHW�ORRVHµ�DQG�HQFRXUDJH�WKRVH�,�ORYH�WR�GR�WKH�VDPH" 
Did I do the Snoopy Dance with them, 
When our joints were less creaky? 
Or did I just sit and watch others reach for the sky? 
Did we dance and spin and dip and dive for the treasure? 
Did we love with abandon, emotionally and physically, 
Or hold back for fear of being hurt or trashed, 
Or fear retribution by the deity? 
,�VD\�OHW·V�Gance, Let·s sing now! 
/HW·s jump as high as possible. 
)XUWKHUPRUH��OHW·V�MXPS�LQ�XQLVRQ��KROGLQJ�KDQGV� 
So we can touch the low lying clouds together, 
Maybe even reach the moon. 
Let us be vulnerable in love and be glad in it. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 





 
Then,  we both noticed 
  New air, and 
Sat up 
 Staring,  
 Closed-eyed, 
To feel it slide over us: 
 Sleek cars in a wind tunnel. 
 

 

Bringing in the Plants 
 

For Winter 
 

The first was  The Fern 

   Commanded by its Size. 

 

Witch fingers folded 

   To fit the tub/ 

I wanted to douse it,                  crudely, 

But, 

,W�VDLG��´1R�µ 

And I conformed,                    Knowing 

   1DWXUH·V�9RLFH� 

Demanding Patience 

While it    Adjusted 

    To our world, 

    Knowing 



  Like Humans in old age 

New Things 

   Take 

   Time. 

 

 

The Birthday 

Some 

Birthdays, 

  like 

Crystallized memories 

  start 

  as 

Volcanic eruptions³ 

  luminescent. 

Projecting 

  Heavenly fireworks 

 into 

Night skies. 

  Dropping 

In saffron  

  arches, 



Hissing 

  in 

Seas of forgotten tears 

  To form 

Silent ebony grandeur³ 



 

 

Ann Marie Morin 

 

To become a wordsmith, desire, practice, and instructions merge and invite a fledgling 

writer.  I never pondered word selection and placement as I do now. It is an absolute 

delight! 

This group welcomes attempts, encourages, and claps so readily as one explores one 

approach then another. We each grow in this environment, this process. 

Heartfelt kudos to each participant and our delightful leader and teacher, 

Brenda!  What an enticing journey!! 

 

JUST THIS MOMENT 
 



When laughter and acceptance  
 
          fill our conversation .   
 
When 
 
         Time  
                 



                      of different dances, 
 
               willing to open  
 
                tight shells of self, 
 
 
We answer with 
 
         Compassion. 
 
 We choose to risk, 
                           
                  

         





points presented, 
Seek to weave camaraderie- 
Shared experiences served up 
With gales of good will and laughter  
 
the moments together  
are sacred 
The moments together  
Are gifts ² 
:KDW�PDWWHUV�LV�¶WKH�QRZ·��´ 
 
 
The Yellow Tarp 
 
On the pavement, all alone,  
 
a yellow tarp lays, still as stone.  
  
 
The delay interrupts  
 
and gobbles up 
 
hours without thought.  
 
           
We explore alternatives,  
 
             We return, 
 
             we wait. 
 
 Bit by bit, 
 
     Cars crawl,  
 
       Responders motion, 
 
       Lights whirl. 
 
   
Each one acts on 
 



             An urgency, 
 
               A  need, 
 
                A heartache. 
 
 
For there, on the pavement, all alone,  
 
a yellow tarp lays, still as stone.  
 
 
A lone body, covered.  
 
A motorcycle, crushed. 
 
A car, dented - 
 
A story, familiar yet unique.  
 
 
With quiet, somber movements,  
 
Each participant chooses to  
 
         honor a life-  
                Without personal knowledge  
 
          honor a grief-  
                 Without personal connection. 
 
For  
 
on the pavement,  
 
all alone,  
 
a yellow tarp lies, 
 
still as stone.  
 



 

Janice Moyd-Kane 

 

 Writing poetry has been such a great outlet for me.  Allowing me to speak of my grief 
and share it with others rather have it fester within and completely destroy me. It has 
made me pay attention to the simple things in life and be grateful for the small things. 
 
 
Dementia 

Dementia has become your best friend, 

without you even knowing it. 

Convinced you with his cunning ways to 

share all your secrets. 

Promising not to share them 

with anyone including you. 

Promising to love you 

like no other has. 

Convincing you everyone except him 

is being deceitful. 

Filling you with his drug  

of forgetfulness 

Drawing you into his den of iniquity. 

%HFRPLQJ�VRPHRQH�ZH�GRQ·W�UHFRJQL]H 

or care to know. 

Leading you down the path 

 



of no return. 

Without warning his path of corruption 

turns into contentment. 

The drug of forgetfulness 

Allows you to be 

     ,QDWWHQWLYH�WR�WKH�SDLQ�\RX·UH�in 

     Oblivious to the fact you are dying 

Dementia, maybe you are  

Her best friend after all. 

 

 

Hope 

Seeing your smile, 

the glee in your eyes 

Watching you play in the sand 

Carefree 

No woes 

Challenging the waves 

as they whip you about 

always going back for more 

Expressing your feelings 

without hesitation 

never holding anything in 

A Delight 

A Comfort 

Assurance that Life 

Is worth the living. 



My Dreams  
                                          
In my dreams grace is, 
 given freely by all. 
 
I speak the language of the broken hearted, 
I drive a car off the cliff and fly. 
 
I am gifted always knowing What to say,  
How to say it and When to say it. 
 
I hear your voice, 
with clarity and force. 
 
My brilliance as a seamstress 
allows me to recreate the warmth we shared. 
 
We fly together forever, only taking the lead 
when one or the other becomes tired. 
 
Falling from the roof, 
I never touch the ground, only soar to greater heights. 
 
We have no problem breathing under water, 
as love fills our lungs with air. 
 
,�FDQ·W�FRPSODLQ� 
I know what true love and devotion is. 
 
,W·V�JUDWLI\LQJ�WKDW�,�NQRZ�ZKDW�LW�PHDQV�WR�IRUJLYH 
and to make amends. 
 
 I wonder when will I not wake up before I  
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Nancy Rothman  

 

How lovely to Zoom once a week with my poetry friends



Barbie doll. That is it.  

At least until I can get  

my hands on the new  

Jane Goodall iteration.  

But I digress.  

 

I actually have an excellent  

start on the decor³pink  

sheets, rose embroidered  

purses hung on the walls, 

flamingo everything  

everywhere.  

 



Retribution  

¶)LUHV��/LWHUDOO\�([SORGLQJ· 

 

We turned our backs  

for far too long  

hoping climate change  

was a myth,  

or perhaps would cause  

only incremental damage. 

 

Now, not only is  

the American West parched,  

streams and reservoirs  

resembling the deserts 

of Mars, but Europe  

sizzles as well.  

London, of past  

moderate temperatures,  

can scarcely breathe,  

Buckingham Palace guards  

close to fainting  

in their bear pelt hats  



and buttoned up red coats,  

while the forests of France  

and Spain cannot  

be contained, bursting  

into flame on the pyre  

we ourselves have created.  

 

**HuffPost Headline 

 

Sepia Time 

Small photographs  

of the late 1940s  

peek out from  

an 8x10 frame,  

each bounded by  

gold glitter ribbon.  

 

My mother  

and her two sisters  

show off their young  

families. Babies,  

toddlers, husbands³ 





Spiraling  

On a clear, cool June day, 

I drive up the scenic route  

towards the lush green  

of horse country,  

where long ago  

the rich built mansions,  

held fox hunts, and balls³ 

imitating the British 

far across the sea. 

 

I skim over a reservoir 

and fly by vast woods 

on twisty roads  

beneath old growth trees  

that hover protectively. 

 

Emerald paddocks  

appear, and sweating,  

dark thoroughbreds gallop  

down the slopes³  

manes glowing,  



nostrils flaring,  

freedom in their strides.  

 

And suddenly,  

I too feel that freedom,  

their joy in an  

extraordinary day,  

when time cannot  

claim me as hostage,  

if just for this one  

precious moment. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Henry Westray, Junior  

 

I have been a member of the Osher Poetry Group since it started two and a half years 

ago. In this creative space all of us have shared our hopes and dreams, and most 

intimate thoughts in Spoken Word. I feel this group has been that needed critical ear 

and treasure chest of support, which continues to spark growth in each of us as poets. 

Our voices now beat loud and strong in poetic verse and hearts leap with such a love 

for poetry, that it will ring our truths with gusto throughout our lands. I would be 

remiss if I did not thank all the talented and creative friends in our Osher gang. Thanks. 

,�FRPH�WR�YDOXH�RXU�IULHQGVKLS��,·YH�EHHQ�WRXFKHG�E\�\RXr work, and I have learned 

much from each of you. Last, I would like to give a big heart-felt shout out to Brenda 

Baer, under her talented and warm guiding light, we all have become more seasoned 

SRHWV��$OO�,�FDQ�VD\�LV�ZKDW�VLQJHU�'RQQD�6XPPHU�GLGQ·W��´6KH�ZRUked hard for no 

PRQH\�µ�1RZ«�WKDW�,�KDYH�HDUQHG�D�IHZ�EURZQLH�SRLQWV��,�KRSH�%UHQGD�ZLOO�IRUJLYH�P\�

overuse of rhyme, in the past and in its use in these paragraphs (Sorry, insider joke!)  

Goodnight! 

,�KRSH�WKLV�VHOHFWLRQ�RI�SRHPV�LV�OLNH�P\�*UDQGPD·V�6ZHHt Potato Pie: Ingredients taste 

heaven-sent and are rolling-pinned together with love. Henry 

 

 

Dusty Roads 
Route one 

 
 
  My life has been a dusty road 
    Unseen things have often blocked my view 
       Perilous road blocks to climb over, slide under, go around or just push through 
         Dust bowls are gone and as I move on 

 



           Like a new born I feel brand new 
            ,I�,�RQO\�NQHZ�LW�ZDV�*RG·V�KDQG·V�SXVKLQJ�PH�WKURXJK� 
              My dusty roads to you 
 

�7KLV�SRHP�ZDV�LQVSLUHG�E\�WKH�WLWOH�RI�=RUD�1HDOH�+XUVWRQ·V�$XWRELRJUDSK\� 
 ´'XVW�7UDFNV�RQ�D�5RDGµ�DQG�LV�Gedicated to her posthumously) 

 

 

Freddy Gray  
Murder by Cop 

 
A gray cloud hovers over Baltimore 

White marble steps stained a bloody red 
)ULJKWHQHG«�IHDWKHUOHVV�VHDJXOOV�VKLYHU 

As black bodies are dredged from muddy harbors 
Neighborhoods mourn another murder by cop unmasked 

Black lives not worth a commode 
Cop convictions gone according to code 

Not guilty 

Not guilty 

Not guilty 

Not guilty 

Not guilty 

Not guilty 
 
 
 

 

 





The Gift 

 

May your days soar with inspiration 

Drenched in dazzling domes of hope   

Seasoned with sun beams of delight 

Let your nights be blessed 

Bathed in warm seas  

Of sleepy time dreams 

Covered by a soft peaceful blanket  

 Patiently stitched and quilted  

%\�JUDQGPD·V�ORYLQJ�KDQGV� 

From patches of royal ancient wears 

Wrapped in a quiet restful sleep 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


