
designed it  

will be posted in the thread)  

If you have any questions 

please let us know you can 

reply the thread or you can 

PM night-shades!  

GOOD LUCK to all that enter! 

 

  

It is hard to believe we 

are coming up on the end 

of another year. Seems 

like it was just 2008 now 

we are headed out of 

2009 into 2010! As we 

close out 2009 PCLA will 

have quite a few contests. 

Here are some details that 

we also announced in our 

email newsletter.  

Our Halloween contest for 

2009 will end on October 

31, 2009 Midnight Central 

time! You still have time to 

get your entries in. Please 

post your entries in The 

Dark Side! Details is        

located in this forum in a 

pinned topic. There are some 

images provided for  

you all to write on. Thanks to 

Rockangel (Tara Upchurch) 

for 2 images we are using. 

Please visit her site when 

you have a chance! http:// 

www.rockangel.com  

Here is a brief detail of the 

contest.  

**You must write on at least 

two images to qualify.  

Deadline: October 31st 2009 

Midnight!  

Award: PCLA t-shirt (Once it 

Community Updates 

The Poetry Club 

PCLA Writing Community Fall 2009 
 OCTOBER 2009  

Topic Writing ~ Challenge Writing  

Topic Writing is BACK ! I 

am sure some of you have 

missed this monthly con-

test. 1. Autumn Breeze  

2. The Silence of Falling 

Leaves  

3. Threads of Light  

4. Where Paths Meet  

5. Pastel Reflections  

6. The Silence of Knowing  

7. Sunset Prayer  

8. Illumination of The 

Heart  

9. Imaginations Key 

(Scene From a Dream)  

10. Roses That Whisper 

(East of The Full Moon)  

Deadline is October 31st 

midnight central time. If 

you have any questions 

just send a PM to Vivian  

ñChallenge Writingò  

Our Challenge Writing fo-

rum is now open! You can 

locate this forum under 

ñThe Writers Notebookò This 

monthôs theme is 

ñHalloweenò  

You must write on at least 

two images to qualify. It can 

be a short story OR a poem. 

Award will be a PCLA T-

Shirt! Good Luck! PM Night-

shades if you have ques-

tions!  



Featured Poet ~ Loveticks òGod Isó  

Posted October 16th (The Poets Lounge)  

I jump from the skii from a plane  

and BLAM I can FLY,  

I look over the beauty of the world,  

and wow I'm amazed,  

what beauty and life,  

I dive into the deepest sea,  

and behold its entirety and beauty,  

I watched the sun set and so beautiful,  

just as a when it raised its head,  

I watched the Sky as it changed its color,  

as meteoroids and stars dash across its face,  

how caressing and beautiful.....  

the color so beautiful as neon lights or stars 

that always embrace....  

I travel the world and still see,  

the beauty of the world in a loving arms of a 

human,  

and though I do see evil too I look to see the 

beauty of what can be...,  

from what I see,  

And all I see ,  

Is God's master plan of blessing his children,  

in eternity...,  

When I cry at night,  

when I scream for comfort and someone,  

when I am suffocating,  

and it seems everything is wrong, too far and 

too tight,  

relief is just a moment away,  

cause God is,  

and will stand,  

for what's right,  

In everything I see God's plan and work,  

That's one way,  

one way I know,  

God is.  

 

Though my adventures in life seems still,  

My new adventure begins with my children,  

and caring for my wife,  

what a life they say,  

working hard and paying bills,  

but I say,  

Its a happy one,  

when the joy of one smiling ones lives,  

and their joy is,  

Life with The Ones that loves you,  

Is always something,  

Something so great and special that can not fall 

out of thin air...,  

God is.  

© Loveticks  
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NATUREôS WAYS  

The predator creeps towards the 

prey  

Silently and stealthily, on its feet 

grey,  

One moment more, the wait will 

finish,  

So shall the preyôs existence dimin-

ish.  

Independence will pass into oblivion  

But the ruthless creature will live on  

As it has done till this very moment,  

And for its this doing, it wonôt re-

pent.  

Our friend, two legged, blessed with 

reason  

And raised brow, looks at this act of 

treason  

That the predator will commit on 

the poor thing,  

Delicious food is a song ï the for-

mer must sing.  

Our wise onlooker, mean-while is 

indecisive  

Whether it is right or it is offensive  

To save the victim from the vicious 

clutch,  

Or just leave the poor thing in the 

lurch...  

There goes the monster, yes itôs 

gaining on it,  

The latter draws the manôs sympa-

thy every bit,  

The man extends his hand to ob-

struct- prevent  

Damage to the world the devil canôt 

create-  

The little world of small yet impor-

tant people,  

Their ways innocent and their 

thoughts simple.  

Then words from the scriptures 

into his mind dive,  

He stops, lets the lizard gobble up 

the fly all alive.  

© Asiman Panda  

 

Endless  

On the blue summer evenings by 

the wave  

Its coolness on my feet, the beads 

of her love  

In a slumbering moment caught 

by the beauty  

From violet skies where the stars 

are sleeping  

Lying on my back the cool blue 

water caressing my toes  

She whispers...a voice that is all I 

hear  

It mounts in my soul and this 

dream is endless  

© Nightshades ~ Jeff  

 

The Wheel of Fate  

Why am I bound inside this wheel 

of fate?  

Destined to repeat these same 

mistakes,  

That keep me locked inside,  

A cocoon spun within this web of 

life,  

By this cocoon imprisoned within,  

Restricted inside the walls of this 

prison.  

How foolish of me,  

to claim that it is you I seek, 

While dominated by passion, And 

my routine reactions,  

To the tests that I have been 

given.  

Why do I continue, hiding myself 

from you?  

When captivated by this frozen 

heart  

This heart torn apart,  

by a parade of false identities  

keeping me from being free.  

I am an actor on a stage  

Losing myself within this act.  

By this role kept engaged,  

Forgetting this mask.  

Is there no escape, no exodus?  

from the effects of my hubris,  

and this desert of the absurd.  

Or do I relive this myth of Sisy-

phus?  

Doomed to suffer,  

By this rolling stone,  

That tortures the soul,  

Caused by these wounds in-side,  

And this foolish pride,  

That keeps me veiled from you.  

© Ailill  
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Poet of  The Month ~ October 2009 

 
 

Reborn 

 
 

Beyond the wild trees and the untamed weeds lies a 

place of complete serenity,  

Where the blue sky reflects onto the river and spar-

kles into my eyes.  

The stillness of the water makes me wonder if I am 

frozen in time, if this is all real.  

The places we have dreamed to be in heaven right in 

front of me.  

I am swept away into some sort of dreamland far 

from reality.  

Where the wind whispers comforting words in my 

ears, 

 

The hot sun kisses my face,  

The deep blue water cleanses my soul.  

Feelings of ecstasy begin to pump through my veins.  

My heart beats faster, my breaths become deeper.  

Revived, rejuvenated, reborn.  

 

 

Words cannot describe the peace I felt with the world.  

When stresses were freed from my body  

 I realized  

The greatest remedies in life come right from Mother 

Nature herself.  

 

© erikao823  
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Illusion  
 

Painted feelings 

Rehearsed dreams 
Conscience concealing 

Sought reality 
 

Fading whispers 
Echo sound 

Familiar disappears 

Nowhere found 
 

Bestowed countenance 
Formidable conception 

Foretold dissonance 

Culminating deception 
 

© Dark Odyssey 
 

Unreal Wishing Dream  

A wish, a dream, an unreal thing  
For it we fight, sometimes cry at night  

In spite of that, there's still one fact  
That wish, that dream, that unreal 

thing 

Even if we scream, and bite in fight  
Might not ever come to life  

So why we wish and dream that un-
real thing 

Is something a genius can't totally 
explain 

Because there's no guarantee or 

promise of 
That wish, that dream, that unreal 

thing 
That we wish upon a shooting star for  

Dream about behind closed doors 

The wish, the dream, the unreal thing  
Some will never see come true 

That some will wonder what they did 
not do 

To get that wish, that dream, that 
unreal thing 

So why do we have unreal wishing 

dreams? 
 

© Shea 
 

 

 
 

 

Time is a great healer  
 

As I watched you turn your back 

and walk away, 
I knew then sorrow had come to 

stay.....  
happiness had left my side, 

joy had left me behind....  
I clutched at our love hoping it lin-

gered, 

but it just slipped away through my 
fingers.. 

 
I called out to you but you had 

gone away 

so I went searching for you every 
day. 

I wept for you every night....  
trying to put it all right  

but you said it was too late,  
yet still I challenged my fate.  

 

I could see the end of the tunnel, 
there was no light  

but I was not going to give up with-
out a fight  

I begged and pleaded for you to 

return 
in this agony you left me to burn  

for you my heart and body would 
ache 

the loneliness, no more i could take. 

 
I could feel my sanity deteriorate  

when on your street corners, i 
would wait  

but i couldn't help myself anymore  
and just stood there, watching your 

front door  

I begged you to let me make 
amends 

and you just laughed at me 
amongst your friends 

 

I made such a fool of myself infront 
of everyone, I know  

but nobody knows how much I was 
feeling low. 

I would cry for hours sitting in that 
place 

where once upon a time I touched 

your face 
It was the darkest time of my life  

when i would contemplate using a 
knife 

 

It seemed to me that I had no 
choice 

I was beckoned by echoes of your 
voice 

I lay in the fields where we made 
love 

begging for mercy from the heav-

ens above 
I could not take this pain no more  

and would just lay there curled up 
on the floor  

 

Friends said that one day i will see 
just how much i was being silly  

how i would look back and laugh 
at this 

and not even remember him, let 
alone miss 

and no more pain i would feel,  

because with time, this all will 
heal. 

 
© Solace 
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Every Heartbeat  
 
What would it take to relive 
the passion? 
If only for a few moments  
The shimmered gleams, cas-
cading wonderment of desires 
Oh if only the captured hour 
were to become whole again 
 
Possibly it twer only illusions 
One manôs dream built into a 
fevered pitch 
Perhaps it were never real 
Only the fitful dreams, ob-
scured by the want 
 
Seems as if it wasnôt even 
possible 
A love so strong, yet such a 
cost 
Haunting remembrance never 
fades 
Re-lives the question constant 
 
Like wet to rain in my mind 
you remain 
Hell, sometimes when I 
awake,  
I swear I can still smell you  
And just a song, brings you 
right here 
 
One should never dared to 
allow 
This love, methodical, forlorn 
to tomorrow  
With the wake of yesterday in 
my path 

Seems I only miss these moments 
moreéwith every beat of my heart 
 
© Dennis Hicks 
 

Antique Foundations  
 
Death soaked words gash into 
another eraôs mind, 
Engraving fragmented pieces of a 
past long forgotten  
Throughout the roaring seas of 
todayôs human kind. 
Without plentiful roots a trees 
fruit becomes rottené 
As starved from knowledge, 
thoughts lose all sense. 
Knowing injuries inflicted in his-
tories elderly pages 
Proceeds to nurture seedlings of 
this generations defence; 
Abstaining from mistakes con-
ceded within fallen ages. 
So without weeping wounds of 
yesterdays sorrow, 
Appreciation crumbles for sim-
plistic delights, 
And so history paves the walk-
ways of tomorrow;  
For war creates a definition of 
humanities rights. 
So although the silence of knowing 
is deafeningé 
Iôll listen intently to the empty 
trenches scream, 
Because one foot in mistakes door-
way remembering 
 
 

Polishes the triumphs of today 
to a shimmering gleam. 
 
© Spazz 
 
Edge of The Stage  
 

Here I stand in front of what 
seems like forever 
You read you lines so well 
A promise you made to me a 
promise of forever 
An actor so smooth and 
sleek 
Over and over the lines fall 
from your lips 
The director asks for an-
other, so over and over you 
repeat 
I stand as only a woman in 
love not an actress 
So over and over these 
words flow into my heart  
And I start to believe  
At the edge of the stage 
Until the director yells cut!  
And I realize that reality 
brings me back  
I feel my heart begin to 
break 
 
© Jillian Stone - 2000 
 
 

 
 


