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The Poetry Club  

Literary Angels  

Established 1999  Just Like a Bird  

I want to build a tree house  
way up in a tree  

I want it so high up  
so I can feel free  

and when the wind blows  
gently.... (not like in a bad 

storm)  
I will lay there and rock  

back and forth, to and fro  
just like a bird does  

 
I will build it  

with a spiral staircase  
going around and round the 

trunk  
so it's easy to climb  
up and up and up  

'til it disappears into the foli-
age  

and I'll peep down at you 
below  

just like a bird does  
 

I'll camouflage these stairs  

with vines and leaves 
wrapped around  

and flowers of many colours  
and any perfumed plants I've 

found  
so if a person passing  

happens to look my way  
my tree house will be hidden  

like a well built nest  
just like a bird does  

 
I want to build a room  

that goes right around the 
trunk  

A circular room that has  
a table, chair and a bunk  
That's for when I want to 

sleep  
'cos I can't sleep standing up  

like a bird does  
 

I want to have a verandah  
with a covered roof of thatch  
and a railing made of strong 

wood  
maybe oak or wood like that  

and pillows strewn about  
so if I want to rest awhile  
I can lie there dreaming  

of what I might eat for tea  
just like a bird does  

 
When I'm in the mood  

I shall sing and sing and sing  

and when someone passes by  
they'll hear my voice notes 

ring  
and wonder at the bird  

that makes a sound like that  
but when they look up high  

I'll hide behind a leaf  
and laugh out my amusement  

just like a bird does  
 

At the close of day  
when the sun is on it's way  

to some new horizon  
I want to make my way  
to new places too .....  
fly up on a breeze and  

say good -bye just for now  
just like a bird does.  

 
©  Janine Daniel  

 

Young Poets Society -  www.youngpoetsociety.com  

Philip G. Bell owner and foun-

der of YPS has been a mem-

ber of the PCLA family since 

October 1999. We are proud to 

sponsor as well as inform 

young writers about YPS. 

Philip not only publishes 

works of selected young writ-

ers but he offers important 

advise and encouragement 

to all age groups.  

Philip is also a writer him-

self his main target is a 

young audience but his 

writing covers all ages 

From poetry, short stories 

and novels.  

You can visit Philipõs per-

sonal site at 

www.mindings.com  

While visiting please take a 

look at the link òThe Elfin 

Childó A childrenõs novel 

that will capture the minds 

of adults as well!  
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A Room With a View  

My room perched on top of the 

world  

A view like a 3D technicolor 

movie  

 

My room with a view, constantly 

changing  

A window, an archway, a tree  

where all day I can watch birds 

sing  

a lovely up - lifting kind of thing  

A view that pans out before me 

forever  

 

I can see far away on the horizon  

the distant hills  

 

I wonder .......  

are the people over there gazing 

back at me?  

 

I ponder .......  

My view from my room is a gift 

of creation  

My room with a view is of some-

one else's making  

whoever it was built this house  

my life would be so much less 

without  

my room with a view  

 

I thank you  

 

© Janine Daniel  

The tale unfolds with a life of it's own  

 

And even to me the plot's unknown  

Excitement prevails 

My creative juices flow  

From out of the depths of my mind  

The literary winds blow  

A birth of a new born  

The first step with one word  

Adolescent growing pains  

A Gift of Words  
 

When I create a story I paint it with 

words  

A colorful injection of nouns and 

verbs 

But it's not until I start to write  

Whether it be with pen or electric 

type 

 

Scrambling eagerly to be heard 

Words are a gift of imagination's jubi-

lee 

Writing embossed for all eternity  

 

© Janine Daniel  

 

 

Janine Daniel  òPoet of The Weekó November 27 through December 4, 2005 

 

From the PCLA Volt - Janine Daniel - òPoet of Weekó December 2000 

 

The rich heady scent of a rose  

He flies to the bush with glee  

He flutters from flower to flower  

Beautiful, innocent and free  

 

Drinking up the magic nectar  

Licking small pearls of dew drops  

Delighting in the feel of the petals  

Never wanting the moment to stop  

 

Distracted by the other perfumes  

Invading his delicate senses  

Flashes of color in the bright 

sunlight  

His butterfly dance recommences  
 

© Janine Daniel  

 

 

 

Catching an upward draft  

Swooping from flower to tree  

Enjoying the feeling of air on his 

wings  

In complete abandoned ecstasy  

 

Noticing a bright splash of color  

Below him, it catches his eye  

A slight tilt of his fragile wings  

Soaring from out of the sky  

The Butterfly  
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(Read more of this story at the PCLA writing community)  

Challenge 2 
 

Holiday At Byron Bay  

 
Chapter One  

 
 

Bang, bang ....... bang, bang ....... BANG! 

 
"Ian, open the door. Hurry up," I yelled and knocked again. I was so ex-

cited I couldn't wait to tell my best friend the good news. After what 
seemed like hours but was in fact only a few minutes Ian opened the front 

door and looked sleepily at me while rubbing his eyes. 

 
"Hey, whats up? It's only 7am you idiot!" He stood in his pyjamas, hair all messy and yawned. I took no notice of the 

derogatory word. We often addressed each other like that, both knowing there was no malice intended.  
 

"Guess what? My parents have finally agreed to let me stay with gramps for a few weeks. I can't wait to check out 
that old sunken ship again and maybe this time find some treasure!" I said full of excitement with my good news.  

 

I'd been hassling them since xmas when we'd stayed for the holidays with my grandpa. He lived only ten minutes walk 
from the beach at Byron Bay so I'd had a wonderful time swimming and exploring an old sunken ship I'd found off 

shore. I imagined the ship being an old pirate ship and that even though others must have tried, I was going to be the 
one to find the lost treasure. I couldn't stay under for long without a tank though and had to come up regularly for air. 

Since then I'd had a birthday so now I was old enough to scuba dive. I couldn't wait to get started.  

 
"When's this going to happen?" Ian asked as we walked into the kitchen where he put the kettle on and set up two 

cups for some coffee.  
 

"In two days. Dad's going to drive me up there but he's not staying. Neither mum or dad can get away from their jobs 
just now. They said they might join us the second week. It's only going to be me this time." I answered and took a sip 

of the burning hot coffee Ian had just placed in front of me. "Aaah, I needed that!" I looked over the brim of my cup 

at Ian to see his reaction. He was frowning like I knew he would.  
 

"What about us? We've been planning for months to go camping with Bill and Mike up at the Narangba National Park. 
I don't believe this!" he asked and looked at me sulkily.  

 

"Hahaha.... hey, that's the best part! They said you can go with me. Just think..... you can see the wreck too. Wow, I 
can't wait!........Whooops!" In my excitement I spilled some coffee on the table top and jumped up quickly to grab a 

cloth to wipe it up. "Sorry Ian, didn't mean to make a mess."  
 

Ian ignored my coffee accident and looked at me while frowning and rubbing his chin with his finger, "Well, I don't 

know. We'll be letting the guys down, but........."  
 

"Don't worry about them. I bet they still go, probably with their girlfriends. They'll like that better anyway." I cut in on 
his protests. 

 

 

"My dad is ringing your parents today to get their permission for you to come along. It's funny when 

you think about it. I think they figure the two of us together can amuse each other so I won't annoy 

gramps as much. Come on, I'll help you pack."  
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Take a look out my window  

And tell me what you see  

Do you just see the clouds?  

Do you just see a sky?  

Or do you see a life that could be.  

 

 

Take a look out my window  

And tell me what you see  

Do you just see a pane of glass?  

Do you see something that can 

break?  

Or do you see something real that  

No one can take.  

 
Take a look out my window  

And tell me what you see  

Do you see faith and hope?  

Do you feel pain and loss?  

Don't just look out my window  

Take a look at the cross.  

 

© Lori Hrdina   

Flying, thinking, and jumping within  

Not to get behind while maintaining 

a grin.  

When you feeling blue just think of 

these things  

Tinker Bell sparkles while Tweety 

sings  

Pooh always thinking and Tigger on 

Tinker Bell, Tweety, Tigger, and 

Pooh 

Up on my wall looking down at you  

Watching with eyes and big ole grins  

Just to see a smile on your face for 

them.  

We feel some days as though we are 

them  

springs.  

There you will have a smile come 

across your face  

To know that as a human we not so 

different  

Than the cartoon race.  

© Lori Hrdina  

ñWindow of Lifeò Lori Hrdina  

Cartoon Life  

From the animals and trees  

to the grass  

 

As I reach my destination  

Standing high above the rest  

Looking down from the mountain top  

Is an aww that takes my breath  

 

© Lori Hrdina 7/12/05  Standing at the bottom  

Starring up at this  

The size is so massive  

As if I don't exist  

 

Starting on my journey  

I make my way up the path  

Taking heart of all around me  

Looking Down From the Mountaintop  
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Collaboration Contest Winners -  Janine Daniel and Lori Hrdina 

 

Secrets Untold  

 

Dearest of gentle souls  

She sits in my arms and watches  

As I slowly turn the pages of my tome  

Yet she is wiser than she will ever know  

I am comforted in his arms  

As I sit and watch him read  

Under the starry night  

His soul he constantly feeds  

If I look into her eyes  

I see a depth that spans the times  

I could learn a lot from this wee fay  

Her wealth of knowledge surpasses mine  

I see the expressions  

That comes across his face  

As he continues to read  

And knowledge enters it's place  

She watches my every move  

And I feel her thoughts caress mine  

As she melds with my innermost secrets  

Her fairy magic intertwines  

Not a word does he make  

Or a sound will he mutter  

He just gently turns the pages  

As my wings softly flutter  
 

                  ©  Janine Daniel & Lori Hrdina 2006  
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After a lifetime apart  

And that no one else can understand  

The way we fit together  

A ying and a yang  

 

In the end though, it's all just wonderful 

memories  

With a touch of wishing  

But mostly missing  

And we each go back to our separate 

lives  

Trying to deny the magic of attractions  

And powerful chemical reactions  

That makes just one kiss an atomic bomb  

Destroying the world and everything else  

But you and I alone  

© Mr_Loomie  

But never did  

 

I guess I could tell you I love you  

Like I have before  

Deep in the fog of the past and times 

long gone  

But what would be the point in such use-

less actions  

Because we are both slaves to new things  

And the freedom of long drives is just 

talk  

 

But I want you to know  

That I feel alive when your eyes meet 

mine  

And when our hands intertwine  

Like two halves put back together  

PCLA Schedules -  Happy 

Valentines Day!!  

Topic Contest is now 

monthly.  

 

 

Poet of the Week Announced 

every Monday from our 

main poetry forum.  

 

So many things I want to say  

Both old and new  

That I could never repeat in this selected 

solitude  

 

I could always go with an apology  

For all the times I wronged your lovely 

heart  

But letôs keep the past in the past 

The present in the future  

And enjoy this moment alone together  

Where time has no bearing  

Just listening to the drums in our chests 

beating  

Keeping time for our private love song  

About things that were always meant to 

be 
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Lucid Dreamer  
 

Thinking of you 
Arouses my imagination 

When falling asleep 
I succumb to lust's temptation  

 
Fingering my senses 

Into forsaking life's domestications 
I begin creating a world  

Free from realities overbearing 
complications 

 
 

Releasing myself unto you 
Inside lucid aspirations 
Masturbating my mind 

With mental stimulations 
 

I never want to wake  
From this tantra of exploration  

Caressing my soul 
To the point of abomination  

 
Breathing to dream about us 

 
Together in my twisted fascinations 

Where fear has no place 

Only playful inspirations 
 

Soaking our skin 
With endless anticipation 
Basking in the afterglow 

Of Love's ejaculation 
 

xXNitaXx  

Suicide was the first thing he tried to 

do 

 

He talked of pain, doctors and many 

drugs  

The fear knowing young he was to 

die  

All the while asking for questions  

Pausing for someone to reply  

Not one person broke his silence  

Or reached out when he was through  

I myself, being ignorant if AIDS  

I was one runaway among many  

In a shelter years ago  

A man called "The Speaker" came  

His wisdom to bestow  

He looked to skinny I thought  

So sick and very pale  

I shortly realized why  

As he begun to unravel his tale  

He had been in a monogamous rela-

tionship  

But found his lover untrue  

Because he contracted HIV  

Kept thinking I would catch it too  

I will forever remember the sad look 

in his eyes  

When he made his final plea  

"Please use protection if you have 

sex"  

"Don't end up like me!"  

I wish now I could have hugged him  

Before he left that day  

Soon after, not a week later  

I was told he passed away  

© xXNitaXx  

Poet of The Week August 28, through September 4, 2005  

The Speaker  

burning in longings only you  

can tame. Beneath carnal  
temptations, overflowing in  
celestial invitations. leaving  

me once again, craving  

and calling your name.  

 

  © xXNitaXx  

Whispering with an enticing 

kiss  
from my soft yet tainted lips.  
Ideliberately allure you with  

promises of sensual bliss.  
 

Picturing us here, together,  
inside this painted eclipse,  
where you soon discover,  

my yearnings, are endlessly  

Dream Sphere  
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Rules :  

 

1) Limit 30 lines per poem  

 

2) No more than 6 entries allowed 

per poet  

 

3) You mist write on the topics be-

low. The title of your poem does 

not have to be the titles provided 

 

 

Below is the topics for Poet of the 

Winter and Poet of The Spring 2006.   

òPoet of The Winteró Winners will be 

showcased in our next newsletter is-

sues and will receive award certifi-

cates. Deadline for our spring contest 

is April 30,2006 midnight central 

time. This contest is for our subscrib-

ers of the PCLA community newslet-

ter.   

 

 

 

but they must appear somewhere 

with in your poem. Please post 

your entries in the PCLA News-

letter contest entries.  

4)    Poetry must be signed and dated     

by the poet or it will not be eligible.  

 

 

  

 

 

 

Page 8 PC/LA Newsletter 

Poet of The Winter  (2005 -  2006) Poet of Spring -  2006  

Poet Of The Winter 2005 -  

2006 & Poet of the Spring 

2006  
Submission Form  

PPC/LA  

Topics:  

 

òSPRINGó  

 

1 - To Start Anew  

2-   The Colors of Spring  

3-   Aprilõs Rainbow 

4-   Raindrops  

5-   Rainbows 
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Featured Artist -  Joseph Salyer Copyright © 2002  

 

 

 

All Art work here 

can be located at 

Josephõs website 

www.onyx23.net  

© Copyright 2002  
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