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reflect your hopes , 
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~Nelson Mandela  

In a world where you can 

be anything, be kind. 

   - Unknown 
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get up and change it 
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 -Mark A. Cooper 
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I want to be like a Sunflower; 

so that even on the darkest 

days I will stand tall and find 

the sunlight.  

    - Unknown 

Sometimes God will put 

a Goliath in your life for 

you to find the David 

within you.  

   - Unknown  

òIt is impossible to live without 

failing at something, unless you 

live so cautiously that you might 

as well not have lived at allñin 

which case, you fail by default.ó  

   ~J. K. Rowling 
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The streets fly by with each neighborhood 

And with every house there burns a heart 

A dying soul 

A dying soul to get out of here I know 

Dying to get out of here  

 

And Iôm just  

A ghost inside a light 

A ghost that walked down these streets 

Somewhere in the middle of the night 

 Ah the streets of Asbury 

Ah the streets of Asbury 

Where itôs palisades old 

 Still got hearts burning bold 

 Ah hold unto the old neighborhood  

Ah hold unto the old gang 

Says a friend of mine 

Hold unto its people  

Hold unto its crowd 

Hold unto its ghost and what we had 

 

Stay and keep its people proud  

A good guy may come and go 

 My friend that stays is an angel of the streets you know 

The Streets of Asbury 

by Mary Husowech 

And Iôm a ghost inside a street light 

A ghost that walked the streets... somewhere... 

Ah somewhereé in the middle of the night 

 

Ah the streets of Asbury  

Ah the streets of Asbury 

Where the palisades of ole  

But yet hearts éare burning bold 

 

Where hearts are burning bold 

Some dying to get out  

Some hanging onto be proud 

With every neighborhood flying by 

 

Do we get out?  

Do we stay?  

The state funding out  

Neighborhoods fall 

Building crumble in the sight 

Of boardwalks sunshine 

And across the tracks é 

Are the streets 

Are the streets 

Where people sometimes donôt come back 

Ah they donôt come back 

Contôd page 5 
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The Streets of Asbury (contôd) 

Ah hold onto the old neighborhood  

Ah hold onto the old gang 

Says a friend of mine 

Hold onto its people  

Hold onto its crowd  

Hold onto its ghost 

Of what we had 

Stay and keep it proud 

A good guy may come and go 

My friend stays... Maybe heôs an angel 

 

An angel of the streets you know 

Ah you know 

And I maybe  

A ghost inside a street light 

A ghost that walked down here  

Ah somewhere... 

In the middle of the night 

 

 

Ah the streets of Asbury  

Ah the streets of Asbury 

Where the palisades are old  

Ah Asbury éit still has hearts burning bold 

 Tonight itôs streets  éah itôs streets burning bold 

Ah to the neighborhood that fly by  

The neighborhood that fly by 

 Ah the streets of Asbury  

Ah the streets of Asbury  

Some angel stay  

Some angels go é. 

Just stay  

Just stay 

In the old neighborhood  

You know 

 Ah the streets 

 Ah the streets  

Of Asbury 

Just stay é donôt go ..just stayé. 
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Journey of the Wolves  

by Kerri Zeblisky  

Chapter 3 

Red Hawk's Dilemma   

The chiefs of the many tribes near the  Big River Valley gathered together. They were concerned about 

what the pale men were doing to the balance of nature. Many of the deer, antelope, and buffalo were being 

killed off by the pale men. Also, the tribes were falling to a sickness that the medicine men could not cure. The 

biggest chief, named Red Hawk was troubled by these facts. The pale men offered peace but they were not 

keeping their word. They gave many gifts of drink and blankets.  The Braves fell sick to the drink and woman 

and children got sick soon after receiving the blankets. Red Hawk wondered what strange medicines were in 

those so-called gifts. His best medicine man could not help as his people fell under the dark drink. Red Hawk 

pondered these thoughts, wondering what he was going to tell the Tribal Council.  

Many of the men in the tribes liked the dark, bitter drink, but most of all they liked the new animals 

that the pale faces brought for them. They called them elk-dogs. They were faster than the deer and antelope 

they hunted. That was the greatest gift they received from the pale faces. It took them less time to travel from 

the winter grounds to summer the  hunting grounds on the backs of the elk-dogs.  

Red Hawk addressed the Council: ñFor many moons weôve lived in peace with the great Mother Earth. 

She has blessed us with much food to harvest and animals to hunt. Now, I fear, with the acceptance of the 

palefacesô gifts, she's turned her back on us. The deer, buffalo, and the antelope that were once plentiful across 

the plains are not so anymore. Our greatest medicine men cannot help cure our women, children and young 

braves of the strange sickness.  We are blessed by having the elk-dogs, but our prey is dwindling or they have 

moved on to other parts. I even hear them planning on killing our kin, the Wolf. The great balance of nature is 

thrown off by the coming of the pale-face. I fear that there will be much worse yet to come. For the winter is 

coming and the medicine men are having visions of it being a harsh one if we don't move out of the Big River 

Valley.ò 

The majority of the chiefs shouted, ñWhy should we leave?ò One said, "Our people have been here for 

many moons more than we can count. We have always lived in peace with the animals and the plants. We take 

only what we need from Mother Earth. She and the Great Father should not be displeased with us. It's the pale-

face that bought the curse upon the land. Let's take all the elk-dogs and chase them and their soft animals out 

of the Valley. The Great Father and Mother will be pleased with us.ò 

 

Continued on Page 7é  
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Journey of the Wolves (Continued) 

 
 

The rest of the chiefs shouted their approval. Red Hawk was trying to calm them down. His medicine 

man had told him that this might happen. ñQuiet!ò he roared. ñIt is not good a good plan. We don't own the 

Mother Earth anymore than they do. My braves have scouted the resting places of where they live and tell me 

that many more pale-face have come. More than all our tribes combined. If we go to war with them we will 

lose. Have you not seen what their thunder sticks can do?ò  The Council quieted down and some mumbled 

amongst themselves. ñThey can take down a buffalo faster than our spears and arrows can even on the back of 

our elk-dogs. They have many more elk-dogs than us and thunder sticks. We are no match for them,ò stated 

Red Hawk.  

Unbeknownst to them, Silver and the other elders who were listening were getting very worried. The 

pale-faced two-legged wanted to hunt them? Silver pondered and asked the others, ñBut why?ò  He and the 

other elders must tell the pack leaders at tonightôs Council. 
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How Millerós Oak Ruined My Life  
Part Two 

by Sherone Rogers 

As we picked up speed, I held the back bar tighter and gritted my teeth.  Houses became businesses and 

traffic lights appeared in the distance.  Thank God they were green!  We had to weave between driving cars 

and parked cars.  Cricket was great at it, Iôll give her that.     

We were whizzing down the hill at a breakneck speed and I saw Cricketôs feet suddenly slip off of the 

whirling pedals.  I wanted to scream.  I wanted to throw down the fishing poles and squeeze her waist in my 

terror.  But I tried to still my panic as I clenched the poles in one hand and the back bar of the bike in the other; 

it felt like my knuckles would split open. 

I closed my eyes and began to pray when I saw the lights turn red and knew that we were going to 

launch across Main Street and Evergreen Streetðboth against traffic.  We were likely going to die, and I be-

gan to cry.  I could hear brakes screeching and horns beeping and the sound of two cars colliding, but the blast 

of wind tearing at my hair never stopped.  I chanced a peek through my tears and saw the green of the park 

ahead. 

ñThank you, Jesus!ò I thoughtðwe were almost at the bottom of the hill.  Cricket had been right:  that 

old hill was no match for her!  I grinned jubilantly, feeling like we had cheated death.  Then I heard a squeak-

ing.  And I felt the bike shimmying.   

ñOh, no,ò I thought, dropping my shoulders and my eyes, I had celebrated too soon.  Then, out of no-

where, I realized we were slowing down because I could actually see the pedals, rather than the metal blur they 

had been.  Suddenly, Cricketôs right foot caught its pedal, then her left.  Then we jerked to a stop and flew over 

the handlebars.  We landed in a jumbled heap against Millerôs Oak. 

As we disentangled ourselves, we found that Cricket had a fishhook caught in her right arm and both 

poles were broken.  I felt woozy and queasy and had trouble standing on my rubbery legsðI had to lean my 

back against the tree.  I spread my feet apart and braced my hands on my thighs as I watched  

Continued on page 9é     
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How Millerós Oak Ruined My Life (Continued) 
 

Cricket, who looked as though she were on a boat, trying to find her footing.  Then, to my surprise, she 

began to laugh.  Her wild hair was full of oak leaves and dirt and half a fishing pole hung from her upper arm. 

ñThat was better than Great Adventure!ò she shouted.  My mouth hung agape; that foolish girl was ac-

tually exhilarated.  I wanted to slap her face and tell her that we couldôve died and that she was no match for 

Sleepy Hollow Hill, but I didnôt.  I only said, 

ñSorry about the poles.ò 

ñOh, thatôs not your faultðdonôt worry about it.ò  She looked down at the hook in her arm and said, 

ñHey, look at this.ò  She gave the hook a little tug and shouted out, ñOuch!  That hurts like hell!ò 

ñHow are we going to get it out?ò I asked, still leaning on Millerôs Oak, watching blood roll down her 

arm. 

ñWe better call Stané hey youôre bleeding.ò 

ñWhere?ò  I asked in alarm, scanning my hands and arms.  Suddenly, she turned red with embarrass-

ment, which Iôd never seen her do. 

ñBetween your legs,ò she stage-whispered.  I looked down and saw a small red patch in the crotch of 

my new jeans and began to cry.  After a few momentsô silence, she repeated, ñIôd better call Stan.ò 

ñNo!ò I cried, ñI donôt want him to see the blood.ò 

ñDonôt worry, you can stand behind me.  Weôll make sure he doesnôt see.  When we get home, Dolly 

can figure out why youôre bleeding.  Howôs that?ò  Dolly was Cricketôs mother and she was the kind of person 

I wished were my mother.  She was kind, patient, and happy.  She was also the only person besides Cricket 

that I would want to know I was bleeding between my legs. 

ñOkay,ò I said, ñStay in front of me.ò 

ñI will.  Letôs go call Stané You got a dime?ò 

ñYes, Iôm not allowed to leave home without one.ò  Cricket laughed again. 

 

Continued on page 11é  
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Photos from New Hope by Kerri Zeblisky  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


