


















































































































































SENIOR WRITERS’ RIDE

Listen, my seniors, and you shall hear

Of the writing class of Joanie Stear,

On the 18th of January, in two thousand and one,
We started the class with lecture and pun.

Madge of Bernice, her experience did tell

About her observance of nudes running pell-mell.
Her eyes did detect, but her head she kept straight,
Hardly one breath she did honestly take.

Shirley and her sisters, who were also her friends,
Played tricks on each other, while hearts they did mend.
Shirley's purse became a hat to fool all around

Until sister started to laugh, and the joke became profound.

Carol said goodbye to her Mother

Who visited sometime or other.

Then Carol drove to the discount store
To purchase some prize Blue Willow ware
To salve her conscience clear.

Pat told some very weird tale

Of some places just for males.

His stories had a tendency to shock,

But we seniors took no stock

Because with age we have become tougher
So we listen, in one ear and out the other.

R.C. is a gentleman, but his past is in question.

He left New Iberia with much hesitation.

His stories of sins will be etched but not mentioned

In the archives of his memories and by us remembered.

Max Baer is a teller of tales so tall

He told of the basin with stirring sound,
Using many words long gone to the ground.
His heart is there, we all have found,

by Martha L. Sonnier



























