
better than most that comes to 

him for review. We are very 

proud of all that happened that 

evening and proud to share 

with you a number of the po-

ems in the Quill in this news-

letter. 

     On another high note, the 

Peoples Oakland basketball 

team is having a winning sea-

son. 2008 is the third year in a 

row that the team has won the 

New Horizons Mental Health 

League championship and 

trophy!! The team is in the 

playoff for the Drug and Alco-

hol League championship. As 

the basketball season comes 

to an end we will look forward 

to softball season and the 

coming of summer. 

     Best wishes to you for a 

bright and healthy spring. 

     We join you in welcoming 

the bright days of spring. The 

month of April has brought us 

a wealth of poetry and writing 

by members of Peoples Oak-

land and we are very happy to 

share the wealth with you in 

this newsletter. 

     On April 3rd, we had a spe-

cial event held in partnership 

with the Howard Levin Club-

house. The event, held at 

Peoples Oakland, was a re-

ception and poetry reading by 

a nationally renowned poet, 

Rick Campbell. His new book 

of poetry Dixmont has just 

been published by Autumn 

House Press of Pittsburgh. 

Our event helped launch his 

book. Rick’s stories and poet-

ry readings were thoroughly 

appreciated by an audience of 

poetry lovers and writers.              

     We send special thanks to 

members of the Howard Levin 

Clubhouse for all the delicious 

food they prepared. They also 

published a book of poetry, 

The Quill, for the event.                  

    The Quill contains poetry by 

members of both The Howard 

Levin Clubhouse and Peoples 

Oakland. Rick Campbell, who 

has won may national awards 

and teaches poetry at Florida 

State University, said he 

thought the poetry in the Quill 

was excellent in quality and 

Discover many hidden 
truths 

But show no trepidation. 

Display your ill-gotten wis-
dom 

And the hard-earned as 
well. 

Smile through the misery 

Of stupefying knowledge. 

The caustic cost of        
discovery 

Is all yours. 

Greetings from Sandy Phillips 

Seek THE Answer  
by Anita Vinciguerra 

PPPEOPLESEOPLESEOPLES      OOOAKLANDAKLANDAKLAND   
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A  collection 

of  poems, 

short  stories 

and  other  

writings  by   

members  of   

Peoples  

Oakland 
Spring Chorus 

by Don Li-Leger 

Stretch it out; those curves 

In the semi-shine of 

Sun-bare landscape. 

Break the code of nature 

While twisting, ambling 

At it. 
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Do all dreams come true? 

We all have dreams of a lot 

of different things all the time. 

It is like wishing upon a fall-

ing star from heaven. But we 

don’t know why. Have you 

heard of a dream like that? 

And you wake up and you 

don’t remember why. But 

when your wish comes true 

do you think it was because 

of a dream or just a fantasy. 

It is like seeing a rainbow 

that wasn’t there. 

Momentarily crystal clear 
consciousness evaporates; 

I frame your face as one 
does a Picasso. 

Much too quickly the paisley 
swivel-dream 

Constructs sturdy pavement 
upon wild iris. 

Trying to match your wit and 
charm 

The tongue ties of ivy,      
distributed lavishly; 

On the tip a memory of    
Diagoras’ prose 

Exudes instead a humming-
bird’s drone. 

Something about us, your 
gentle whisper echoes, 

Is punishing to 
the heart. 

You and possibly 
I can depart 
anonymously 

To a world of  
grotesque 
shapes and ugly words; 

The place we’ve used for   
inconsequentiality. 

Envying employees with 

small paychecks. Envying 

the girl on the phone yelling 

about office gossip. 

Envying the people counting 

the hours until quitting time. 

Envying criers of a short  

vacation time. 

Envying strangers having to 

commute by bus to work   

everyday. Envying the     

wailers of little or no breaks. 

Envying the man coming 

home everyday cursing his 

job and wanting to quit. 

And envying the family man 

who spends his whole day at 

the office complaining about 

his wife and kids. 

To have these problems 

would be a welcome change 

I walk downtown looking at 

the people in the windows in 

tall buildings.  

Envying people working 9 to 

5 and hating it. Envying    

others jealous of their co-

workers.  

 

 

Oh, To Be A Working Man 
by Kathy Richmond 

Unease of Gargantuan Clover  
by Anita Vinciguerra 

“Envying 

the girl on 

the phone 

yelling about 

office 

gossip”  

 

http://www.spiralsofabundance.com/catalog/images/shooting-star-patch.jpg


Where Did My Heart Go?          

by Amy Laurash 
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Where did my heart go? 

It’s buried in granite. 

As I show my face to the 
world, 

it looks like I have 

nothing wrong with me. 

―She’s making jokes.‖ 

―She’s got a smile on her 
face.‖ 

―Nothing is wrong with her.‖ 

But my scars and my wounds 

are buried in granite. 

Invisible to the naked eye. 

But the effort of holding it 

all in is taking it’s toll. 

The granite is cracking. 

What’s under it? 

What’s below the surface? 

Will my heart make it 

out in one piece? 

Or will I shatter into 

a million pieces, 

 

never again to be a whole   
person? 

Is the person underneath a 
good person? 

Or is she a very bad person, 

so bad no one wants anything 

to do with her? 

Am I so bad that just           
associating 

With me will contaminate    
others? 

Who stole my heart? 

I thought it was in the granite, 

but when I looked inside, 

it was gone. 

Someone killed my heart. 

It stopped beating some time 
ago. 

Never to be heard from again. 

 

I died inside. 

Just a walking shell of a per-
son. 

It’s taking too long to chip 
away 

the granite. I might not        
survive. 

Say goodnight Esmeralda, it’s 

Time to rest, let someone else 

carry your burdens. 

We will try again tomorrow 

To chip away the granite. 

Your pink bunny awaits you. 

Along with a soft, fuzzy blank-

ie.  

Untitled                                                                                            

by Nikita Crumb 

What is a dream to you? 

What is a dream to me? 

A dream is something that you can’t 
see. 

Something that you can achieve. 

Just got to believe. 

Just open up your eyes and see 

There’s a big world out there  

Dream hard you can go far. 

Only time will tell 

What your dream is. 

Dreams sometimes are wrong 

Dreams sometimes are right 

What ever your dream is 

You got to fight 

But make sure your dream is right 

Stay strong and give it your all 
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 Is it possible for 
someone to accurately pre-
dict events that will happen a 
hundred or even a thousand 
years in the future? 

Well that is exactly 
what the French Physician 
and seer Michel De Nostre-
dame (1503-1566), was able 
to do. He is better known to 
us today as ―Nostradamus‖ 
and for centuries, people 
have been fascinated by his 
ability to accurately predict 
events that happened hun-
dreds of years after he was 
dead. 

That is why Nostra-
damus is considered as be-
ing the greatest psychic or 
clairvoyant who ever lived. 
His psychic abilities were 
even greater than those of 
Jean Dixon and Edgar 
Cayce. Nostradamus wrote 
predictions about some of 
the greatest events in human 
history.  These include 
events such as: The French 
Revolution; World War I and 
II; The Rise of Napoleon; 
Hitler and Mussolini; and the 
assassinations of John and 
Robert Kennedy. Nostrada-
mus was even able to predict 
how he would die and the 
exact month and year in 
which his tomb would be 
vandalized (May of 1791). 

Nostradamus wrote 
1,000 predictions in the form 
of quatrains (four lines of 
poetry).  And they where di-
vided into ten books called 
―Centuries‖ which each con-
tain 100 of his predictions.  
So far, more than half of his 
predictions have been ful-
filled. 

In this paper, I will 
give the reader two examples 
of the unfailing accuracy of 
Nostradamus’ predictions. 
The following is one of Nos-
tradamus’ predictions about 
Napoleon Bonaparte (1769-
1821): 

An emperor will be 
born near Italy 

One who will cost his 
empire dearly 

They will say that 
with such people as rally 
round him 

He will be found less 
prince than butcher. 

That quatrain is an 
exact description of Napole-
on. Napoleon was born on 
the island of Corsica which is 
located ―near Italy‖. And his 
wars of conquest raged 
throughout Europe (from the 
shores of Spain to the gates 
of Moscow) and took the 
lives of hundreds of thou-
sands of men. That is why he 
was indeed considered as 
being a butcher instead of a 
prince. 

Nostradamus also 
wrote about Adolph Hitler. 
Experts have been able to 
identify twenty quatrains 
about Hitler and the following 
one is the most famous: 

From the deepest 
part of Western Europe, a 
child will be born 

Of a poor family who 
will entice many with his ora-
tory. 

 

His reputation will 
grow even greater in the 
Kingdom of the East. 

Most people know 
that Hitler was born in Austria 
which is located in ―the deep-
est part of Europe‖. His fa-
ther was a poor civil servant 
who could barely make ends 
meet. And Hitler was a pow-
erful, charismatic public 
speaker who encouraged 
millions of people to join the 
Nazi party and follow him 
down the path the led to 
World War II. 

Hitler also had a 
great reputation in Eastern 
Europe and Asia. Joseph 
Stalin (the dictator of Russia 
during World War II) consid-
ered Hitler as being a serious 
threat to world peace long 
before people in Western 
Europe took him seriously. 
The Japanese respected 
Hitler and considered him as 
being so powerful that they 
were willing to become one 
of his allies. 

Today we still don’t 
know how Nostradamus was 
able to clearly look down the 
corridors of time and accu-
rately predict future events. 

“Nostradamus 

wrote 

predictions 

about some of 

the greatest 

events in human 

history.”  

Nostradamus - The Man Who Saw Tomorrow 
by Morgan Kitchens 
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Your head emerging slowly 

From the mist of time bygone 

Yields the fortune of the errors 

That have changed the path you’re on 

While the tales of conquest 

Reveal sudden summits fallen 

And pillars to the night show 

How they are thought of as sullen 

Still worlds of light are calling 

You to see their noted mascot 

So you may ask what is next to be done 

All there is to do is cast a lot 

The bittersweet lament is all 

And when change has turned it sour 

So we may be at our way again 

To find that there is only but an hour 

To find that there is only but a name 

Untitled                                                            
by Michael Enright 

Am I Remembered? 
by Thomas D’Arey M’Gee 

(submitted by Tom LeJeune) 

Am I remembered in Erin? 

I change you, speak me true— 

Has my name a sound, a meaning 

In the scenes my boyhood knew? 

Does the heart of the mother ever 

Recall her exile’s name? 

For to be forgot in Erin, 

and on Earth is all the same. 

My Life 
by David Cook 

I wish I could, but 

I can’t stop from being sad 

 

I think I can, but 

I won’t stop thinking about life 

 

It’s the wrong thing to do, but  

I do it anyway 

 

Looking in the mirror at myself, 

But in a strange way 

 

Can’t put the pieces together 

And I feel that something is missing  

Feeling alone, my mind won’t 

Let me concentrate 
 

Reaching out for a hand 

That is not even there; I hesitate 
 

Living in a world of nobodies 

And somebodies 
 

I have no choice but  

To participate in life 
 

Seeing through a dark black hole 

With no light  

Somebody help me 

I can’t see  

 
Please give me the strength to fight 

I look up at the heavens and pray 

That I won’t have this illness anymore 

 

I’m telling you this 

As a message from my heart 
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What Mental Illness Means 
by Donna M. Edwards 

 Over the last 18 years, I have been hospitalized, named, belittled and stifled by so-

ciety. Doctors and other health care professionals have labeled me as paranoid schizo-

phrenic. After the birth of my second child, my depression hit me badly, real bad. Today, I 

work. I no longer have a mother and father to pick up the pieces when I fail, but I have the 

Lord Jesus who cleans me everyday. I self-medicate and there is hope for others like me. I 

also have 7 months sobriety. 

Earth Bound 
by Anita Vinciguerra 

I am a smidgen of life 

In a vast, frozen universe. 

Something out there lives 

Much more brilliantly than me. 

For when I take the time to see 

The chaos past Pluto and 

Beyond any chance of growing stronger, 

My air supply becomes a bag of hay. 

Out in the reaches, far, I will not 

Climb another day. Limbs do falter 

And time grows bouquets 

Of incidental thought. 

I am in an atmosphere of foliage 

And folly. One usually demanding 

The others attention. Compared to 

Unfathomable vastness, perhaps 

Sorting it out is a cinch. 
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Harkening Back To The Good Old Days 
(or “A Blast From The Past”) 

 
by Tom LeJeune 

Now we all know they 

weren’t all that great and really 

weren’t that long, but it’s just the 

way we like to remember them – 

Peoples Oakland has had a pret-

ty long and storied history and I 

came on board at a relatively 

early stage, though I must’ve 

missed a lot, as well!  

Anyhow, back to the sto-

ry: - it seems quite a few of us 

miss the multi-day vacations that 

we ventured on. My 1
st
, I believe, 

was to King’s Dominion, a theme 

park north of Richmond, VA, not 

quite as large as Walt Disney 

World but quite entertaining any-

how. A couple things, (at least to 

me) stood out: - playing minia-

ture golf (putting course) for free 

on the motel grounds, daring to 

ride the elevator on the 1/3 scale 

Eiffel Tower with my buddy Bob-

by (so scared that I practically 

crawled across the peer over the 

edge), riding ―Days of Thunder‖- 

What it must be like in a race car 

at the Indy 500, with its jerky, 

thrilling moves; and I think we 

toured Richmond, and later on a 

sunset cruise on the James Riv-

er.  

All this and more intro-

duced me to the way Peoples 

Oakland set up vacations and I 

was hooked as so many of us 

were! 

           Leaving that aside, I’d like 

to take you on a different direc-

tion. This time a taste of the 

sporting scene here at Peoples 

Oakland. It seems that we could 

safely say that we’ve always 

been proud of our teams, and 

players and how they’ve con-

ducted themselves in the varied 

sports participated in.  

          Of course, the champion-

ship one fortunate to achieve on 

a team always holds a special 

place in one’s heart. And this 

occurred in 1994. The odd, 

quirky, thing about this was that 

it was my first year on the team, 

the team exhibited truly a depth 

in all facets of the game:-Hitting, 

hitting for defense and speed, 

and the requisite pitching. Maybe 

we didn’t realize just how just 

how strong a team we were! I 

got enough playing time thought 

only 2
nd

 or 3
rd

 string in the out-

field.  

        John Jarzynka (J.J. for 

short) was our player/manager/

coach and made everyone feel 

good about themselves…even 

writing up a rundown of the pre-

vious game and what each play-

er on our team accomplished! It 

really made everyone work a bit 

harder, I think. 

  

            Well we rolled right 

along: - at one stage in early 

June we played 2 old rivals, back

-to-back, Mercy Behavioral and 

Mon-Yough.  The first contest we 

had no mercy as we wound up 

something like 43-16 and it 

could’ve been worse. (even I had 

a grand slam honor and triple). 

Next day the Tigers came to our 

field. Another sorry happen we 

for them as we clobbered them 

21-7! 

            Yes, it was a banner year 

and in the playoff game we had 

to play at a neutral field. But it 

didn’t matter: - St. Francis (I 

think) our opponent, fought 

gamely for 1 or 2 innings, but we 

triumphed 26-10!! This was a 

wonderful way to commence my 

days participating on Peoples 

Oakland teams. I was a little fa-

tigued and ―beaten up‖ a little by 

the end of the season: - Each 

knee and arm had been pretty 

bruised.  

Continued on  

next page 
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But that didn’t seem 

so bad as I received ―the guts 

and determination‖ trophy 

from J.J. during the awards 

ceremony, but we all did 

much in winning, for sure! 

Little did we know it would be 

13 long years till we were 

able to raise the trophy once 

more (2007)!! And it came as 

a surprise to many of us we 

finally accomplished it!! 

There are so many 

events that I could bring to life 

again for those who fondly 

recall them, or even for those 

hearing for the first time and 

wishing to understand the 

Peoples Oakland core, its 

past, and what it’s achieved… 

 A number of groups 

have come and gone, along 

with those staff that spon-

sored and/or ran them: - The 

choir, participating in various 

functions throughout the city, 

and in different seasons, the 

sunshine group, a small but 

dedicated number who 

shared their time visiting nurs-

ing homes in different areas, 

the art groups (sometimes a 

member would be a teacher-

for-a-day explaining an art 

form he or she was good at), 

etc. 

          So maybe a future   

column(s) will be for coming 

and help to refresh (or intro-

duce) what Peoples Oakland 

has done for us! 

‘Good Old Days’ cont’d 

Looking at people passing by, 

Analyzing stares of pity and laughter 

Hearing cut downs and wondering if they’re 
directed at me. 

Having to go up and ask 

Or reason them away. 

Learning to shut the anxiety out. 

Focus on the task at hand. 

Increase my self-esteem. 

The world isn’t out to get me. 

Lost 
by Kathy Richmond 

Canoe and Sunset 

photograph by Peter Bowers 
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Is Recovery A Dirty Word? 
by Michael Enright 

It seems that some are tired of recovery.  We just want to get on with our lives.  

And yet our lives are not what we want them to be.  We find ourselves stuck in the same 

old patterns of behavior.  What can we do to have our lives be better and more meaning-

ful?  We need to change and grow.  Recovery is getting back what we have lost or been 

deprived of.  Mental illness robs us of the fullness of life we deserve. Recovery is all about 

dealing with reality.  Mental illness can be managed.  Recovery programs help us to sort 

out our feelings and thought.  We can learn to respond and not to react to the events in our 

lives.  We can manage our symptoms.  Learning to think and to think differently about our 

lives gives us hope.  It doesn’t always have to be the way it’s always been.  Recovery is a 

journey.  Learning to handle our illness gives us the opportunity to move beyond where 

we’ve been.  We can function more fully than in the past.  The choice is ours.  Each of us 

can choose to improve our lives. 

 It is my hope that we all choose to live the best, most meaningful and productive 

lives we can.  At Peoples Oakland two recovery groups are offered.  Recovery I and II 

gives us insight and tools to handle our illness and manage our lives.  Ways and Means: 

Tools for Personal Growth goes deeper into some topics that help us grow toward whole-

ness as individuals.  These two groups have been very helpful in my recovery. (THAT 

DIRTY WORD AGAIN!)  My life has improved a lot because of them.  I still want to improve 

my person and my life so I will continue to attend.  I invite each of you to come and see 

what there is for you. 

Hope to see you at the groups. 
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Haiku 

by Violet Uram 

Untitled 

by Violet Uram 

Thought In a 
Time of War 

by Violet Uram 

Catch Me If 
You Can 

by Violet Uram  

When I waited in 

the emergency room I 

thought of insanity 

He smiles 

but 

I am not there 

to see it 

The sun 

shines warm 

upon my face, 

I see 

the American flag 

flying in the breeze 

and 

I pray for 

the soldiers 

A little 

bit of 

sanity 

goes 

a long way 
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The Corner 
By Joe Eppinger 

I work alone in the dark 

Always seen left to sit in the corner 

The newspaper is the major part 

Left to sit in the corner 

Does his head really make him abhor 

I really should be pacing the floor 

Gone to the restaurant the usual he says 

Left to sit in the corner 

He should not shave and his hair is gray 

A ticket in his suitcase to keep him away 

Left to sit in the corner 

Always been left to sit in the corner 

My day seems so far away 

No tickets for me to go to the play 

If it wasn’t for all this before 

The reason inside the door 

Left alone to sit in the corner 

God’s Grace 
by Nolana Russell 
 Keeping my mind on Jesus is so important to me because I know that he loves me.  He is always with 

me.  When I was blind and couldn’t see that Jesus was here to save me.  Now I can scream and shout that my 

right hand man Jesus didn’t count me out because now I’m saved today.  Jesus said to me let him lead the way 

to heaven and that’s where you will stay.  I never thought I will walk with Jesus when I was blind and couldn’t 

see that was the worst thing for me not to be free, not to be able to see light like I was exploding like a diamond.  

When I was unsaved I was going to the grave.  Jesus save me so now I’m free as I want to be.  Now I can sing 

and hum a tune that one that Jesus is coming soon.  Amen. 
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Peoples Oakland Bldg. 

3433 Bates St. 

Pittsburgh PA 15221 

Phone: 412 683-7140 
Fax: 412 683-7134 
Website: 
www.peoplesoakland.org  

Acknowledgements 

Members and Staff  
of Peoples Oakland 

 
Sandy Phillips 

(Executive Director) 
 

Ann Harris 
(Quality Assurance Manager) 

 

Andrea Tempalski 
(Social Work Intern) 

 

Tara Tempalski 
(Printing and Assembly) 

“Putting 

   People First 

      In Recovery” 


