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2011 WYOmiNg gOverNOr’s Arts AWArds

Nancy Curtis - High Plains Press
receives her Governor’s Arts Award from Wyoming Governor, Matt Mead

WyoPoets’ Members also
attending the Awards:

Barbara Smith, Midge Farmer,
Charlotte Babcock, Nancy
Gerlock, Pat Frolander, Jeanne
Rogers, Katie Smith,  Gaydell
Collier, Linda Coatney, Lee Ann
Siebken, Robert Roripaugh.

WYOPOets’ sPriNg POetrY WOrkshOP

Rooms are available for $84, single or double,
at the Hampton Inn and Suites,right  next door
to the Hilton. There will be a poetry reading on
the evening of April 22, 2011, at the Metro Coffee
Shop in downtown, Casper.

Lee Ann RLee Ann RLee Ann RLee Ann RLee Ann Roriporiporiporiporipaaaaaugh…ugh…ugh…ugh…ugh…

…was born and raised in Laramie, Wyoming.
Her degrees include an M.F.A. in creative writing
from Indiana University. Her first volume of poetry,
Beyond Heart Mountain (Penguin Books, 1999),
was selected for the National Poetry Series and
was also a finalist for the 2000 Asian American
Literature Awards. Other honors include an
Academy of American Poets Prize and the 1995
Randall Jarrell International Poetry Prize. Her
poetry has appeared in numerous journals and
anthologies, including Black Warrior Review,
Crab Orchard Review, New England Review,
Parnassus: Poetry in Review, Seneca Review,
American Identities: Contemporary Multicultural
Voices (1994) and American Poetry: The Next
Generation (2000). Lee Ann is an Assistant
Professor of English at the University of South
Dakota.
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To join WYOPoets or to renew your membership you may use the form below:
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 Name:
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Address:
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Telephone #                                                       E-Mail: Permission to use for WyoPoets?  YES____ NO_____

----------------------------------------------       -----------------------------------------------------------------------
 Please check one: Adult membership: $15.00 per year _______      **Student membership 7.50 per
year_______
 (Year = July 1st to June 30th)        Send to: Art Elser, WyoPoets’ Treasurer, 1730 Locust Street, Denver, CO.80220
Is this a gift for someone? ________  Anonymous gift? ___  I wish to donate $____________to the WyoPoets’ Scholarship fund

** individuals through age 18, and college students enrolled in a degree or certification program through an accredited educational institution.

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

NeWs FrOm members
From Cindy Bower:  I recenty watched a movie on Netflix that I found very interesting.  It was a historical look
at the last few years of poet John Keats life.  I didn’t realize he died in his mid-twenties.  The name of the
Movie is Bright Star. 
From  Janet Craven:  I recently visited the Gering Freshman Academy in the Gering Public Schools to read
and talk about poetry. I read Emily Dickinson and Walt Whitman to 100 ninth graders. Then, I  told the students
about Emerging Voices, the journal of literature and art at WNCC, and invited them to submit their work. I also
handed out a writing exercise based on a couple of Emily Dickinson quotes. The teacher, Lisa Hadenfeldt,
invited me as part of the school’s guest speaker program in which community people are asked to read from
favorite authors and books. I donated a spare copy of Emily Dickinson’s Collected Poems to Ms. Hadenfeldt’s
classroom. The students were very polite and receptive. I plan to return next school year! It is so important to
expose students to poetry and encourage them to write and try to publish. A couple of students did send in
poems for possible publication in EV.
Lou Layman:  I am working hard on getting entries ready for the NFSPS contests;  50 contests we can
enter; I hope to enter about 38 of them if possible; got to put each poem into computer (many have not been
in my current computer before), then decide what poem goes to what contest, etc.  So a lot of time needed for
that (this is a nationwide contest, so winning anything in any one, is a good deal).  Any that don’t win will at
least be in my computer for  the next chance I have to send them out somewhere.  All of this takes a lot of time,
but it’s also fun to see how much “stuff” I actually have after 77 years.  Well, I  haven’t been writing poems all of
the 77 years, but I DID make a “poem” when I was 3 years old “a piece of pie, some me, some I” and that and
probably many others have been discarded over the years, and a few actually published (and therefore not
eligible to enter contests again).  This (NFSPS) is to me the “biggie” of the year, and I did enter the Wyoming
Writers contest a few days ago (3 poems sent there) so I am hopeful (well, I’m always hopeful that my stuff is
better than someone else’s).  Once in a while I actually succeed a little.  Good luck to all Wyoming (and
Colorado) poets!
Art Elser: I suffered a massive heart attack on January 28 and initially had surgery to place a stent in one
coronary artery and a week later had a triple bypass. I’m recovering slowly and have not yet started writing
poetry again except for an occasional haiku. I walk six to eight blocks each day, but the doctors have not yet
allowed me to drive. My energy level is slowly coming up. Thanks to all who sent cards, thoughts, and prayers.
I know they helped
Donna Fryer and husband Bob just returned from a month long visit in Nicaragua where their son and family
serve as missionaries.  There they enjoyed hugs and kisses from 5 grandchildren and warmth of the sun as
they escaped our cold and snowy days.   ”It’s always good to come home and sleep in the comforts of my own
bed.”  Donna said.  ”Now I am catching up on mounds of mail and correspondence while enjoying friends and
family here in Wyoming.”  She wrote a poem about Nicaragua to share.See P.7.

POetrY PrOmPts

Cornelius “Cork” Kelly

Many  thanks to Cork Kelly for providing the Poetry Prompts column for this issue.
Cornelius F. Kelly began writing poetry seriously in 1995.  He has published in a

variety of newspapers and magazines including the Pinedale Roundup, the American
Cowboy, AIM Magazine, Streetviews, and the Wyoming Magazine.  As Lugnaquilla Press,
he has published eight chapbooks: Pinedale Poems, People Poems, Haiku, Copos de
Nieve (Spanish), Letters from Mae (a collection of his mother’s letters from 1921 to 1936),
Paint Pots (a collection of children’s poetry), Poetry for Poets, and Poetry Laugh Lines.
He has published in Haiku Quarterly of Swindon, England, and done readings of his
Spanish Poetry in Managua, Nicaragua, and in Granada, Spain. He is a septuagenarian
who says that writing poetry directs his focus, clarifies his thought, and shapes his
language.  It makes the ordinary special, gives beauty to the common, and elevates the
soul. He is a longtime and  active member of WyoPoets and of Wyoming Writers, Inc.
His neglected web page is: http://myweb.wyoming.com/~ckelly/default.htm.

Early in March, a friend sent me an email regarding a limerick contest sponsored by the Jackson Hole News
and Guide. I called the newspaper and spoke with the editor who told me the requirements. The main idea
was “cabin fever” and the word snow must be one of the rhyming words. Of course I had heard limericks all of
my life but did not really know any of the technicalities. I thought they were silly five lined stanzas that made
one laugh because of the humor—often ribald. If I was going to enter this contest, my conscience whispered
that I needed to know more about the verse form. I learned that the rhyme scheme was aabba and that the a
lines were usually composed of three anapestic metric feet with possible internal rhyme, and that the b lines
were composed of two anapestic feet. An anapestic foot is two unstressed syllables followed by a stressed
syllable. Meter is the measure of the number of feet to the line. We could call the a lines anapestic trimeter,
and the b lines, anapestic dimeter.

From my readings of a sampling of limericks, I concluded that these rhythmic rules are not always followed.
It would seem obvious that Limerick, Ireland, was the birthplace of this form, but all I know of Limerick is that
I got lost driving there many years ago, even though I did keep to the left on the roads. I found it interesting that
famous writers are credited for writing limericks: Mark Twain, James Joyce, George Bernard Shaw, Ogden
Nash, Lord Alfred Tennyson, Rudyard Kipling, Robert Louis Stevenson, and William Shakespeare. The latter
in Othello, Act II, Scene III, writes this limerick spoken by Iago:

And let me the canakin clink, clink;
And let me the canakin clink.
A soldier’s a man;
A life’s but a span:
Why, then, let a soldier drink.

George Bernard Shaw wrote:

Langford Reed saved the limerick verse,
From being taken away in a hearse,
He made it so clean
Now fit for a queen,
Re-established for better or worse.

the limerick
by Cornelius F. Kelly

Evidently Reed took the ribald from the limerick and Shaw wonders if
that was good or bad.

I am now a fan of the limerick and will try my hand at writing a few.
How’s this?

There once was a poet named Kelly
Who’s fated attempt to make jelly,
Results in a mess
He has to confess
As he scratches an itch on his belly.

Write A limerick - cONtest ..... OPeN tO sPOuses/PArtNers tOO !
You, or your spouse, write one Limerick and send it to Chris Valentine either e-mail or snail mail by April
30th 2011. She will award $5 each, for the 3 best poems. No names on poem - I will assign a number
when I receive them - 1 copy only.   To be judged by an independent  poet who is not a member.

(See Chris’ address on P.3)
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President
Abigail Taylor
352 W. Whitney
Sheridan, WY. 82801
abbie@samobile.net

Vice President
Linda Coatney
P.O. Box 20402
Cheyenne, WY. 82003
Lcoatn@state.wy.us

Secretary
Patricia Buck
3510 Monte Vista
Casper, WY. 82601
pebuck@bresnan.net

Treasurer
Arthur Elser
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Myra L. Peak
Box 404
2200 Mississippi St.,
Green River, WY. 82935
myra@peakenvironmental.com

WYOPOets Officers
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Historian
Open - not filled

Newsletter Editor
Christine Valentine
Box 547
Birney, MT.59012
svalentine@rangeweb.net

Web Site Manager
Nancy Curtis
coyote@wyoming.com

WYOPOETS Website
www.wyopoets.com-3-

From Gene Gagliano:  I was blessed to do two presentations and signings at the 2011 Colorado Council
International Reading Association Conference in Denver, in February, and then I did a presentation and
signing at the 2011 Nebraska State Reading Association Conference in Kearney, Nebraska.  I was also
their Saturday luncheon speaker.  My newest book The Magic Box, a small book of children’s poetry
about family relationships, illustrated by Zachary Pullen was released in February.  I had a book signing
for The Magic Box at Wind City Books in Casper in February, and signed Dee and the Mammoth at the
Tate Geological Museum in March.  I’m the dinner speaker for the Raising Readers in Wyoming organization
in Cheyenne at the end of March.  I did two author visits to schools in Cheyenne in early March, and I
have two schools scheduled in Wyoming, and one in Colorado in April.  At the end of April and the
beginning of May I start a state tour for Dee and the Mammoth with Zak. 
From Jim Rolf:  This has been a month where my creative arts emphasis has shifted from poetry to
theater - I’m directing the Cheyenne Little Theatre Players production of “Noises Off,” which goes into
production from April 8 through 17 at the Mary Godfrey Playhouse in Cheyenne.  It’s fun but time intensive
as we have rehearsals from 6:00 to 9:00 Monday through Friday, leaving little time for anything else. 

However.........The Director of the Department of Health (where I hold my day job)is leaving to take
a position in Governor Mead’s office and a farewell reception will be held for him on March 15.  His
Executive Secretary asked me to write a poem to be read at his retirement, so I guess I’m not totally out
of the poetry business.

I’m looking forward to Easter, which is my favorite holiday of them all.  My play closes on Palm
Sunday so I have the opportunity to turn my thoughts toward Easter Week with its promise of springtime
and regrowth and renewal and resurrection.  Already, the days are getting longer and, despite the variable
weather conditions that bring springtime to the Rockies, average temperatures are rising, the sun shines
longer, and I see green sprouts peeking out of the ground in my flower bed.  I grew up on a farm in
northwest Missouri where we learned about resurrection by seeing the earth come back to life every
spring.  I still marvel as buds appear on my trees and birds start to sing again and I can hear baby peeps
from the nest outside my front door.  It’s a heart thing and an annual reminder that God is in His heaven
and all is right with the world.
From Tom Glasco: March, at the rural town of Weldona, we were warmly received by English teacher,
Mrs. Tanner.  A Shakespeare class, an advanced writing class and a regular English class were on our
agenda for the day. Priscilla and I read from several of my titles and each child was asked to read too. We
were impressed with their abilities to perform.  At the end of our last session, a young man asked if he
could read Buffalo Begundy”s  Standoff again. He was quite taken with it and when finished, shook hands
with me. The kids were pleased with the varied subject matter of my books.

MOre NeWs frOM MeMbers

Laurie Wagner Buyer says of the book,
“Patricia Frolander’s great strength—both as a poet and as a woman—
is her willingness to reveal herself, her family, and her neighbors as
part of a fragile but dedicated community that remains determined to
survive against impossible odds.  Vivid, honest, and full of the beautiful
clarity of hard won expression, these are poems that will change  the
way the world thinks about women in ranching.”

cONGrAtULAtiONs tO:

Pat Frolander’s New Book
Married Into It, published by High Plains Press,
is scheduled for release in August 2011. The poetry
chronicles an urban mother’s journey into a rural
community and the ranching culture where she
struggles to hold her own.

Pat Frolander

Patricia Corrigan to be published
I had a Chapbook of poetry accepted by the
Finishing Line Press, called Peripheral Damage
it should be coming out this fall.

Patricia
Corrigan

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

Our Sympathies  go out to Henry Goldman on the
death of his wife, Ann. Henry sends us this poem:

SILENT REFLECTIONS
In memory of Ann, my dear wife and companion for over
62 years, who went to be with our Lord, January 21, 20ll
 

It is in the quiet of evening
I miss her company, her voice.
And now, in these hushed hours
I contemplate the emptiness -
the silence of the room.
The small talk she longed so often
to hear - words I could have said
so many times then, but did not.
And now I realize too late,
just how much more I should
have shared with her.
She only wanted then to know
my thoughts, and to hear what
others said to me; to tell of her
activities of the day,
share with each other what
our day was like.
Somehow I couldn’t bring myself
to speak of small, seemingly trivial things -
trivial only to me perhaps, but to her,
the things she desperately wanted to hear.
Why was I so silent?
Please forgive me dear.
   I miss you so much.
 
       Henry Newton Goldman

From Lee Ann: The news I have is about a Douglas History workbook.  On
February 16th  delegates from three agencies delivered two cases
of workbooks to Douglas third grade students.  Researched and written
by Lee Ann Siebken, Talk of the Town, Douglas, Wyoming: A Frontier Town’s
True Story, was published by state and local historic preservation agencies
to bring Douglas’ origin to life for the community’s youth.  Stories, maps,
games and quizzes recount the development of a frontier town that began
as an army fort on the Bozeman Trail and grew into the bustling community
it is today.

cONGrAtULAtiONs tO Lee ANN siebkeN

Lee Ann Siebken

DON’t fOrGet the bOOk tAbLe At the WOrkshOP!!
If you have extra poetry or poetry-related books, new or used, please donate them to our book table.

They will be sold to other attendees at a reduced price.
All money goes to WyoPoets to help with it’s programs
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MOre POeMs frOM MeMbers

MY DEAR NETI POT

Long slender snout plugs a portal.
No need for a hard push here.
A gentle protrusion into tender membranes will do.
Do not hiccup lest you strike oil.
Now, tilt your lilting head until it is a
Quarter moon lying sideways.
Lift the sleek handle of Neti until warm
Water starts down the Nile, diverts at Hoover Dam,
Turns into Cowfish Creek, switches back to
Chrystal River, and heads home for White Basin.
Channels are clear, I breathe with vigor.
I think, therefore I live.
Ah, Neti, little pot of magic how you clear my way.

Tom Glasco

AUTUMN FRIENDS

I walk toward a stand of trees.
A purple maple syurpal, a hickory nut,
Three mulberries, a cotton tail, and
Two big cotton candies
Under popcorn clouds.
When I stop under the hickory,
Bulbous brown eyes behold my white hair.
A moment in the company of Wilson’s Warblers
Is my fortune.
In between skips, hops, and twitters
We converse in Latin.
I like your face says
A gold feathered orator.
How’s that, I ask.
Your eyes are curious
The twinkle of tiny stars
And your rustic face is full of fall colors.
The quiet in your gait,
I cannot wait until you come again.
You’re a different people.
In your mind life is art
I reply, your innocence is a child
Swinging, feet skimming sand.

Thomas J. Glasco
October, 2010

Liz Taylor

Oh beautiful queen with those enchanting eyes
Beguiling actress with that wonderful smile
Hypnotic magnetic mesmerizing style
Countless husbands and leading men as time flies!

Elizabeth lived and suffered on the world stage
Hollywood actress and international star
A voice of passion campaigning near and far
A champion for justice for our time and age!

She fought for a cure for the HIV plague
Supported her collegues so sick with its power
Speaking for the rejected helpless this hour
Raising funds from the rich to steal or to beg!

Now she is dead and gone that iconic star
Remembered by fans and historians alike
For her talent to counter darkness with light
Her courage and beauty undimmed near and far!

4:04 a.m. Thursday March 24, 2011
Ed Warsaw
Cheyenne, Wyoming

This is the first in a 2-part series of articles contributed to WyoPoets by Elissa Malcohn of the Florida State Poetry Society

Social Networking and the Found Poem
by Elissa Malcohn

Elissa Malcohn’s poetry recently appeared in Astropoetica, Goblin Fruit, Open Laboratory 2010, and
elsewhere. She is currently guest-editing for an issue of Star*Line.  Poetry is forthcoming in A Sea of
Alone: Poems for Alfred Hitchcock (Dark Scribe Press), Dreams and Nightmares, and Mythic Delirium. 
Her most recent chapbook,  Poetic Variables: Science Poems for January 2011, contains 31 poems,
each written in a different form and drawn from science-themed articles, with commentary and tutorial
on the forms themselves.  More information, including links to free downloads of her Deviations series,
may be found on her website: http://home.earthlink.net/~emalcohn

Elissa Malcohn

Facebook is a social networking site that connects people with each other online, often in real time.  Former classmates,
extended family, publishing professionals, and contacts from other networks number among the people whose
news I follow. Inspired by the creative energies at the Florida State Poets Association’s “Spring Fling” in April 2009,
I gave myself the challenge to collect every “status line” posted on my Facebook page during a specific, 24-hour
period, and to construct a poem drawn from those posts.

A status line is a brief statement beginning with the person’s name.  Statements can be about anything: work, play,
food, sports, feelings, observations.  They just have to be short.  My own status line, posted before I left for the
conference, read, “Elissa Malcohn is off to spend the day at the Florida State Poets Association’s ‘Spring Fling.’”
That status line showed up on my friends’ pages, just as their status lines showed up on mine.

I gave myself the following conditions for generating a found poem:

1. Use status lines only.  Facebook users can post notes, links, comments, and other types of information.  I wanted
to limit my source material to a single category.
2. Use words as is.  I would not change words or transpose them within a phrase.  However, I could make changes
in capitalization and add punctuation.
3. Use material posted by friends only.  Posts can also come from groups, organizations, and causes.  Again, I
wanted to limit my source material, to make it manageable.
4. Collect only those status lines that appeared on April 18, 2009, the same day as the conference, from midnight to
midnight Eastern Time.

During that 24-hour period, 30 people on my Friends list posted a total of 48 status lines.  I copied the statements
into a separate document and made an alphabetized list of the people who had posted them.  I wanted my poem to
represent every individual, but not necessarily every status line, since some people had posted more than one.
I then chose words and phrases that seemed like useful components for a poem and copied those.  Part of that list
follows:

Something broken
all is forgiven
loves this song, especially
your favorite swear word
bend down to pick up his instruments
personally inscribed
I promise myself never ever

Only the underlined words appear in the poem.  Some of the material I’d pulled — the words not underlined — didn’t
get used at all.  Then, using my extracted words and phrases as though they were pieces in a puzzle, I started
assembling the poem.  Sometimes I returned to the original status lines, pulling more material to help the poem flow
as I fitted my puzzle together.  For example, an original post reads, “I just saw Pete Seeger perform. What an
incredible human being. Ninety! He CAN still sing, as well as bend down to pick up his instruments. Never to be
forgotten.”

...................continued on P.8.

Light-III

Gold

The sun rises. Landscape turns to shades of gold.
Old summer grass glows apricot. Pine needle tips
are burnished with topaz. Hills shine butterscotch.
Red fence smolders persimmon. Only the river
continues to glide in silver.

sun rises in gold
fluid amber of morning

orange pekoe tea

C. Valentine


