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“OLD TOWN™

Fantasy
«" SEVEN OLD DWELLINGS Twelve years ago you would lie awake
QNTHE EDGE QF TOWN; On an unclear night
SEPARATE FROM THE REST Lift the shade so the window would mix with the smell
AND WORN, Of the murky sky and rusted wooden fence
And maybe the quivering ballerinas
THE CHIPPED PAINT Mother worriedly sleeping in the other room
TORN SCREENS Father breathing deeply like a windy cowboy movie gulch
AND Bh OKEN STEPS Brother dreaming in his insecurity without a teddy bear
BEST EXFRESS MARY While you having imagined yourself having died.
ASTLOOK IN AND SEE HER Tonight alone but alive A
FROM THE STREET. The ceiling, the dense, gray underside of a cloud
' On a shapeless night

Each thought is so much more important

SHE IS LEANING AGAINST That’s the cost of independence

THE DOOR -~ P ; i

' , Y. If i Ise’s d
HER FATHER'S SHIRT UNBUTTONED T0 et e
SHOW ’HER FRECKLED NECK AND CHEST, Logically though, those close would not sleep
HER HAIR FALLS DOWN If you were slowly dying.

T0 FRAME HER FACE Paul Lazzarc
AND HER LEGS ;

ARE COOL AND SOFT AND NAKED
COMING FROM UNDERNKEATH THE SHIRT

SHE LOOKS BROWN IN THE KVENING SUN
THAT'S LOW ON THE HORIZON
GIVING AUBURN SPANGLES
TO THE ROOFS OF THE OLD HOUSES.,
SHE IS 17 AND MAKES MY MOUTH WATER.

LEK KELLY
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the stream
when it's
clear and
n rain
with other
beer bears,
with lions
from
bairs
all thinking
the
same.
al
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dreaming on yer foet

Between people who are sleeping
and those who are dreaming
you don't get too much done.
But if nothing is what yer
looldng for it's just a

fine howdy-do to dream
while you snore.

But to sleep whie yer
standing on the floor

it's better to dream.

mast
gt a barsl
down ot
the end
of the
avenue
who?
do you
think T
how he'd
dish out
2 drnk
for 4 lion
and bear
on the
brink of
nowhere?
0
it's a seare
it's a scare
if's a shame
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Poem for getting into things

living is so incredibly simple

N, Y _ that even the
. And then N world’s smartest
- when I escape Z

man can readily understand it.
I can enjoy myself.

& EaY,

A\ % this is to inform all you people
S W g / who know more about it.
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Miriam Hitcheock

I Decide

Lines and a smile

In the corner of your eyes

Define your laughter

And that voice giving reasons why

It feels good to make you laugh
Appeal to my loving

Reveal your hopes of me
Conceal your feelings about me

Miéhelle Chaput

I'won’t let you know

I've yet to let you go

Don’t be silent now

I'll give as much as you allow

Tell me if you're pleased

I could give myself with ease

Is there something there inside?
It’s not that I decide

Paul Lazzaro

1
Think about you!
You

Think about me?

Why
Desire knowing you
Through

tndersanding me

(He
Wonders if she
Cnres

Ahout three}

Three
Are “vou” and “I”

And
Together “we”

Paul Lazzare

}

{ ot dnase o Bre saviranisg il
the peedctor sioths iy prey
srich ue the voung wicne
rrusses the seser,

By choanee destruction is weasied
o deuvs dn which only

the tevious or e spontancaus
will reaet.

Mather is the child of mother
wha bears her young tn poin
und releases them with o

kizs of ireationality-.

And Nature watehes and,
necasionally decastates,
sennding her stone,

devoid of human emotion.

but enshrined in full life
erushing u mother’s dream
with fate and time ns

Mother's vxeuse

frod's reasoning.

Lee Kelly
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confusion of parts
remachined and educated ..
to work in time
synchronized in existence
lost words

ona
fine feeling fence
elbows outstretched.

le 80934 magstro

The Heirophant

My eyes have seen your face there

H Drinking coffee
i My eyes have heard your voice
i Whisper softly

] i % My heart feels the words you

; § % Have yet to say
|

et =

,
O

1 here to know you — we're
Come a long, long way

POt

Our days quickly pass with all
The things we do

When we’re apart, my thoughts
Are those of you

It seems as if, today, another
Song’s been sung

There’s much left to do — I've
Loved the things we've done

T ——— SR
e sn s
S

Do you seem uncertain of what
A joy leads to?

I've yet to really think of it, so neither |
Should you {
Today’s too beautiful, no sunsets
There at all |
§ That is, unless, either of us should }

\ Trip and fall

i\ 1'm very glad to know you're a
\ Friend of mine

1f you’re down, call me, no ma
| What the time y
\ For, if you feel you need someong
There to hold Y
1I°lf be right over, there’s much |
Haven't told

—

True, we need no strings or want
A ball and chain

But do you object to what we
Have to gain?

It seems as if we grew

From tha lesson to be learned
It seems as if in our lives

A page has been turned

We have found more to share
And it warms me $0

11l feel compassion “til it’s
Time to go

My heart feels the words you
Have yet to say

1'm here to know you — we've
Come a long, long way.

e e e s,
—,

Laury Fuller
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wond ers
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the troth o
sitha o T Rememberances
\)'uw.\cqo.rc\ I've packed my bag and left the.

wi i the woen Room where my past is lying

-.sMqu slowe, It’s gone forever

wife a VUSs! There’s no denying
I’ll remember, but won’t grow
shuffle Tired !
when \ gek old' |
in e ; § I’m free and flowing
M TRE slow ! I'm me and growing
loe of Life 1 give thanks for the people
4 dakes bime 1 have found
~ to see Laury Fuller
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an Jing PURE GOLD
n o o you won’t see me
' in the dark of night
w\{\c\ but i can see you
wkmf!(ivq and love you i do

dust

ido not hide

though you never look
what will it take

for you to see what i make

is your time so full

with the men of fancy
you always gaze through
the eyes that want you

iam only free
and have no more to offer
tn ! i stand very tall

because, to me this is all

i don’t mean to ask
for so very much

but is happiness not
the goal to be sought
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the wealthy are gifted
but only with worn paper
i offer you riches

that will never need stitche}

look into my eyes

what you see is real

and society daes not rule

but only those who are fool
Bill Blackston
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in the hustle prudery
falsehood began

me being glad for
subtle ravings

lost again
to wonder out loud

speaks
and i follow
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You
Want to know me?
I
/ Want to know you!
/ Why
i Ask about me
When
/ I question you
/ (She
Wonders if he
A Can
j Yet even see)
See

That willingness
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self quow old

consciousness reforged

silent chaos rings hollow
your confusion shroud
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‘HORNBLO w-*s LOVIN SONG
godly me go:k me. boy: me palleys
P when I was livin with Sally O’Ralley |
. we was a kissin an a bumpin just g
. a jumpin every day -
 could yer thinkin a somum, better
;-'!'jext ta pass the time away
" me hearts éxpoundin PO . :
1ouda touda I égn hear it from the cold SR 'ﬂ;!

‘I can see her little irises

and I feel I'm gettin old
Jjest a peekin thru the pouch at me
me ivy brontosaurus and sure
it was a bitten day the balmy" ddy
Imet her’
" cox she wert the seme o the shop
an the ding o the dong she was
‘. the wrong of the right an
. the right of the wrong the curvin of
the wheel and the edge of the curve -
she was the favore that every good bay does deserve
she was the diﬂy and I was the dally
when I was in love with Sally O’Ralley
we took us to bed when she got up the nerve
and with her il was a matter
of mind over mattress an I loved jest
‘@ watchin her slowly undressin
which she always was doing with no consultation -
20 I'm sixty years old with no possible
explanation of why I'm still a lovin her
exceptin because I do. ‘

Pz

Steve R. Johnson
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SITTIN on THE ocep)  WAVING ArouwD MD GURGLING  powin)
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I MIGHT Be You
50 (L, TAKE oFF RS DEXT OVE AUD NOW THE oWiON 5 BLUE /j
FLOATIN oK) Do) The (HIMINEY FLIE // (
LIFE 15 LIKE A HOMAN AOT 1T oo )1 MignT B2 LIKE Q) '3
So \T BECOMES A FRARZLE
6F WUMANS TRYIN TD RRZZLE TRZZLE W}
THE GODs

Y.

AND BeCoME HoLy /;é//?
BuT THEY Dowy LNPERSTAND i ?b )4
THEYRE TRYIN T BE (005 ° /
AND THE qo0s Are TRYIO TO BE MAW
50 | SKIPFED SHWN THESE SEJEN STEWING SToRES
To SEE wHAT | AM
IF 1M A PILE OF BoNES
WITH VISHNY 1N MY HAND (&
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THAT MALES THE DomtlUT Hol €

It came from nothing, void of light,

AL 10 OWE BLow
the ether floated in the night.

1 MAY MOVE FAST
BUOT AV MoviNG, siowd

The formless shapes took hold at fast,
and matter from this all was cast.
Electrons twirled round atoms core,
and then combined to make some mare.
Collecting here, collecting there,

with no more death, life sprung with flare,

Robert Searles




"Battle Hymn"

The hero weeps, this land of ours
Repents its enemies battle scare.

The crippled soldier, state my name
Don't greive for me, my cross is paid;
There is no dawn, just truth remains--
This story is soaked in bloody stains.

The medals cast away in shame--
No honor now in murders game;
What price in life is a piece of tin,
I'll just defy the rights of men.
The cripple soldier cries again;
I've paid the cost in other's pain.

The Battle Hymn rings loud and clear.

For mothers, sisters, wives to hear:

Your man will make the flames grow higher
And die as fuel for the fire.

The general says we'll win the war
Just sacrifice ten thousand more;
Trained to kill by gun and knife

To kill for peace and die for life.
No-no! the crippled soldier cries,
Down here is where it's filthy lies.

The Battle Hymn rings on and on
And mocks the bombs of those who've gone.

Defies the graves of soldiers slain
Whose lives were thrown away in vain.

The people now began to see

The war's not all it's said to be;

When veteran's fathers stand in line

To beg forgiveness for their crime.

Done with for life, the cripple said

But show we must for those who're dead.

PFC R. L. Rennert
U.SMm.C.

Steve R. Johnson .




Life

A4 pebble grey

on stream hank brown,
a blade of green

from humus down,

a bolder white

of crystal quartz,

a tree so high

the sky supports,

a world spinning
round an’round,

in universe

the globes resound
the vapar of all life
unknown in water,

fire, air, an’ stone,
is found,

all round,

Steve R. Johnson

With darkness gone

NQY){Q%SK& ! W\%kj %8 o / the grass did grow

along the streams

their seeds to sow.
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7 Although they died,
their careass laid
upon the Earth,

o it then decaved

into a mound

of nutrients

in which new life
took recompense,

‘ N { then spread across
;é i\\{'en ua;z{&ee ey /e ke, that ¢ il T this world of ours
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