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A Given Smile mrenee_ FZ"(LVH‘\C&L
A spark of blue flashes &(& P&@’Qf

across the distance between, o
a sparkling blue with a crystal gleam onﬂ

from the corner. COUA‘51

A blue so deep and pure
screaming through my eyes
in an instant fire, burning
through my heart, reaching.

m

Lifting my heart gingerly

on fingertips, burning my soul
in that momentary ecstasy

of your twinkling eye.

On a breathless pinnacle miles high
no words were said

a gift of love on

a given smile.
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If my feet could run, | would,
if 1 could jump, laughing,

if 1 could scream, scream

if 1 could love,

love. RO rL hL
A smile takes life in a cascade of color and of motion

moving across the distance between C,hard
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Your head tilts bringing to focus, on m v
all at once, your face. L
. Odell Spulle

A stalk of golden wheat blows gently in the wind.
Ah, such beauty is reaching to my soul,

. . ‘
| haven't even touched you. meu fm&h




to be read line by line
until the reader reads

“..all ten lines at the

at the last. the victim
"is to recite what he has
" heard each time a new line
is read so that he repeats

all ten lines and is finis

1, one red hen
2. two ducks
3. three brown b
4, four hopping
5. five fﬂ B
&, six simple




even in the evening when the battle is done

& cotton clouds come splashing over the mountains
it is you who wonders while soldiers are sleeping

it is your soul that keeps my gun warm

& when the sun rises above the ocean

no victory seen, no harvest met

it is you that is slaving upon the sea

& it is your child that is playing on the shore

just as the earth lies frightened by thunder
& fire has no alliance with water

50 too have you an enemy which is holy;
it is your freedom that is your master

though i sing of pleasure and know of little
{from the forest to the seaweed)

it is you that i see in my mirror

&itis y{our voice which comes from my mouth
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APRAYER FOR PROGRESS
i.

If the aim of the poet, and all art

is to write the harmonious chord

for the people and some man’s technocracy
to sing, then tell me Lord,

of the better place for me to begin.

for to talk of things unknown is crazy.

I do not know this machine

at all, At best I would tear it apart.

ii.

The shadow foretells the end of the wheel,

or the end of progressive advancement.

Its new revolutions are found in the mill.

Now the wheel lays flat on the asphalt pavement
and spins the Mandala for carnival living.

And throws off, as it rounds, the thrill

of abundances ages late in giving

them over, of human relations, and life that is real,

iii.

No longer the lettuce crops plowed

underground for pure economical reason.

For not solely the Young, now key to elections,

add too, the People and Science Liaisor..

They will rise up a miracle like flowers thru snow.

They will fashion world consciousness, uniting all sections.
But slow, o 80 slow, as artists do know the wheel tips slow.
But so, xt will fait and revolve for us all

as it has always been vowed. Amen. ”n fﬂdeﬂqh\

early in the evening

i gave my love a candle.

walk with me along the many groves

of trees whose leaves

are falling-

walk near me beside waterfalls

which cast out rivers

which will never touch the earth again-
stand with me in a garden

where we can watch the sun go down
although we have ceased to cast shadows-
be with me among the chalky meadows
where the soul weeps in a vacuum;
where we have long forgotten the sleep
of our own eyes

and the dreams of our own silence-
stay with me until my last breath is smokey
and my pulse is still-

like you i know death

is a friend to strangers only,

but soon we will be strangers

to each other.

then in the distance i saw

birds destroying their eggs-

animals eating their children.

no longer will i ask questions
to which answers are laughter
and truths are only tears,

i know the earth is-dying . . .
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... and you know as well as i
our prophets are in asylums
across the horizons,
and where it begins
is where it ends
so, therefore, like horses gone lame
all our consequences are the same . ..

presien A

Now seeming at this time

To be almost knowingly changing
The past crept upon me
with aching ages

leaving the master soul

alone-departed

In yearning, mourning-
miles more, tough frontiers where

grass is burning

The trumpet blared,

minds in turmoil

SWEET MORNING

Honey dew morning
Green carpet of grass

running from the sound

testing the strength of i had a dream where

_ in a zoo all of the animals Rings of white clustered flowers
a lioness broke loose. i had to run Scatter on the hills
sleeping silently to an empty ?age
) & lock myself in Sunshine orange buds of brightness
with one eye open---—--——--- i i o119
Ye op so i could once again Burst out color and life
be free. on the hills

PSRda sun Preston Hooser Yalerie Skwarlo
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Fall’s Afternoon

The light flashed across the court as the clouds covered and
uncovered the sun from her hiding place in the heavens. A large
brooding black cloud hauled his intense mass over the dazzling
brightness of the rays not without some amount of difficulty. The
afternoon was young and promised never to end. Life seemed to pass
by slowly here for anyone lying in the warm grass as the frolicking
game of the sun and the clouds alternately warmed and cooled him. A
few people walked slowly by talking to one another easily and
confidently, and with the familiarity of being old friends. And some
walked silently together.

To one lying back in the tall warm grass with his eyes closed the
motion of the earth would become apparent and he could almost feel
the astronomical weight of the earth turning away from him and
pulling him under and around. As he daydreamed in the sun with his
eyes closed he could feel his life slipping away from him like the
earth. He dreamed of living forever in the solitude of peace and
warmth while the earth rolled his life away beneath him.

Thinking of the smile of a friend nearby he remembered that his
life was at hand. And then a strange feeling rumbled from his brain
and sought a center of consciousness in the lazy awareness of the
afternoon. He opened his eyes turning on his side, and propping his
head up with his hand, he stared across the lawn and waited for his
eyes to regain focus. And as he watched the grey blur separate into
distinct colors and the images sparkle and snap into focus he became
aware of a dull and droning feeling. Somehow he could not remove
the feeling that while Fall’s colors lept and danced in the theater of
man all that he would ever be able to do would be to bide his time
and wait as the days and years floated by.

One Magic Moment

Wedges of dark silhouettes slice
through the icy night blue air
of early morning;

and your heart swells-
pulled upward by the passing wings.

But we can only stand shivering
and watch-

until the sun creeps up

and melts our magic moment.

Fithard Tl

i live in unfamiliar surroundings

though the lives that began here will not end here
they are empty in my memory

i have long forgotten the times when,

like a tree bent to the ground,

i wanted to return to the place where i was born.

{i awoke from the womb
only to sieep in the earth
but like a tree bent

with its ear to the ground
i’'ve often wanted to hear

pm’tcn H\w;gﬁ the music of my birth.)
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Wnat o clumsy, graceless, painful job was dofte on you, aroweag up!
oW You were processed., pushed and pulled, ke o bunch’or metal serap,
Ard stamped <his shape or that accordinako somebody's plant. |
And made %o ik ke wholetime you were bree, wile speciolists
Asserioled qou, Like cars qoing doton the Uine n a factory --
Blind. specialists, who were thediselyes assenioled clomsily.
How o, were made ko el wor (e was Uke a.gruded. tedt
(Q)r ke M%noeotq - -  mukber of poder ond. property

h flash, goft flesh. soft wakery Flesh we are. hike plantsweure .
We grow - - and only partly ean control the way we grow
Our “orng (s deeply rocted in the soll of endless time.
Nekhing 0or minds dax knew can taveh the tugeness of oor being:
Whele qalayies expand beund the btinkma yoor eye,
And angamf creatores how( wikhin yoor owd moon ¢ru, ‘
Yoy cunngt. know. You aranet whak 'yoo think youare. Be sill--
find. ek #his, wondroos thing you are bfold -+ * the woy (& willa

Dale Blissar

Comﬁo.ss'wnj o my peaple, have compassion for yourselves,
hos
H
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| once saw the sea
! once saw the grass
| once saw the birds
| once saw the trees
Now | see signs saying “‘ecology”’!
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The quietly humming train man

carrying its passengers to everywhere
walked

the train tracks lay on the ground, fitk Theasher
into

waiting for a train to tickle them,

Death

that they might taugh.

quite

Unsuspecting the man steps onto the tracks,
happily

and they all Died, laughing and happy

You said

there was no time

to stop and taste

the warm eternity

of each other.

Yes | tell you

Yes, and always vyes;

The earth

has yielded to us

it’s freshness.

Besides,

there is something moving
through your body and mind
that draws me

fike the laughter

of distant planets.
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A cloud of moisture,
forms,

it blows on icy,

winds,

Towards the mountains,
rising from the earth.
Darkening towards the rain.

The moisture begins to condense
To form droplets,

Almost ready to start,

Their long fall to the darkened earth
Just a head.

The droplets floating downwards
Collide

And form drops,

And the first drop falls.

People in the streets below,

Hold out their hands,
And stare upward

Fek Thrssher
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OLD LIGHT
How quickly morphology

shifts

the whole landscape
thrice uprooted

all the tall redwoods
yanked & shipped to Japan

since you snapped

that one

My eyes grow new

the smile crokeder---
Here your coloring

shines out of you differently
as tho measured thru

some other kind of prism
one by which the wave length

of a smile

is easily recorded

Like distant hills by moonlight
your own dark beauty
brightens
lkei meanings of remembered places
illuminated
by time & distance

Carmel Valley
the Zoo at the end
of the Judah line
Tomales Bay
McGee Street
Smith Grade Road
Avenida Cinco de Mayo
Guadalajara Guadalajara
the beach at Point Reyes of
saying goodby
to sand the ocean the untakeable
sea breeze
dorway doorway
backyard
garden
alleyways
bench
forest of countryside & city

The passing of time'il
shatter your heart
recorded in
mute shadow & light
the photographer’s hour

ol yound



h Jopyed loving hex
oment or an instant

. his heart weighs heavily
hi muhen body

n the dorner of her eye
soft ﬁowny cheek

a8 tlp sun moved

. vly in thu‘ : 'alr.y

hex hair

: - THE UNRECITABLE POEM Ntﬁlm':
x h ) poem. a resp:te
es. ‘ of experience

and learning

or deliriums and amazement

from the longer poem whmﬁ il livin‘
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“few words spoken .. S
fewet hearts bmken.“ ﬂluﬁo 18

. legs were screnmu& ess and pain
the mind prw 'H'ld

of us rhym‘aw
like white
identical vapors

A blae shed:.
- “no werd--a
poetry is dead. " Li

like caribou

like water
to

iins grew distant
whe did come
g and sorrow

sponges.
“the buck is above
all sound but love.”

ﬂhd then he camg racing over &
‘and slowed his run to a walk
whm she hnd heen mttmg

three lives

A small number they. do give’ 23
ofllves for poetc to lhre

A young
. deep in b};‘g







