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A Note and an Acknowledgement

For lovers of newly minted verse and warm green stone, Serpentine, latterly
resuscitated, is here again, proud to serve up another helping of favorite wares.
The magazine may not be quite as predictable as Hailey's in its orbiting but, like
some quantum comet improbably wobbling, it can be counted on to return
nonetheless — testimony to the abiding, if irregular, renewability of poetic fervor
and fecundity. And once again this Serpentine, one of the campus's annual
literary magazines, has been sponsored and funded by the CSI Student
Government, and we wish to express here our deep gratitude for that support.
Also with this issue. Serpentine introduces a new policy: its pages are now open
to CSI alumni poets as well — in the present instance, to four undaunted veterans
of poetic fray who are well on their way in their adult careers to turning the
world of poetry on its metaphorical ear.

Again our congratulations go to all the poets whose work appears in this issue;
our regrets go to those poets we were not able to publish. And to our faithful
readers we say. Read Serpentine as a solemn and occasionally not so solemn
tribute to the evedasting muse. Enjoy.

The Editors
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Gonboy-Man

WIld &5 gpen pairs, kiddng up dust
s lier love for him
Gonboy-Ven.

Ratted wood ad whiskey
Qung to hs tongue like asdon
Using kisses like a concedled wegpon.

A tersdy pitched piano ture
R thraugh Hs outlaw veins
Wrangling woren like cattle,
Thet Conboy-Ven

He roped her in

He was wearing gurs an his heart.
He cdled her “ Darlin”
Gonboy-ven.

He saided her; led her
To the prairie of his heart-thick with cadus,
Trotting anay— never looking bedk

Se ligered for his shiny hemronica
Lingering in the dstance

Like the noen of the loconotive
On its horenerd un

And g waited for im
Like an dd worren who et a

Cat out — years ap
To retum from the fidds.

He coves with adark low lying brim
Her saire rattles like afrightened see
As he paces his hard on her sin
Asif the hide of ahose

Remincs her of Hs qLideess

On the trigoer as e puls anay.

He thinks hel's a herg,

Gonboy-Ven

And for dl the tine he hes stden from her
He could have egsly ridden

With the likes of the Colter Boys

ledie A Fese



This Woman's Pan

Berd gil sts dae in the inner wish world:
“Come out to play!" Se soeans, “No!”
Ch beautiful prinoess,

Whet is the price you pay

For the imprisonmrernt of your sainit?

Hirt with thoms of the

Tragic heraire but

Rererrber, no ae sl recdl your rene . ..
And you face to dust

Little Deriing, Little Lark,

Chaming Batde Dl

Dress yp in costung, jends ad soart,
Bath day ad night.

Reesat to touch, to s, to udess
Then tossed into the bin with the rest.

Sin loe with the noon—

Doss it nat keep itself half in dakess

Where mygterials lives of losers

Hude doddirre by a

Dreamike exdtersion into the infinite,

Activated by moorays, never gaing anywhere.
Hordess, dildess? Fee lovers never tied to esch ather.
Bdess ety rituel of deesure

Surh is this worren's pein

ledie A Fasr



S Gand

You who st S0 degarntly
siling a ile that lods
like afronn, hiing your
rels, anenvous heit |
oo You talk of

pdlitics, of the rich, of

the famous, but whet of
SEss sudck last wesk,
ad Andrea, who ran off with
asdla? Oh, ny dear

You who sit 0 degartly,
who knons of your afairs,
the lovears you todk to your
bed when your hustend wes
nat a home. Od you know
he wes and lill is chedting
onyou? But ro, hieh, heh
no ae isto know of your

weskess or S0 you thought.
Oh, ny dear!

You who Sit S0 deggntly,

you bum with pesson

strong, how could you heve
thought that no ane would

find out about your so-called
walks on the beech, or those
late lundnes? And how coud you
hae thought your rere

would nat ke comected with
scad ad soar? Oh, iy dead

You who st 0 elegartly,

you sit and talk about how hes
doing this, and $e's sedirg

who. But whet about you? Do you
know thet you are the nein isse
of their conversations tonight?
They gile in your face, yet, they
ae laughing behind your bedd Srh
is life, my dear. W\& take the snedt
dang with the saur, we hope for
hittersneet endings.

\ddse M Bitrren



I Krew; But | Didn't Know

| didn't knowyour rene
but 1 knewyour srile

| knew your tears
fdling from your e/es

| knewyour stress &5
yau looked around in despar

| krewyour Syle
youre very srat

| knewyour arsners
to questions adked of yau

| knewyour laughter
you greed it to everyore

| krewyour payfulness
espeadly around kics

| krewyour sHI0EES
yau knewwhen to straighten up

| knewyour fears deep insice
Ives avays there for yau

Lknewyou were searching for a
dreamthat lcouldn't sere

Bt yet of dl of ths
| il did not know are thing



The Poet of the Fao
(Horege to Bl Bay)

A refreshing shoner on an August aftermoon,
Unexpected and welcorred,
Drenched ws with Its mrelodic dluge.

Each nate — bridlette teer —

Gorgeadly dlistened

Tumbling from aove

The daress of the bladk ard white peper
Qouded his hyilliance

With the suodnat stary of Hs degth

A spint unfetteredt urique vaidrgs thet
Soered], swooped, ard piroeted,
Hamronized beneath Saocato notifs
Modally bom, predsdy perfomed

But the heavers rain no more,

And the spirit's been whisked asundhr.

The sfarzanob slenced earth rareins parched
W&iting - waiting

Fak Faara



Berlin, Brancenburger Tor

Ore world, dvided into two
sandng Sce by sce

ard yet
separated by nore then Ece
both dressed

with the bladred-gad barrer
but ae

shoning the free wirgs of the eede
the ather

burdered by the henmrer ard sdde

At the ecte

of two worlds we stard
you —

wheee feet ad mind are tied
to asysem
norbdieving in letting go

| -

whoe heart ad eyes ae filled
with your samow
ureble to rdease, to free you

The cutain —

which sick am | faang?
the hosss

showtherr tals

the caniage

is moving tonerd you
for

Ivak on westem gtraits
while you

tread on esstem cokded paverrent.

My goes

leae the marks of bood
behird

with every Sep | tde

The juice

anedt juice of liberty
tasted

for are brief moment

not e.en

sadloned yet, nor ever will
for

the merdless red am

destroys
with its very lest gasp

DOd you nat

know the curent edrarce rate
freedom

for one seood

degth

for the reg of your life

— nmy casn

you could not know

Martina, Aspirdl



wax moon reflections

vex moon refledions
inwindow dass
Oeed winter

on ny ked<

stained yellow
Chist tears
of store-front
dudes

with herds in podets
ful of nathingress
ny feet caess

the aenues

(gdlish herds
where ae
ny fece

you held

your bregth mist
touched e

& never gpin
your lips
nngets

of hair

thet onoe

ny fingers wore
and darosd
ad dayed
and dreaed
of living there)

for just ane hour

3 lifes time

of wards

id gwe

then

ney \enus
flee her orbit

ad dl stlanding Statues

redine

JomPaul Rtitso



i love to look at you when

i loe to look a you when

you dep

your souders are softest

when moonlight warmrs the room

(and night only Is our friend)

lovingly | hdd you

In the hallow of rmy body
degp duber takes you

far angy — amidnight joumey

Ksding your heirtroneyes
YOUr MUEness

too fragle a ddferse

for whet ey (or may not)
lie bereeth

ad|

youg

(and conseuently strag)
0 ngestically inpotent
for |

with dl my baing (there)

cn only loe you
JomPaul Rdhiuso



The White Widker Room

The white widker room
Ws ae weshed in surlight
It peirted rairbons over my douds

The white widker room
St with lemon yellow pilloas
Soathing ny hurts ard sarons

The white wicker room
Qur gpadid comer of the world
Touched by her wisdom ard loe

The white widker room
Now dards slert
The dair isenpty - the anisgre

Catherire Battaro

Pieces of the Puzze

I look a your face ad s the anger
I look in your eyes ad sethe loe
WIll we ke dle to pick up the piees?

Weé saamto go around in drdes
Never gt to any are dace
The pats of the pude are scattered

Our tire is stden by ahers
Our ererges spert on the trivid
Our e ae fragrented.

The epliness surounds e

The memory of your vaice heurts me
The sdinters are dlipping through ny fingers.

Caheine Battaro



frozen lover

adifferert time
adfferent gace
adasing door

an qpen gEe
amsirg sag inaplay

can i sy whet | wama sy befare youire too far anay
don't g&t e wong its just asay
yau know the music must go an

it's just astary of alittle gnl

who hid behird her winter dathes

who fraze p d the edtes where the little floners grow
ad ge payed irsice her fartasy

e pegde sy the ice wes free

but de payed with little floners

yau know i think ge payed too heavily

ard the sses0s dage the soWto rain
but the frazen pecple fed o pan

ard the floners neither gow nor de
ard the children do nat love or ary

they're sdlling rainbons &t the five ad dime
astorebought dream don't weste o tire

but knowweve braken two or three this year
but the storebought dreans don't Sed o tears

and sre payed irsice her fartasy . .

bt i've ssn ny frazen lover ay
the sunlight nrelted through her ejes
you know i never will forget the day
i savyour Sdes

dl fdl anay, dl fdl anay

dear God i therk you for
your living Sm

who nrelted through
ny predas ane



buming
hidden at the medting of the mountains
lies the pelace of the gdden fem and the white pine
only at the dying of the day can the farest aise
the pavillion of the white hirch gons the buming videt within
the hamlods rabed in satin green Hadaness bedkon beyord the fading fire
dl rise at twilight
to cal the sou beyord the rody petrs

dl rise a twilight

to cl the sl above the redting hills
only the dillness shous now
bedaas now

to perce the ees

OnmyGod  it's the bright and moming star
Ony Cod dl who have ssn ean only follow far

dl who have sen ean only fallow far

David BacH



johnny's stoned again

johmy's staned agein
Who's been wetchin im
the kid vwes only ten
killed himwith his Baez

chucky used to play
with besetel cards dl day

now his rrickey nouse supise
can weeh the fears anay

geeh of pein drans the blood o fire
didn't seit drip till it al run dry
dakest gan from the ainson lie

ve Sib we Srge invain ve srive . . .

mickey ded today
in auch astupid way
brde the hdiiday
Icee the mesquerace

may logt those ejes

ges of no dggise

didn't redize

those eyes could never lie

aad ran fills the wlls 0 high

goes donn 0 soath satisy — 90 stisfied
deep within lies the seddng ee

reilled doan o tight but I've seen her ay

look the street’s aflare
the podts wert irsre
couldn't bear to watch
the sLidce aggin

look the street's dlane
the poets wert irsare
the sLidde aggin

| e ssn then rge the g

the fire smoulders the fire des
are their God and aurse their king
stop the children they will not sing
they will nat srg

rdertless yet the gk
noming pierce the dark
lreek the shedow's lark
bum its frazen heart

buming gpen wice

fire st the sky
children do nat ary
the flare will never de

for unto the erdaved

in such asinple way

was bomachild

who Fes tom the nigt anay

for the light it shires in the dakeess
and the dadkness will be no nore
for the ligt it shires in the dakess
ard the darkness hes been destroyed
for unto Ls achild is bom

David Beicd



Feding Reality
| s her lying on the bed
A pillow fluffed beneeth her heed

The blarket is resting above her feet
I walk to the bed ard take a st

Her white heir softly toudhes her shouder
As | touch her winkded hend my body becones colder

Se sudenly andes ad lodks into my ees
| redlize nowthat sre hes bloan nmy dsglise

This eldery woren on the bed is redlly "Me"
Yet, | camnat face this redlity!

Alere Waish



Aloerad]

Jesk long tender thighs twisting,

they cortart into gertle comdsions,
seas of the flesh Lovers gap

each aher's heart playing vdleytll

they sard it fiying into eech ather’s court.

Meek shart eegart eyes edipsing
they dart snedlly into saft ing
shoners sedng floners perod pos,
they are quick to armive hard
celivered insice my mortal harre.
ek long tender thighs twisting,
the rhythm of gentle humen bodies
caessing anomert of life

floating fregly upon douds suspandid
over the moon, | long for you

Meek shart degarnt eyes edipsing
the looking dess to your sau
singng silert sags of loe

they paint the barren fidds within
aeding a menory of you forever.

Dave Mezzacaa

Child War

Medhires of pein gind

Upon torrbstones long decayed
Msslles fly, bonbs rege

Upon the heats of children
Never to witess dd age

Dae Mzzacamma



Partirg the Red

Eatin’ Gheez Doodes
with dl this nedhess aroud her

in prk parts

al those legs Stiding out
fusthia pdka
dotted aes
folded behind
litle petent-leathered shoes

perperdicar to the long row
of random feat.

It wes are of too mary Sunday nights of restiress, it ssened . ..

nore fog of sore sart
ran cenpress
deep donn

insde, nore of the sae
different entertainmernt. . ..

Which child belanged to which father with thet radio playing

menmoies
of the same dd poor easss

pervace the soart of degdng berdwamers
looking heppy ad slly
in costunes of
nisery

but the musdans ss through the worry
of s qparas
the digust of priarities.
I wish | were in Cdlifomia

but here | am
like a herdered
piece of gm

until IT cones in to cany
the dronned meicen

weding through anather living nightrrere
to hae



ad hdd ne
doan to pdesare ause
thet simuates the horror of
quigted reminisoences. . ...

Deliver ne
to the red terror,
stepang off of ane nohile ed
to see the muitiplied dvision of soneare dsgs
ed it here
Say twenty feet offt Sure,
| an take it
to the paint of floaing
red beauty
goning in the nemn light
harde spoars of danmetion
fork full of savetion
Sab that! Beby,
I nesd you
to pul e agoss the red
=
| tdd ya it woud dl tum

OLL.

K Hapd
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Portrait

Se coes, donly, slenty

An gpparition with geen ees

Her voradaus mouth is gpen wide

Lips, strained over sared yellow teeth

Are mostenad by the fliddng of a dadened toge
Doughy white sin, dry from the warting

Hées in pupletinged aeh thet falls to the floor
B it's those ees

Those dittering green atts that ceesdesdly search
For whet is not hars, building on the warting
Feading the ptiless enptiness thet dives her
Those

&
Se pus her darp herd on your am
To have you join with her in the warting
Trying to daim you for her oan
Yet deisbut awaith
Only ade to kegp whet willingly SLoountbs
You hae jugt to move your am and her herd will fall
You will nat ke trapped in the cdd green fire
Of thoe ges
You trentle ad | hope
For her herd bagins to dlip
Then you tum to Sare ful into the nechess
And are caght, seduoed by the nesding of evenything
The pairtless, painted wenting of &l thet is nat yours
Those greedy e/es
You shudder and wrench your body
In acunve angy from her fom
Thet's dl that is needed to drive her from you
The geaneyes nongter isfled
Thoe efes ae
No nore
Your raad breething dons
You asure e thet dl iswdl
Thet her wanting hes not becarre yours
And sy it wes Sinply an understandeble flash of jedadly
With lifted heed ad sl sile you conpose your fediures
But &5 | lodk full in your face
| Mt wonder &t the green that dlints
In the depths of your ges

\Mindna Zero
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Denvish

Hs dubby little body twirls

Inits joyful jig of unsteady discovery

Hs amrs are hdld straight out

Hands open, gagding at colored lights
Feethers ad ice aeam

Hghpitched bdls of exdtenernt ring

As Hs laugter pedls out

The it seood of overbelance ad

Sukin thunp of his battom an the campeted floor
Daten his gyes only momentarily

The dagpping of His oan herds restares his wonder
And provides the riythm for his dance

Hs strong braee body sirs

In merewers aired & outsarting the others

And gaining whet he paraaives to ke the world's dferings
Beautifl worren, fagt cas, dry wirne

And the luore to seure it dl

Are whet nake his heed tum

As esch women leaes ad dregs ae dl thet remrein
In the battles

He gazes around hinrsdlf in suprise

Hs dance invdves contartions of mind and being
He scarodly inegined

Blood thrabbing In his veirs poaers his movenernts

Hs brittle body twists

As he paes hinsdif out of the dair

Veking nenve endings pinched between aching bores
Syeamin Hs heed

Teas care to his ees but he isnat sure

If they are causad by the peirs of hs flesh

Or by the sutden redlization

Thet he doesnit knowwhy he gat up

He lears heavily on the cae

As his body tips pest its center of bdance
Sonly ke loners hirsdf into the dhair again

And ssardres behind his eydics for merrories of Hs dance



Through Aass

Through dass _

pegple nove agaret curents
ans reeching
hair sreaming

Not rreking arny headnay

Ble gemn

Ressure hdds eech e fast
fixing them
aushing them

In avise of aud sdftress

Thean

Canat reech these great detts
nesding wanming
werting lighting

Of dark comers ad aevices

Mouths e

As s8.30UrTs roer in Iy ears
oarbling words
dstarting vdoes

Lot in the Hiss of the surf

Heeds tum
Ad ees buige out & ne
lids blinking
6Es aying
Tears that wesh anay in the krine
Your desth
Hes swert e up in this tidd wave
lreddng e
dronning ne
I'm on the wiong Sck of the dass

\indna Zero
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Quch! No!

Quchl No!
Those wards (inortd anes)
when 1surendered mysef
to you (yes you).
You were the winner ard
|, the loser
(in this situation, &t leest).
I wart it beck Cant hawe it beds,
it's broken
(Mommy, cean it be fixed?)
| hurt (thet hurt).
And you
dl too willing to acoet it.
Ohyes
Yau might have brden my spinit
(ard nmore)
but you won't (heer thet?)
lresk me doan
(erd valk angy).
How cean | be corplete?
(I'm missing parts-want a refund?)
| anaworen
A gil isconplete.
Understand?

Lisa Sdomn



Clest laMe

Fesdst New York rebdls, lonly lades working rights.
Mushroom barbs ad gun cortrd,

the neon lights fieeh off and an

A conded ber “but you adrink?' routine,

agroe filled room

No tirre to think or conterrplate,

or ae gt have to goerd the night dae.

An angy ob, some bodes strewn aoss a street.
“Go about your husiness” sameare yells; adp Isheard
While children play with mekeshift toys

in tattered dathes with sordd sels

aoop car syesdes doan ablodk; the dese lsan
till someore's hurt, then they are gore,

to buet aflock of kids sdlling pat on the camer.
Cest lavie

And ahdl of ae

Lisa Sdontn

Caged Bird

A tiny mound of feethers
lying in aduster in the
comer of its

oold ged cae
Mdtionless
whet vas Iving

ae

fying free. ..

Jeare Rdes



Twilight Sererece

Fom

ad

thought

ae dnas sogt
but rever quite
ersailed
dnensiod didum
ahided by

ard ket in surligt's
sadum

The dance within
(@auioss thing)
shedons dart

then filter in
timdless gece
(@lonely dece?)
ard infinite an
SO's Sting

Ludd dreem

swift floning
dream

inected

ponderaus
norphing;

dey ard night

brief respite

the dhart is head
fr ad dligt
round the goning
carpiire bright;
flidering fartasy
of forgotten sdenes
gy twilight sererece

Jeare Raas



Two Sicss of the Sare Coin

| believed in you
as diildren bdieve in negc.

The troudle is

The deeper you g into asuedt like loe or megc
the nore disooureged you becarre

becase eventhings afde

| werted to believe thet Carlo hed neck the silk handkerchief
e —

after dl, 1 sawit with my oan eyes —

but his book sad thet befare the perfomrence

you sawa string into the lining,

atach it to an dadtic band which rurs Up your deee

and is pimed to an irside podeet.

| tried his turbler trick in my kitchen,

and dl the water spilled out;

it nescs a gpedd dass

avilabe a any megc shop.

Sowhen you shoned ne thet love isanillusion,
just anather dregp stunt

to be carefully rehearsad,

deverly staged with dick peatter and expert tirming,
| shoudh't have been anezedt

the whde icea

is to think like a child

and let yoursdlf ke foded

Jeny Kass



For Young Reeders

The artics of Chipper ddlight my sm

in liting cdars and playf conundrus

thet darnce aacss the pece

Together, Chip and Nancy sesk adray kitten,
muddying their new shoes, but fargiven,

to ny sarls relief,

by Mother, who hed thought the children lost.

Nangy's dhedks ring with fresmess, blonde aunds bounce,
& Chipper Sairts biithely

around comers on adeaning tricyde.

Does Chip ever gow Lp

to leam how much these peges lie?

Inthe seqLA,

nat sitadle for young reeders,

he will come to tens after a brief srupge
mary twice for love, dvarce bath wives,
procreste enlesy

and strike the child in helpess rage

when Hs noney isgore

Nancy aborted during the year her pararts ded
A faded dude,

e drark because her lover cursed the beby
e caried, which wes nat his.

The ddals soetines vary a bit,

& do the plats of childreris bods

| asaue my s bdlieves the partion he hes read
And becase heisny an

I amare he will rerrain
saunch, firm and whalg,

like the dneradters in sare adluit fiction
| recertly enjoyed,

men whose ludk and hedith preval
een beyad the ludicrous hopes
nurtured by our children

in innocenoe

ad by ausdves

in despair.
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The Pod

A boy searded in asrdllow pod for dreens

Whoee giinting fliders tartdlized s eje

Bdow the gt murk: avisoous trough

Bgended by the dazding geds of light.

Hs aude thurb plunged to where the spaides twirled,
Germmed ripples fled the certer, nudged dag

Till dssipeted, while his brden reils

Ruled curded dline from suddng heaves of mud

The settled pod wirked drearrs’ deceits aggin
Until adry gl later in the yeer

Drew doan the weter, left the pond a pit
Without adinrer, rutted bottom bere
Bxoat for dhips ard fragents thet hed flashed
Bereeth the sufece — 1uins of ather hearcs

Jany Kass
Homecoming
(for Gary Guile)
In adream
our nathers
flyto s

ad kned for the first tine,

their wings behind them fallen

like two gart tears

The gaee firdlly peded from their earth s,
they sire

transparent

& if their bodes were hallow shaes where rivers floned,
camying us our inheritance.

Seldng with recognition

we ae caught in that drde of Hue thet isthem
ard the part of s that hes dways been lost
leeps, s they fly,

onto our rising beds

There are things beyord
I'm sony.

Dora Deder
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Acceptance

“Monmg," de sad gently, “ I've acoonished dl youve aded for.
I'm o longer fat and my house is now in arde;

| have a beccalaurete, I've graduated schod,

Sony ‘twesnit dore before; it's nat thet | wes aud;

| never seaed to find the time, but now the kids are groan.

And son theyll scatter to the wind, but I'l rerrein & hone

S gwe to e your Hessingg, the acogptance thet | crave.”

But the only sound heard wes atear falling softly on the gae

Toby Gearzay

An Inpractical Joke

What god is this who meketh men
Withoutt their legs to walk?
What god is this who meketh ears
Not hear, or mouths to talk?

Isthis the god to be revered

And loed by ae ad dl?

Twes amongras joke Upon our race,
But now the joke doth pl;

For those who are of strang, sound linb
And know neught of these aises

Must ask whet sort of god isthis

Who demends such saarifices.

Toby Gearzay



Sandburg Must Be Tuming Over In Hs Grave

Corputer Sdence Mgjor for the Gity,
Teacher Meker, Rt Stoke,
Hayer with Hidoees ad the Printer of Progans,
Soned, bored, nasy.
Qdllege of the Bg Mouths:
They tell ne you ae illiterate ard | bdieve them for 1have reed
the graffiti sraied upon your bethroom gls
And they tell e you are borbed ad | amsier: Yes it istrue | e
s the dassyeyed out on the quedange
And they tel e you are bewildering ard ny rely is On the feces of
your suterts | have ssn the puzzenernt duning regstration
And having amsnered <0 | tum aee ore to those who seer & this
my adlege, ad | gve them bedk the seer ard say to them
Gone and show e anather adllege with stoned heeds babhing urere
they are dive ad raoous ad coarse and stirking,
Ringing ety batles aid the buehes piling ane on anather; here
isa bad beer duge, st vivid egairet the sudias.
Thirsty ssacard desart<rossed, cuning as apothead in the
SAECR Widamess,
Enptyheeckd,
Silling,
Wreddng,
Burping,
Ralling, toking, rerdlling.
Under the smdee, mundhies in his hend, laughing with full
nmouth
Under the terrible burden of the bursar, laughing esafod
lags
Laughing even &s an ignorant. person who hes never reed a
book
Brapging ad laughing thet under his belt is a Sxpeds ad
under His jadket the finest Parerma Red)
Laughing
Laughing the stoned, bored, nasy laughter of Gass, half-
aodked, staning, proud to be Conputer Sderoe Mejor,
Teacher Meker, Rt Stoker, Rayer with Hidees and the
Pinter of Pogyans



Daddy Sid

Deddy said music is beautiful
lie put on andbum
Then 1 in the room
ard listlered to apera

ard | thought it wes great.

Deddy sad poetry is beautifu
9 he brought in a book
Then | & an his bed

ad 1reed hmapoem

ad re griled & ne

Deddy sad | wes sdif-oertered
2 | threw anggdn & him
Then 1t inacdd fidd

and ripped out the gass

and lodked at the moon

Deddy sad there wes nathing to dsass
2 | wote him aletter ard te ripped it up.
Then | ran doan to toan

ad s on the platfom

ard wetdhed the trains go by.

Deddy sad “ If you leave this house tonight youire
never caming bedd”

S 1grabbad my handbook

then | put on ny coet

adinthe ca

ard aied for along long tire.

Veriame Jablon



The Commuter Shuffle

The early noming Monday
ferry noves donly
SOALY
through the weter.
Behind e

the window is fogoed
drops of

weter

tridde,

nn,

race doan the pare

| amindined

to geen

the window:

Ahhh,

to bregthe the

odd

denp

sty air,

to let the fog swil ard
withe throughout the boet.
Dendrg and drding

it would sk

the pairted feces and the
three pece alts

and dlither about the stilletto heds

dewwoud corderee ad digen
on diddng knitting reades
ard on svelly Haeres

held in pudgy wirkled herds
Oor sour mouhs.

1 would like to stir these
degy ep

owamad dy ad

baring

BORING

(but nowit's tirre to dhuffie
off the: boet).

Dayin

day out

cach atrain
cach aferry

neh

RUSH downtown to work.
I velk quickly down the Street.
Yau SOB

You stuad lady
high heds diddng,
fa pupe
tert-encasad body
snaying

vedding

like a duds,

talding the whde
sidenak

1smdl you

Shet

sdening videts
anost



1 Ahh - rdie,
but now
the rain qLides.

Suokrly

the unbrdla ueress is IN
lsness boons

BOOVIS

an ey Wet coTer.

If | were Hich

wp insice

ae of thee

dry skysorapars,

the ground would ke
cdorful,

the babing untrellas
aestheticelly

Heesing

but

down here,

splasting the puctdes,
sedrg ad

darting in

ths cond

of wet-aeling bodies,
the untrelles
aeweos,
eyepoking
hair-catching
V\EAPONS,

These early moming commiuters,
this ddiviaus

amy

shifles

ad

waddes

in forretion

s dosd

(o coffee yef)

on their

way

to

work

Maianne Jedon



A Sice of Life in Livingston Manor, N.Y.

Gapoothed and gressy haired

sringy ard dirty

pregnart and fourteen

“Hey Kim wherls the brat due?’

"Is you ad Jrmy goma gt narmied?”’

Her little Ssters tessad

they adired her proud wetenrelon sarech
"Kim, youre so lucky

you don't gotta go to schad o nore.”

Shirley ves in love too,

then )

Se maried Jdn, Jnies twin
Later, Jam left Shirley for Irere
(dewss Kims sge).

Now Irere hes are beby by Jamn,
Shirley hes two by Jam

Kim hes three by Jm

(those Peny brathers sure are fertile).

Uwed mothers with two Ids
never oo to adlege.

Wedded teeregars with three kics

never firish high schod.

Whet's it like in the chiden factary, Kin®? Jn®
You go hare stinking of gessy, bloody dides.
Fedhas pastered in your hair,
stiddng to your Sin

Od Whiskey Sm

lived in the dlley

between the laundry

ard the Hotel Qaire barroom

QOd Hadk men

gizZed white whiders

ge felt het

ad whiskey lresth

SAd "There's afloner for you, little lady.
My, you is beautifu.

All you little ledes is beatiful.

You dl better treat them right.

Yau hear e, guys?

They don't trest you right, little lady.
Yau tell themol' Samis goma g2t them

Mariame Jadan



Passing the Open Windows

\#tth the Sinmer canes tre life
Wam dhys essy strife

In dc ' Srter anves the add
Bt well nake it pest the gpen windoas

We" al islost days o0 ked
Whe- &' ae hgpy and youire il sd

WY dl fiends tum to foe
T.c anay from the goen window

Cathy Gonrally



Life Inside White

When | gadlated

I wore alily white goan
agpingt a peaoock sy

| gazed at the lilac floners
strgaped on y wist
adrop of dew distened
it caught the sy bile
ad dezAed it with agrile

It wes brilliant

adanord in its oan right

| remerrber thinking thet
sorecky | would wear a
syrene ae on ny left herd

When | entered adlege

thet first day | wore sowwhite

| rerenbered gedirg a ny wetch
the quartz aystd hed caugit

the sun's radiance and held it cgptive
aopin | saw billiance

When | wert to a bgtism

the belee ves erdosed in

pure white agpirgt her
pinkened body ad wes beptized
in the eyes of the Lod

the aream cades caught the
berest essate of thet very
tender morent and reflected

it upon Ny peth

agpin | sawbilliance

| wert to aweddng

the bride wore virgn white
ad agonn of darods
entarged in her nare

se held out her milky herd
to aooept her bard

it caught the Huish church light
ad dore it yoon ne

The hiilliance hed hliiviod mo
I looked doan

rry ilow drop li.ul ovapoi.ut\
| novor redllfid it wes 'ae

Rosomiiv Sintb



The Pleasure

edting
it
witli tlie train gaing by
you foverd ss a
fowerd i am

bed  sogpy ligt
liere barrboo dia(es
tied and filled
eucayptis pussy willow
between the arded
ivory of  two jgeerese

carde body rryb;y
ny gi

fed it in my face

the pillow ss it

whet you do to aldes
behind from behind isit
adipe ahdd of ny eas
ard kissrg felled store heed

adh badk | sring you
laugh leaes deke the good
wdlls pitcher of pegare

lifting seg, legth of loe
rall up such adtion we find
nmouth boet, hdm
SToky house ae,

dear room ths

jamb hecke

i sad "walls, good’
ripdes wood sad
belly al pate

meto ... no pats hae

we beach 1B
and brethe

CGaad Rza



Purification
To peretrate a5 the rays of surghire
and illurvinete al that is touched.

To diden ss aradat sar
ad asner eech deamwished upon ne

To Hossam as avibrant floner
and bloom wiser and snedter each ssssm

To reech for the mystery lying in the sky
ad capture its saaEts in ny pelm

To eqad a0oss a pedure of @dess gen
ard asab its saored anosphere.

To floet high ad steady over misary
and exge into the enrrace of freedom

To flow through an coeen of cdm
ard regt afloat on the waves of peacduness

To wash anay the germ of hetred
ad dsinfedt its dseesad eddence

To soate the pressure of anger
and redire within the wings of trancuility.

Laura G



Mom's Gone

Its been two perplexing weds
Snee Mon et earth, but we
Havent acually perted.

My unbilica cord is still

Attached and erdessly stretching,

I'm nat atitan,

My megesogpe's self-refledtion's a fraud
1cant hade the dstance of Infinity,

I'm just too wearied from
The depletion of my heatt;
Its enmptying hes areated

A syrergetic perforrence

Within my throet, dest, and storecth;
I've e sare, cogested, ad reuse0Ls;
With every inhdle, I've felt a
Noxious flow of ar

Traveling through ny throat, pest
My deg, into my stomech
Where the air conpressed agpingt
The lining, fordng asynesthesia,

Bath physically and mentally. | have
These fedings nore dften then

| can rationdlly endure.

I've been breathing recyded soat,

And I'm il gesarg

Fomthat Hack pason

I've nat aanled to a paint in tine
Where | bdiee it's usdess

To take in the air of life, yet.

My drides have shartened.

I've inhibed dl thet apeared sre
Yet ny thoughts have gore forth

Without heving resdute bearing
Sill, I've avivid

Qurio of heaven varas Hell.
And ny fear for the latter

Is the farce that kegs me
From quitting an earth. Gravity bincs.

%



Kegs e from dhifting wildly,
Bt ny lifes novan

Eght by deven inch adlage
With: Hadk shirt, Hadk perts
Bumt food; each step setting off
A bodby trap.

My medes wart to adlgpse,
My heart warts to rest
My mind warts to desp
My loe wats to ceese

My sad warts to leae,
i'm tll prysically young
And yet, psychdogically,
i'm aswoebegore

As awizered dd man

\Who's lcgt His fragrance.

I'm not berefaced, ny sare roe
\hile the cedet lonered

And the aftepain
Casd ny

Fegle heat to fragmen.
My randd body's camying

The weight of nat heving beat
More understanding,
More fogver; a

More caring sm

To gve anuther the rark
Of aninion

Why!

its sagdigos, it's. . .

I've no nore privities.
Therell be o expariences
Of felicity during my
Periterce on eath

Ch God | cant bear !

If my sadl isnit beyord being
Svetle, then ccet it with sahel
Haverit you heard my aiesl Reese aut the cord!

Thones A. laRma



Neked

In the forest deep ard wild
Where evenything s free

Tel ne, will you love e then,
When | amonly ne?

In the forest wild ard deep.

WWhere only saites ard woodnynohs desp
Cniit bethat love hdds true,

When dl you ae is only your?

And when the forest goes away-
And ve ae left by light of day—
WIll we each ather dearly se2

\When we ae ore then only we?

Arnaie Stdz

9:00 am

The thdeess of the plum tree

the puple attenyt of rreting
sumer wes thidened

bees gew

afuios air courted

ran drgps on tin roafs were the notion

the adtion wes the new ssesm

the fdl that care in dow notion over the green tree leawes fil hard dirt
the fdl wes helping with the transforming of leaves
on atender night the front door opened
there he stoad

egaved

The fdl beget the moon wes the night

the trees were the birds gray winged fil salling deeply

the sy wes the ground was his gertle amrs and carried the worren in them
they hed carmied her through the seesos SCsom there were bronn leaes
arding around the park

on afdl day the wind nece direction

faloaers we becare.

Hden Deder



My Loving Mother-Teacher

MW

how absurd hirthdays look
when e doesnt ap
anymore then awall kept book
her beauty

her mind ard spirit

like eary moming dew
feds fresh

dive ad aew
today i amrich

ad insightful too!

al =0 meny thanx

for meffor you

ard until

the sneet hoizars
Cods heavers doe
my nother

your sn

together

we ae Loe

Dougas William Rideaux



| Wonder

| wonder why dre dits there
with tears in her sd eyes,

1 wonder whet shes thinking,
I wonder why de aies

| wonder what could be o bed
why her heat's in two;

Then | sit and wonder nore
a dl that shels been through,

Qnce ayoug proud nara

of abounang deughter and s,
then cane atragic night

thet left her with just e

I wonder whet her life is like —
does it bring her ary joy?
Although e res her daughter

gelost her only boy.

| wonder if it will ever end,

the pein that sre goes through
Howwill se ever farget it?

| wonder about thet too.

Cathy Gargiio



No Regets

No reges for having fun
No regrets gpening my s to the an
No reges for loving life
Ben with the few midtakes I've mede in vy life

Il sard tall ad dive
And proud with a sile
| never tried to preted
Or take anyores Syle
I'mnmeasyou anse
And thet's something no are can ever take from e

| hae ro regets
in relationships with nen

And dill no regrets
When it cares to aned

I'l il live on with a piece of rope to had an
To the meories life hes gven me

Who caes if | never mack the Who's WWho bodk
Swhe if | don't have the Pak Avenue new look
I'm e asyou can =
I'm not out there to deese anyore de
Don't expect e to ke afraud and a phory to myself

Bacause the while | hae left to enjoy
Life ssas to ne like a fragle toy
It could hregk in Six months
Or ladt fifty years.
I've acoepted thet with pts
And fought bedk the tears
S sstine hids goodoye
Why should 1get upset
I've hut o ae in life
| hae no reges



Bxteriors

Her inner odif is mirored dass
| nead arack

my eyes bounce off her like laser beens

Gary Hl

Take Me Anay

Tae e angy to a pdace that iswithout
msay,

without pein ard suffering,

ard without fighting.

Tae me anay to apace thet isfilled
with hope,
with dreans thet becore redlity
ard with honesty and love amog dl
pecde.

Tae nme anay to a dace thet isfilled
with beacty,

with floaers aways in bloom

with tress ard parts,

and with anirels thet run free

Tae e anay from this dace,
this daoe where rrisery rurs our lives,
this dace without hapes ard dreens,
this dece of uginess where dl beautiful

things are deed ad aninds

are caged

Take e anay to the perfect dace,
the dace where won't care about the

red worid,
jstdeneansy....

Gall De Pedis



Lovers

Leaes
swirling, drifting, falling to the ground
Winds

summon kig grey oninous douds
Ran

Soeking, eroding, pefting the ground
Loes

hoping, searching, ruming for cover
Loses

Kssng, caressing, holding one another

Isit raining anynore?

Qag Rbersten

Metamorphosis

An aMwad sy gil

suries ss fewndks

No ane sxs her on the Street.

Se sas to dsgpear into acoad,

but s se 955 out on thet S

Se gyeas tdl ad degat,

dandng gracefully and cativating her adience

Now are cant help but natice

the energy in her movenent
ard the fire in her ees

Dare Cydla



My Escgaing Mind

Bil reds my sad to dep
Wandering through the heze
Holding on ny sadl to keep
Leairg ne inadee

Hel ard fires sde sunvivars
Never lettin' go

For if the eath won't ceese to ke
We g4l neer know

And when | s the dail's kep
It serd ashiver through my bores
Hll's etemdl fire regs

The ususpeding sals

Foreathad sa
Wl pay its fee

Inits etemd hare

And gve bedk the regpar’s sald

For the wrath of hel
Hss brden looe

In my unkinding rind
Hep nel Oh, hep el
For | heve logt my nind

Mded Mdiazz



In Search of the Flame

| saw cogs fighting in tlie dlley

Like people, vidougly desirg their dreans.
The best of friends tum & ten peoes

To gan the gdd of gary. Or loe

Krives draan, they tum to ane anather for blood
Killing hopes with adegh of the tongue.

The rivers run red

And the dredts are wet with tears.

Where doss it dll end?

| dinpsad the love thet lies
Bayord the distant doudks.

The peece where puppes play

And children laugh and sing their sogs

They were the sogs of hope

That we forgat when we were overvhelred
By the redities of our world.

You can dream but you ean never o bedk
The way you care

CalaH Kenpart



My Great Escae

Let Lls go, then, ad run anay.

Off into our harizors.

Far from this dace they cl "civilization.”

You ad |, fadng the sn

Thet Quidkes s to destiny.

Fecde, the world's just gven us too much to beer;
W& canlt cany its weight anynore.

Along the wilds of Amboy Reed

W& Haze our tralls to oblivion.

Where o ae knons either of s

Together, Coliath hirsdif is no retch for s,
Igore these nortals, Freddie,

We gl drdlenge gantd

Not only fealess ad indestruciible,

We ae inmortal.

Though till together, we are dare.
W\E\ve ro friends here

No ae to tum to with your flat tire, Fred

The tress are all aroud

And I'm afrad of the dark

Qdd metd canat wam a heart frazen with fright.
Ben you have abandored me

| never thought I'd wart to ke hare.

Horre again with sameane who loves e

More then anedire

Cala H Kenpert



Reflections

W& mud nixed with leaves na(es my
boats dirty. But tlie nase 1nele

mkmg kred(s tiie monatony of slence

| liave been wall<ing for whet seans like days

Bodes are dl aroud ne a first the

blood ekes me dck Bt now | view

the desth & part of the soae | oD

longer wonder whet life goes dang with the body  [eft.

1 will take each sep ae & afire with

ny breath held wondering if it will be my

lag. For if | snvive lamonly the

nmessaer of deeth for those who are left behind

ad life gess n
drde inadrde
life in alife
the joy thet is shered
by a husterd and wife

when the two marmed
anaw life begen
nowdl liveswill derge
by the adding of ore

& the carousd goes 'round
aur lives tum and gan

& ae life will de
anather shell begin

Say K Kaan



Abortion Thoughts

Lipstick Smudes,

Uraoan Nares —

Hold beck Quoes,

Go Insare

Be Redlidtic,

Eam your Pay —

Throw dl Mystic

Thoughts Anay.

Rafure Lingers,

Memiries Fack,

Rrgs on Arges

Ve the Gade

Crarge the Sation,

Hce the S,

Vet Fustration,

Ray Quitar.

Know the Ansngrs,

Rart the Seas— Tae the Living

Jdn the Daroers From the Deed|

Do the Deed Be Forgving

Live &5 Eesy (Bloody Red).

As you G, Sop the Groning,

Sorecis Queezy, Sat the Day -

Gl the Mn Farce the Honing,
Go Anay!
Beby's Qying,
Mik is Sour —
Leam thet Lying
Hs its Poner.
Qade's Roddng
(Al Fll Doan),
Truth is Shoddrng -
Cherge your Goan
Hee the Gity,
Py the Fee -
Youre not Pety;
Who is S¥?
Heis Dzzy —
Thirks youre Gong;
Just keep By
MvingOn ...

Gomie Kdriess



Bag Lady

Shopping keg in herd,
Shopaing beg in other hend —
Hundhed Badk ad covered nowin
Tripe-Layered Regs -

the lady of New Yok is

— Logt -

amid the proud peradars.
Ironically de lags —
Renerbers —

shoprng

One, 9 hed gore into apaceto ..

to—

shop-

to—
It wes nat the fadt thet e hed nat the Money —

but nat ane parsn did recogrize her. . .

her grile ...

heregsdare ...

her fece —

THEY DIDN'T EVEN RECOGNZE HER FACE ANYMORE AND
Thet Mede Her

sd

donly
the Slippered foot steped
forwerd

the sneskered foot stepped
foverd

oward to an urkoan
Hace

Braee if they
Didn't Know Her

- ﬂfaﬂ]-

Maybe it wouldn't metter So Much if they
Didn't Know Her

Now

Comie Kdriess



Wormanhood

Whet gl ke copared with youth?
Ratgs the dann of sing.

And what corrpered with wormarhood?
Sowjaz ad Hues to sy
Bavem the two, an attist's pate

of arangg, yellow broars,

the cdars mix, then separate —

an adt hee is fourd

The painter’s lnueh then strdes her sicg,
her hards, her neck —

her ees —

In textured srecks of womanhoad,
the child sofly des

Gomie Kdliess

Of a Younger Lover

e gves akiss

with innocence,

ad lightly touching
fingertips -

D youg, ad 0 urknoningy
he gwesto ne

hs s

his thoughts lie, somehow
distartly -

His love axdids consistency —
the adult sons hinsdlf to g,
the child tums anay

ad when we bath are left dare
with nothing nore to sy,
asoiter kss

will soon digiss the pein

Gomie Kdiess



Remember Me

| saw him standing there
Surounded by urfaniliar faces
Bom agein it seared

To award of fiends ad fun
Like an ege e caugt ny e
But he savrp fried

For he knons thet

| knovwhat he ance wes

And without those friends and fun
Sil is

Haire Pm



Urban Portraits

At the Stainey
leeding to the s>
way
leaming on the ralling
chalking to the left (Dowr+
toan)

Hs profile st the twilight
his Hadck leather jadet
with its uptumed cdllar
consured the light

a Teoo Rao

Hs hardk imersed in Levi's
urkenpt dose aropped hair
bloan by dsdaced palluted
ar

Hs right deave tom in

tetters

eqosing soft white palyfibrous
irsices

\Which ey or nay not heve ingared
the look of utter dejection

depiced in Hs Javes Deen b
Y=

while down in the turd

Aaoss the trax
waiting on the Uptoan
platform

anmamequin manicaly pedng
desd in adars
dnod dive

waiting for the Xqress
prowling in her ddress
tugrtoying with a long tress
aching to get hore

or somewhere over
the rainbow



April Hfteenth, Nineteen Eighty-Four

Metropdlitan rainout in Chicagp
hoe of the tdlest phellic synbd in the world
(aka the Sars Tone)
& soon & Dondd Trup pops a herdkon in the upper est Sce
soeday
oeae
will sep off the dlevator & "PH"
onto the Sea of Trancpility

thet's if the Acid Rain

falling on Ontario

doesnt tip the ses

of Jdice

too far in the wong diredtion

j-D. Rodefdler is alongfine goe
jares Deenwhat's goin' an

Marilyn and Netdlie ad Rincess Gaoe
john Lermon

dl flying into the Sn

while beleaguered falloners of Icaus
futilely try to find them

Dargeraldly now

they neer the paint of Meltdoan

14 year dd caveboy with apinup g
pested to adanp stare wall
atdedson thet's never paying

aglert gere0

an enly carera

bods scattered

dong the shopping vl floor

the litter for soft bere feet

canpering avid ades ad ades

of reds and rads of the very

latest fadhias

fourtains nat rumning

stagrart pods filled with the deed and dying
of thirst ad hunger

(the McDondlds ad Burger Kings have dl been plundeered)
no sourd but wind dlipping through siudurdl aads
left in the poured concrete stuooo

ard ran falling softly
through the lraken Sylights

weter cascadng over the Marblite flagstanes
wetering the patted pelirs
fdlling down the sprd Staircese



where the art cellery Istill Intect
the wind stags to view the Bitels
(breszy nonexistert comments meck about the price)
while the meined, the deed ard the dying
walk limp, aawl, lay, through, pest, around
the beskettells and besddl bets,
weightlifting equipent, dis and termis ragues,
the bowling kelis and golf dubs, hodey puds ard Adidss shats
tube six and boving doves, athletic supparters ard Ruma sedars
sitting usdess
on platic ad sed deves
quietly In Hemrarls
foatdlls deflated and undded are sranted aoross
the dlidng dooay
in the cdd nigt
acdd ligt
kegs earily vishle
the deed ste
16 year dd nearderthdl gl degs unconrfortably on the floor
In the becking department of Alexander's
Aoraham hes lost
Sras
Al the dass Islrden
All the words have been gden
dl thet reeins ae the noars ad goas
of agony and ecdtasy of the deed ard the deed
& nue QoVegnon dhildren sit ide ard bored
in the Game World Mdeo Arcade
sreas ae oninoudly Hark ard slent
een pintdls st petiertly
waiting for a plunger thet will never come
39 year dd nurse mad hreests full ad heawy
vanders ainesdy with teets saaying
through the ladies’ lingerie departirent of Obedhi's (her amrs ae
)
Qrack{pats are aadked
Mcro vaes are saded
a Megy's
where the anmred security guerd nakes Hs rounds
repardess of the enptiness
of his .45 cdiber darbers
ard the Windhess of his eyes (he doese to weich)
dhily petrds mede by rote but now he hes nore
to report to
Night Watdhmen who cant tell if it's day
continuoudly berking “Halt, who goes there!”
a sorearing todders in search of nothers
who left them in the straller only for a moment
to window shop

57}



ard dl this tdes pace duing the soft rairs
fdling after the Hard Ran
while presertly the Add Riirs are falling on Ontario

Harry Chepin, where are yau
nowwho will carry on the work you'd do
there were 0 mary nore full bdllies because of you

Where hae you gong, Lad Hnkeye

1aied when | heard the rens

your cbd hed pessed ansy

| remerrber you H Gdllo

& you redited words from Srekespeare's fanous play.

“The cat will meward the dog will hve His day”

pedss of wild dogs ae roanring this way
ad & | wite for no ae

for o oe e il reed

blood isfilling my eyes

ad srearring doan my Hushing deds
ard spatting ny beige nedk tie

which I'l now uriocse

to fit anoose

around nmy buging heed

for I'd rather be dive then living deed

My hair Is off to you, Harry Truren
though | know it just wes not your fauit
my sdn Is bright red ard scely
flaking off for you, Robert Qopenheimer
ahero ad amillain in dl the nord courts

the sky is fdlling out of the sy
out of my mind

out of time

they are coning
Duns, duns Inthe degp
they are coming

e are trapped

We can't get out

Vark Rarsam



Dying Bird

It is interesting to live in atinre of wer ard strife

| fed lile adying hird with its last aunce of breath

Trying to tell everyare

it's becarring too late, therés o nore tie

TeBd.. .

I'm fiying higher losing tine because of stregth

I'meanesde

Saing & are time

Fedter then the spead of soud

Bt now my wirgs are drooping

Yy heat isdoning doan

Who do | contact first

Where do | go befare time runs out

It &l begen with a nation

Freedom equelity, shere with your brather and Sidter

But peole were too hungry

They tore a the nedt lilee lions, leaving out the meek ard the wesk
it jut for are to ke gifted ad yet 0 hedess

The future isdm no hope

For peode ae too sdfish

Lyrch Duinda



Solitaire

Qe w

sixdoan

anather fadng Up

tlien five more face the ground
I<eering pece

flipflopping cads

Hadk to red

red to Haok

then bedk aggin

Only two possible nates
per cad

don't blow it!

The ather coud ke

hiding under the pile

of eight, :aven, s, five, four.,
Acedl

Its lonely & the top
pidure cards sed o
enlightenent

Jacks no help here

King ard Queen

don't care

"It's dl apart of the gare”
they say

And | ammouming

over the sx of hearts

(Icst to rre forever)

which mightve evered the saore
ard meck it worth ny while

& odlos buzz

snegt Bach —

aconsdaion

for rmy heart.

Doreen M Diario



For Henry

Hae you the rars

Of your quick stam drarger,
Md<d & your sce

As the days grow longer?

Or isit your cavlry,

Ch lover, I've log,

Aaoss the sy clloping
agay ma?

Though bdts of ligt
And thundershat resourd
Conrfort, ch confort e
With kisses of rain

Warrior of the ddes
This terrpest | kow.
Oh my sdder of death
Tis your immortal sou.

N

A
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