her movements are smooth,
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smooth as a pane of glass.
: which when pressed
breaks;

I _ pieces cut your flesh.



There 1s madness here,
Where babies die, no concern
[Expressed.
Individual happiness is all.
| War and destruction
never end.
Simplicity is hard to
 it's easier

Conl, clear water

A
'r n'\-‘ r“\_t-.‘_,

With lavender thoughts I waded,
through erystal ponds of stages.
Patiently placing my footsteps

on rocks smooth as glass.

As the winds swept through my mind,
I balanced on precious time

in the swirling bay.

With sudden slips,

and ungraceful falls
The ocean around me
Erew.

surrounded me,




ad you into a waiting car.
arewell, if they care.
éy can't or could they?
it man's way, you think,
¢ up his elders with such
respect?
ey wait to die and curse

end, too soon it will be
YOUR TURN!
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APPLES
Red and green with a green le

af, shining from a tree. Ripening in the sun,
falling to the ground. Gathered by workers, shipped
to a plant. Cleaned, processed, and transported to =store
s. Stocked with others, forming a pile. Observed by some, f
@1t by mores purchased by many. Paid for, taken home, cleaned
again. Either left out or placed in the refrigerator. Later,
removed and used for many different things: apple piey aprle
cider, apple sauce, apple juice, apple turnovers, or plain.
When finished, seeds left over to be sowed into the ground.
Then new trees will grow, grow and grow. After months of
rain and sun, nem.apples will sprout and form. They wi
11, grow, grow and grow. Red or green, shining fro
m a tree. Ripening in the sun,falling to the ground.
Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples A
pples Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples.
Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples

Apples Apples Apples Apples Apples






"Night Place"

I want to fall asleep

On a bed of fresh green leaves
In the middle of a forest
With a gap above me

Between the trees

I can look through when I wake
And see the stars

Looking down at me.

"Night"
A time and place where cats live
A time of insecure peace
A place of silent noise
Where trees become tall shadows

And streetlights fade the stars.



Blue like the

balloon he says, I'm painting for

you; I look at

a circle of color, of

orange and

red, brown-green and

yes, some blue--and the string--

He's painting one now, oh so slowly, for
blue cannot hurry and neither do
balloons so he paints cautiously
blue-brown so carefully

Blue like a

star he says, 1'11 paint for you next; my
balloon is done it is

Blue is my favorite

color he says--1 agree, for his

blue is a little of

all of his colors but

Blue is his favorite

color I say, in a

medley of paint, a mixture of

Blue.
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What happened?

A surprise of words

In the midst of so much

Shock, humiliation, anxiety
Hurt, frustration, anticipation
I've lost and gained.

What...

I didn't know

I didn't mean it

-

God, I feel so bad

T didn't know...What should I do?

I'm sorry! Do you want me to apologize?
Please, don't be disappointed in me

I promise I'll be better

I1'11 conform

I'11 listen

Just don't hold it against me
Please

Just...

I'm sorry
I'm sorry

So
Sorry
Tomorrow I1'll be better.

Ud's

Four 0'clock and the game ends,
As the participants rush the kitchen,

the laughing and screaming is unbearable,
The feel of someone lying on your ankle

would be painful if it weren't so beautiful,
Two friends wrestling on the kitchen floor,

or another dripping wet,
The reassuring smell of seven sweaty friends,

This noisy rabble of blissful humanity,
The feeling of undeniable rapture,
Such a difference twenty minutes can make.

Deafening silence,

Hard, cold glass,
Unintelligable scrawlings,
A vacancy of any smell,

This single figure sitting, scribing on a dusty table,
The wave of loneliness is undeniable,
Such a difference twenty minutes can make.




-
L}
=
an
o
a
a
=
g
n
—
—
]
e
o
=
80
i
—i
e
Pl

-gtar-streaked with blood.

climbhs above,

his killer

As







the brush on the

ings it out
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Blue is the color of

water he says, points gg"”

a swirl,
pattern eof bl

water and pniat' are in
Blue 1like the
ballr;-on_ _he sa-grg




An early snow settles
beneath naked trees,
covering a fallen

corpse of rotting leaves.




obscured

My vision is

by a soft white sheet.

A strange cover
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voices

I hear




us 'round. The fire crackles.
t of a fire.
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