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AN ESSAY ON NOTHINGNESS

I'm sailing
Orangish copper, I'm burning
Dare mercy
I'm swimming
Hold it, I'm dropping off
Save me
Don't hurt me too much
All hail in passing our mother,
The sun,
Gently
A long time ago.
She moves
Far from here.
Perhaps this was in some other world
Probably this was in some other world
It wouldn't be anything else but some
other world.
I was wandering upon a long river
along glistening snow-covered shores
amid fragrance of pine needles
Far from here
I sail on
I was rowing
She slept
and in the sky there was a
star
Named the sun.
Which rose bringing the blue and green
of day
I swim
Hold it
I am dropping off
A little more
And a little more still
Stop!
Where am I?
Who am I?
Why am I here?
I am here because I am sailing
I row now
Have pity listen, I drain away
I breathdeeply to dream, I hear
I see blood to live. I am going under
Blackness to sleep
I row away.

Jim Sherry

Welcome Youngblood

Welcome to a new or old world,

Huowever yvou may accept it.

A world (il of hate and scorn, or of love & pride,
However you may accept it.

A world of good or bad, or in between,

Huwwever you may aceept it.

A world of Judaism, Islam. Christianity or Atheism,
lowever you may accept it.

Welcome to a world of automobiles, boats, planes or feet,
fiowever you may accept it.

A world of pop. rock, country. classics or folk,
however you may accept it.

A world of homosexuals. bisexuals or heterosexuals,
however you may accept it.

A world of Democracy. Communism, Monarchy or Dictatorship,

however you may accept it.

Norm Holloway

If you're tired of

"Having a Nice Day", if
you're feeling a little burned out, and if
you think of yourself as slightly strange,
the FAST ASLEEP CLUB is for youl

Send us your creativity-anything as long
as it isn't mushy or gushy.Uncle Al, the
Burn-Outs®' Pal, will award free movie and
concert tickets to all contributors.Send all
your stuff tosUnele Al, the Burn-Outs' Pal,
Hotline Center, 5005 Lapeer Rd. Burton,lich.

48509

SCARS

every time you touch me

You leave a little scar

But it seems that when I touch you
You stay just the way you are.

Is it razors on your fingers

Or something in my skin?

I can feel tomorrow pushing

As I watch today begin.

Looking all around me

All that I can see are bars

I can hear my mirror laughing
As it points to all my scars

So I wander thru the neon

Cut to ribbon by the cold

And I wish I could stop running
"Cause I feel so tired, so old.

I can hear the sound of music
But I can’t find the guitars

I tell of all the pain 1 feel

But you say there are no scars
So I run to find my mirror

But the laughter’s gone away
So I guess I will believe you
There will be no scars today.

But high upon your shoulder

Where I've touched I see a scar

1 look over at your window

And 1 notice
Now I am afraid to reach out

I don’t want to feel pain

I can hear my mirror laughing

Saying here we go again.

Mother Earth — you mantled me
Soft, hidden in the folds

Of your ivy drawn cloak.

Showed me bitterness in your

Frost blown winds.

The stone-yoked forests,

Bursting up like new blossomed
Tendrils, exploded wonder within me;
Yet I love you in all your

Harsh and splendorous beauty.

Gentle beasts — you of the small

And great — soothed my sadness

By your shiny furred coats

And your smooth gnarled skins

You hissed and snarled at my

Presence and bared the ivory glows

To gnash at my hands

And slash at my feet;

But still I love you and yours

As part of me, as we all are of each other.

Residents of mankind — you have given me
The harshest blow of all.

Your rules are inconstant,

Your hearts uncaring — bent on themselves,
You take the best of this world and tear it
Into fragments you yourself cannot use.
Then I see you as I am — naked with

Minds too complex to understand;

But I care for you unceasingly, with tears
For I see what you can be.

KBH

it’s ajar

Joseph Matvzak







