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Quier eyes glaze over with bidden thoughts...
Moments before alive with laugbter.

A feeling of pain washes through my mind.

I walk unbidden through this special other's space.
Treading lightly, lest | aggravate the uneasy peace.
Driven by a gnawing empliness, an urgent need. ..
I teel so utterly lost that I cannot lighten this burden.

Softly I touch bim—reach out to hold him—
to draw bim into my body—seeking to comfort...

I! Selfish I—perceived as hard, cold, aloof.. even cruel—
Barriers intact through months into years—What bhappened?
I am no Giver...

Sull I return to thus flood of pain;
and Ireap joy from small moments.

Giving...caring for a person in need—
This is love.

I have no answers—scarcely belief...
neither fireworks nor genile rbythms—
yet 1 love

and I grow in the giving...

by Kathy Sherry

The Flint VOICE

East Lansing

GUYANA

Sitting so contentedly

watching the man tn front

Silled with the rapture

That only bis Highness can bring

Here and Now;

Today is the culmination of all
yesterdays
Today is the seed of all tomorrows.
Moments pass by, these are the
dreams of the past.
We see life as a chain, or a straight line.

The Master is calm and collected
be speaks of Senators dead
The rituals we 've been practicing
the punch is being prepared
Happiness exists in many ways.

When I am retired, then I will be happy.
When I am married, then I will

A young mother and child
enter the master's presence
The magic powder is added

Drinks deeply and smiles
Satisfied, they retreat to the lawn

Suddenly upon the lawn
convuisions, palpiations
one last silent tremor
The scene ts still again

Almost created some revulsion
seeing those unholy convuisions
I &now when it's my turn

I'll try to silently burn

y be happy
Th b is read) prve 5
e punch is ready lo serve Tios }chppy Hh
The child is allowed to drink Cabo Frio
the mother accepls the cup I was bapp_}- when I was with
ber.

I was, I will be.

Your future is as dubious as
mine.

I am.

by Gary Diehl
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ben washington

bad his home torn down today
but he didn't know it

didn't authorize 1t

didn't sign any papers

or other legal paraphanalia
but the wreckers

and the bulldozers

came anyway, crashing away,
and smashing bis home

to smithereens.

so when ben came home from work
and bis children came bhome from school

you could say they were

a little raken back

to find their house

gone.

and their furniture on the lawn
ben was in shock—

who would do this?

who could do this?

somebody would answer for this...

well ben went on down io the town hall

(as where all good americans go
when they need a problem solved)
and asked some questions
demanded some answers

as to where

he

and bis wife

and their ten children

were going fo live:

“where were the police

where were the officials

while my home was being razed?’

of course, ben,
being an american,
believed he had nghts
and elcetera
efcetera

elcetera

among those being

Within the Dimestore of the Gods

December 1978

There sits a little man in a booth

In the great dimestore of the gods
Quoting lies that are made of truth
To all the wretched fools and clods

There are shelves stacked with simulations

and refashioned treasures

All across the so many patterned aisles

And a staple of curs dashing about the
congregations with measures

And yet another staple who only use their wiles
To draw the people in

To engage in materialistic sin

Examining every metal bin
And always the cur-dogs win

Over there on the west wall
Standing on a rack

Is a creature to whom you call
And it will answer you back

Walking all about you

The people in a daze
Passing so slowly through
The color-mad, gaudy maze.

by Kevin 5. Bell

the right not to bave your home torn down
well the smug officials

with their offtcial smiles

and their most official voices

spoke to him with such

understanding

and compassion

and concern

and with all the sympathy

they replied ever so matter-of-factly:
“wh, well, you see, ubh, we mean, ub...
you have to understand

its mot that you're black

it's not that you're poor

it's fust that your shack,

zh, we mean your home

was an eyesore

(they proceeded to show him their sore eyes
it was filthy

bazardous

dangerous

we must protect the children!

yes the children!

little, little children!!

who play around your filth every day.
what if one of them were hurt?
what if you had a fire?

what if you got rabbies?

as you can see

we 've done you a favor

no matter that you ltked it

no matier you found 1t comfortable
no matter that you didn't know

it is done

it must be

and besides

Yyour shack is on the sireet

of the democratic nominee

now bow wonld this look

on national tv?"’

by Michael Moore






