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more poetry

TOGETHER

This word can stand for many degrees.

Together can stand for this, when
Two people love and care for each other.

When they show their true love in

a special way. S |
Together is wonderful 1n its own-

way. . :
Remember when two people split up an

They come back together that is the real

meaning of together. | |
I know this is true for I lived 1it.

P.S. Together is wonderful if two share 1t.

Francis MacKenzie.

TIME

I have time on my hands;
So much time on my hands.

Time to think,
Time to understand,

And time to wander
Most of the time.

All this time
I have to wonder.

Because:
I have the time, time, time.

I used to be a slave.

Work's no good for me;

Only free time.

So I'm centent with my time.
On! On my hands.

So I'm content with my time;
SO much time,

I have so much time.

See the breeze, feel the trees.
See the waves, feel the ocean.
See how many ways

You can see.

Cause I took the time.

Time, time, time.

So much time of my side.

Feeling free!

With so many to see,

on the way to my grave,
I'11l know.

Cause I have time.
Cause I need time.
S0 much time time,
On my hands,

In your hands,

Oh - Oh the time.

lyrics by David John Millen.

Christ said that men are less than

Chuang Tzu has it that we are butterflies.
Maybe the soul has the shape of
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BULLDANCE NO. 2

and the fat of a walrus.
What strange songs the serpent sings!

JOSEPHINE

Whirl away, foolish kitten,

chase after your vanishing tail,

take heroic, crazed leaps at the birdes
impossibly high out of reach. ge

Soon enough you're the cunning huntress
stalk with meticulous care A
more appropriate, catchable prey

for a sensible, grown-up cat,
embarrassed by slightest reference

to kittenish indiscretions.

Yet I remember a day, quite recent
with great dignity and pride

you sprang from the kitchen window,
laid delicately across my feet

a writhing, still fresh, skipping-ropeq
I tried not to laugh,

Poor city cat,
not your fault,
you'd never met a snake.

Dave Beamish.

WE ARE THE FECFLE

whe run wild and free,

But cur land 1s being
ruined, SO OUr TUNNIiTng
and being FREE 1s limited.
We shall stand together
and fight for what is curs,
sc that OUKk children
shall run wild ard free,
That they skzll live

In harmeny with the
White man.

Misty.
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May many suns shine,

on your evervdav. - So

my brother the Sun can
shine your way to the

end of the day that should
never end.

TOO MANY LONG DAYS

Too many days
lie long
long in lassitude

Misty.

Too many long days
3 cannot move my mind
from mooning, mourning

Too many long days
cannot stir my body
from its motiveless

maundering way

Tiger lilies.

the golden dome of
Jerusalem,
red arrow's thrust

Too many long days

expect a full beard

touch instead

one slow day's gray growtl

Toe many long days

—— BULLDANCE NO. 3 | count endless raindrops
— . ; \ ; falling
SIS ‘ T'he iron christ, Flayed and thawed by the sun no one else hears

— | (no ram's horn)
i\ WA Spins a green spear down from his plangent side,
Cells dissolve, ferns unwind the braided robe
and a myriad gods gaze on a retreating earth.

Too many long days
too many long days
too many long days...

Al Todd. | ' RS Beamish.















