" The Brunswickan

Celebrating 130 Years in Print

November 1 ¢ 1996

-

-
o
prS
oy

bammel of the sadc
f

SYNTHESIS:

““On mount

ng a risin
and thin
I L

the

v muffl in bu

tha

horror was still more increased on ob

L 5 } Juist 1 Ne
K on perceiving ne

chind him; he even f

which should have rested on his shouler

N Y g

REFLECTION

WZ

€ Emotional wisdom is transparent and festers in truth
ver
- to sustain it each individual must abide by a communal sanctity

frce of hypocracy or lies
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the foundation of identity and initiate
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Physical existence is arbitrary ‘ Of time and thundering sound,
-~ \ and human judgement to prolong worldly entombment can be an exercise in futility Swirled red upon the brown-
\ , or, an attempt to overcome the adversities of the soul : Clouds that touch and twist around. Q/
W whidlmmu‘utonlyinrealms.ofeoncmexpulencq. The sense of blanket in the dark, d
for, it is here that awareness and empowerment lead simply to knowledge, Wood fragmented and apart, JJ
i the breath of life is fed by use of material resources Tingling, burning from afar-
i and reaction can vary, Waves crashing soft and hard. 1}
‘y regretfully, I'm evolving within a society which embraces greed, - ‘1/
7, pralsupeuonalm,and ignores the humid mass of depravity. -Angie Dawn Dillon /

Spiritual tenacity thrives by degree

it’s martyrs unborn by lack of revalation

daunted by the boundaries of a conformity enforced,

or distracted promises of false security

all have betrayed humanity’s liberation, each share blame,
least, the voices chained by fear of blood,

most, without doubt, those laughing undeservidly
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\{| at the whims of oppression and pain.
{\\ -Ryan Collins
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otk The horrible mid-night hour,
z’:’i where all is dark, but full of power.
» I lay there still, listening to those cries,
- struggles of pain, where one dies.
b4 The harsh screeches, | cannot bare,
. listening to those dreadful sounds, do | dare?
v The sight of blood dripping to the ground,
drip, drip, drip, drip, all the way down.
Seeing those last tears,
all but shrieks of fear.
Then, coming out of dream,
one hears but city screams.

-Rachel Levesque
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FEELING SAD ON SEEING AUTUMN SCENE
INTHE MORNING IN FREDERICTON

A cold morning, brought by last night’s east wind
Outside, grass loaded with frost
Yard full of fallen leaves, no hand collects

Pumpkins smile outside the house
Sleeping guys are being lazy
Alone in late autumn, | feel my heart aging

-AlanYu

\

% ‘



