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might've turned into love, or at least a lengthy lust. But with her age and
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We are told we should like it. with all our voices gone...?
We are pinched and patted.
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hundreds of street and subordinate. people you knew and didn't:
livers with less But we do not like it. We are all here
than a 1 ‘ l Gathered '
We are told we are silly in this Ceremony Masks.
or confused when we feel threatened
Sucutiy Gruep To ETerRnITY by a remark , Shhh. ... Observe and Behold.

Kinky, kinetic people or a fist. There is seen the Harvest, the Beheading.

brt?wed on motion: We are told our place There is heard the

spit out from if we struggle for equal power. high-precision machines mowing.

our mother’s womb, We are told our place More: the sickles, the guillotines, '

(iie;); :g\de,t N and we are told to like it. the no more green dreams growing,.
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soon after But we do not like it. and I will pour
run, ! And things have got to change. voices down your throat
. | drive, Written by a woman, “till you sound like me
E‘;ﬁ;‘ﬁgﬁﬁ;‘:ges for all women Max Jurgaitis ‘
; ' J
leap tall buildings in single bounds, Dac Proro: Meis PaTRioUIN

fly & drive jet planes, rocket cars,

master monster trucks, space-ships.
Portrait of us. That's us — tthe sstreak.
invincible we are/were/will be
and /slightly glued to eternity.

Look — we are over a cliff
hanging on
to the blue robe of God
who is standing above us. __ _ ; : D
Who is motionless. Who is - : - e LOUIL ANKCLEALELE Y
sad-eyed and unsmiling... ”
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we are defiant . . - ol
spiteful -

and will learn to fly
if it kills us.
Max Jugaitis

Howarp Crark’s Tie

He wears two weeks’ rent
around his neck
On his shoulders rest our futures
Less teaching, more feasibility studies
erupts from his mouth and
dribbles down that expensive piece of silk.
Hundredand five percent. Be on top.
Education is sliding wet
down the wall of profit margins.
We will lead the way.

Globe full of garbage, Nation in recession, province in poverty
\’ hat makes you chislers think you deserve more?
You just drink your student loans anyway.

Who now will lead our province, country, planet?
Shall the uneducated masses swell

till they mutate your economy to flacidity.

Future generations fester as we speak.

From we who have so much to you who have sg much more:
brother, can you spare a tie?
f‘ M t.l?.un’ff’?’




