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Mall Man

The Talking Wind . C'mon maill man

YO What Do I Really See Up There?
Sometimes the wind will hit my face so that | recall .... You make my day
the time Jo McGraw and | broke the law And |'love you so s I fook up (s the sky
On a night like this, the wind spoke my name - I see the clouds in different forms
Anita, Anita - again and again Separated over continents some fiave images of faces looking straight at me
It gave me the sense of incredible strength From my folks Ljust smile at it and walk on by
the time Jo McGraw and | broke the law You connect us : until I look up the mext time.
it was after a show on the tube that iate night Via our malls
about a young couple like us - love just as tight by
;;nd aftro"r:\e mol town, too, ju:‘t like mine, and Every aftemoon
0 had money to dine : walt :
in the fanclest "boites® they ever saw : kmwa" “Myf:qu Tukin Pal
the time Jo McGraw and | broke the law. Yo
With my malls
First, we had planned, after bundling up
R it orastly. G ot 1 U Cori ety odbe b S s dChrs
it r . hot in our centre, P70 GO
it would add some wamth - after all, it was winter My ho S fo';ld;y reach me
We frudged down the street, intent on our thoughts And how could
and considered the end - and if we were caught. Without you - mal man? Broken Man
Despite our concems, we were thrilled anyway _
| hate Sundays Another padded cell, who can I tell?
Jo pried the door open after speaking a curse p
m?n the old lady better have loot Inrr‘\gr purse | don't see you coming Np it's not hieaven, it is hell,
ondl?‘tsofanﬂquoslketho;go?dhmmow... On those days What can I do, who can I tell?
| told him to shush and get of the snow.
We tip foed Inside still cold from the night. In my lonesomeness "’“’:‘f‘.'m‘"[;fzﬁi"""n [
g’?t?toug':d\:h:spere?j}m] Jc?lgle\lhkt\d out there, Those malls from my wife No it's not warm, it’s bloody cold
and Jo looked up, but he didn't care. And from my children When I was young, now I'm too old,
AP AT I Keep me company Am not too stunned, and not too bold,
shuff u J Am not too good at playing the sole.
D e e |l ke i aay When snow threatens Twas yesterday, | was in love
to empty the purse of old lady O'Shea. :\rnd | mmlsploce togo 8 -;:iy“ can't Tu;mﬁi; mea [o,f: from above.
ead nothier year, no love,
U e R B High pitched mutters | heard up above, Brought b u - mall man iving i
oy but ignored the noise. this was all for love e ML“"% % %“”’; 5
just think of the things we could get with her money ... Youmay not know It : e P O e doanal
| looked up 'cause Jo thought that something was funny M i 2 "fﬁ'a it am{wﬁa :
now nother year e Iam,
There was nothing but laundry in her big bag You do me Living (ike a broken man.
we thought for sure It was a good gag A world of good.
but no time to waste, her riches were near P, Pis
and as we looked on, we sensed our great fear sier Evire
as the whine of a siren sounded outside by
ave our first Instinct, right then, was to hide.
Enyinda N. Okey
Of course, It tumed out that the cops came in ;
and searched for us - we thought we would win.
We had what we needed, and we were so bold _Meais on Wheels
to think we'd escape: we were young. they were old. [P 2 N C LN COMY COHNS LR [ 2
| must eat. Quite a feat.
gg?ag'ee?ozg cm' ﬂ:;'v:g"\h;e’géo&rs;e nursed The Day Thoughts Died
- e i rw
ms hoé'sfer oend the side ot;‘ his b’l% stretchy pogfts . How to feed . When hands impede.
ey blocked one another a proceeded to dance ﬂ\edoymyﬂ'\oughtsdled
a dance of power in which one would rise -
the victor of all, but to my surprise, No one cried. And wheelchalr pegs Replace my legs?
S Jo pulled out a knife and moved to the cop | was walking alone :
who said - my son, use that and we'll fop On the rocky path Hard Indeed To succeed
) your effort as never before To creativity.
b for Boy, there's one of you, of us there are four. When | was attacked saltite | wil fry
| screamed at Jo - please, it's O.K. By sinister ideas. ’
f f | We'll leave this place now ... there's another day ' They yelled at me - Dropped the knife What a life
H to find what we need ... oh please, stay away. ‘Give up your joumey
Jo looked back at me - huddied on the fioor And use yourself
gand sald gmethlngd m renn'\embef ever more. To better mankind Dropped the glass Let It pass
by. he sald, 'm doing If for you ...
3 to s86 you without, It just wouldn't do. ’Df\'a'd""‘:;;gl‘:md" m.. those of One fhing more On dirty floor.
With incredible anger at the world for his need They battered and beat my brain, :
on. of possessions motgg'then don't even heed, My sight began to biur, For encore Clean glass, - pour.
he Jumped on the man, knife poised in the air | could no longer see clearly
and started to attack, blood everywhere. And my pligimage was then forgotten. Take a plate | can't walt
The fight was soon over as the man in the blue S0, In vain, | took thekr dictated advice
pulled out his gun and through Jo blew And headed towards realiity. Pizza's nice At a price
four speeding bullets that entered his brain
Iknew | would never see my Joey again. Now | live in a real world AR T Godls. vy o
: B S om en fo bown ovargown - |
a Il | can heor y from say ;
Baby. | love you, Itll all be o.k. My Ideas are rooted Need my meais =
In the weed of maturity.
¥ H | still see his anger, and the set in his jaw No longer flowering i Quite a feat Just to eat.
— the time Jo McGraw and | broke the law hmegordonofh\od'\aﬂon
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