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Across the icy skyline, 
Stretched and etched,
Soar vandals of the gloom, 
Carrion crows and stoats, 
Riders of doom.
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°9 ^oor. How many, how many throats 
Will be slit in their flight?
Hear after them a hollow boom; 
And, they, bearers of the night, 
Riders of doom.
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Raiders of the vicious velvet 

clouds,
Casting before them shrouds; 
Swooping over, swine;
The earth has retched 
Riders of doom.
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>• THREE POEMS BY “TERRY”
T raversity

Loneliness:
Time's momentum ebbs and flows in abstract rime, 
My footprints track the sinking sands of deep eternity.A star falls slowly 

from the sky,
Someone somewhere 

soon will die.
My heart is breaking, but 

I cannot cry.
The moon shines bright o’er 

the frozen land,
The snow falls silent and 

hides the sand.
I reach out, but I 

grasp no hand.

Progress and Regress flow their unceasing way, 
My toes point toward the sunrise of today.
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SUTHERLAND

Though I cry out 
no one hears.

I cry again, but 
no one hears.

Loneliness strangles and 
shuts out tears.

FRAGMENTSV

I looked through the picture window 
of my living room,

I glared at all the beauty on 
the exterior;

I smashed my picture window 
with a heavy book,

And broke the shattered pieces with my fist.
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Gretchen

FUTILITY

I have seen a thousand sunsets,
Felt the warming glow of sunshine 
And the stinging kiss of rain.
My senses are keen.

I know not where I go
Nor where this winding path may lead -
Grey shadows are looming everywhere.
I think and wonder along the way.

Obstacles lie in my course;
Some I am unprepared to face.
I see little robots in their prime 
Toiling for their daily bread.

Steel machines whir steadily,
Robbing the man of work;
Unconsciously realizing the self-respect it robs.
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voices,
music,
the sound of walking

coffee drugging the air 
slam (the door) 
scrape (the chair) 
rustle (the paper) 
sigh (a sign - 
of boredom) 
from what? 
everyday life with its 
multi-fusion of atoms?
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Purpose:
What is it?
Why is it?
Who has it? 

Plants? 
animals? 
man?
who made it? 
a silly fool 
with nothing 
better to do

people 
I see them 

everywhere 
each
has a life 
of his own 
secrets 
no one knows 
laughter
when it is thrown 
emotion
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thinking
great
wonderful
profound
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them the inner soul
all are homogenious
different
but so
alike.
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