The true artist is dead

To society of the cultured.

Lost he is

Among the halls of Academe;
Forgotten

Or replaced by commercial likes,
His bones lie heaped in books
Among the library rats.

But despite his ruin - ungracious it
is -

His presence forgotten . . .
Is revived on the streets
By voices considered thus:
Hoodlums and other knaves
Have found the relics of his soul.
He is revived through their music
And art graffiti
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his spirit

Though we scorn these chaps
And their music distaste,

Scoff at art considered theirs
They persist, in droves . . .
Untaught, unheeded.

For the muses within breaks free
' again

In expression of artist colour
And musical note.

They retell our culture’s tale
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Cycles

’

| am become birth

The awakening of life

| am become life

The bringer of death

| am become death

The destroyer of worlds
| am become dust

The Inkiing of birth

| am become birth

The awakening of life . .

| am become Creator
The crafter of boundaries
| am become self-bound
The stifler of wonder

| am become vanity

The father of malice

| am become malice
The extinction of reason
| am become madness
The shadow of chaos

| am become chaos

The bringer of death

| am become death

The destroyer of worids
| am become death

| am become death. ..

Geoffrey Brown

They seek no fame.
But simply would that their stories be told,
That we listen to their woes,

That we harken to their cries, =

Of hunger and blight.

Within their music constrained
And through even their eyes
Do they chronicle the death

Of a nation’s soul.

The prophet-artistes

Have from the streets arisen

To decry injustice and decadence in their
land.

Like great men of oid

Like the poets before,of Greece and Rome
To laud the virtues of nation . . . their home!
And heroes make of those adored

Life in mythology they recreate.

Wandering through the streets
From the den of the poor

They emerge . . .

While music is created, art defined.

In their ill-defined way expressive and
unigque

They burst forth and exclaim
Their identity new-found

Being that of the artist once dead!

Mark Ireland

The Colors of Life

forever blue - the sea wals on
forever grey - my soul is gone
forever red - my heart it cries
forever black - my mind it dies
and | shall run

run alone

in the endless aching maze

searching for a never ending

peaceful day

to calm my mind

and sooth my soul

and put my body to rest.
‘Trisha Graves

October 18, 1991
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A Distinct Way of Life
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Pamela Fulton
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