IBER 14, 1973

rd

imily

m: Fr.

ot up
arker's
ecialty
ange-
ywer oil
ater
annel

- Told
les”’

e a circle:
vds.

jht wood
raightedge
w or high
e source
)enanigan
iny cotton
uable

a promise
lley
covery
hu porch
r

af —

: 2 wds,

rt of

3.5,
rrealist

in

nitive

dge

ckey star
e who

nes out

9/24/73

/

BEPTEMBER 14, 1973

The BRUNSWICKAN — 23

Lo A AT A e i S YoprTrrs
8 % op bt ¢

oW peoy 'ﬁ:bh an island
ﬁ\&"m a dimension

: Mlghty sun ye e ; Thse ocean’s storms never reach.
- Your orange glass doga 1y vision The . fs%make waves
 As Ldrive by n ey - On n the sunny beach.
" Your orange fi er ‘
 to me, i wsw mﬁ‘bw driven by the storms
As you pull in
for the nisht
a king; ‘
Then my Crandfathers knea
m”apses, -
notice he is alive.
Hawlmg inpm"y gars.
And empty as the wide grey-green
sea,
- And I‘m distant as the sun;
Lost within my thoughts
With no escape from these bars | built.
Curves
Road, you stretch on endlessly
Straight and winding
Luring me with your “urves -
While | long to stop forever,
But !'m searching for something inaling Alhe g >§*
And often it seems around the A spot in time The acorn plunges into the earth
AEXL “CUrve A moment Only to rise again. 0,
Only for the road to straighten A flickering candle
With another curve just beyond Snuffed out %\
And then another and another forever. Stich are we :

Poesss ﬂy Rick Baston



