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Charlie's ‘Rçtum'£ Reign the Flood
Weft jo much for that idea 
thtflowirs art kaput.
•But have no fear, Charlie 
•There is something else afoot.

•Well Charlie is still dreaming 
trying to foresee his fate.
As the little Kfd-hairedgirl 
has her birthday on the eigth.
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The red-haired proctor's birthday 
falls at a perfect time.
Since it's also ‘Last class bash" 
the parties should be prime.

So he went to the library 
looking for some insight 
On the month of April 
to get a gift just right.
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•The flower of the month is the daisy The entire student body 
so it's off to the mall for lunch.
I’ll drop into the florist's 
and I'll order up a bunch.

will su that your not blue 
'cause they'll be ulebrating 
your big day with you.

1 tdoo^fa.,
Sot 1 «IA1 *~eX * |U«<^
So «<M4 *«et,
A«-V Looted *X tie. itehe. 

U~)teoX tdcy edo*e 
H.o**oo Aod Seoiete*
Te %oide. tie**. ;
Tie** lulled- ldc**^*elvc*,. 

So 000 Hodouoo. too/c wet, 
Çeï uolud,

Womb

Again, I wake in twilight’s womb,
Wait bedside for patient dawn,
As a swirling wash of fire and blood 
Spreads as semen over beasts and trees. 
With idly dripping eyes, I watch 
Night labour, molding colors, forms, 
Until another fresh, new sky 
Is birthed, and crawls all over me.

I'm sure you '((party hearty 
and I wish you a great time. 
I know you and the parties 
will surely be sublime!

•But Charlie has this problem 
it's childlike innocenu.
•United with an overwhelming 
lacfof confidence.

‘She loves me, she loves me not" 
Strolling in the noonday sun. 
Searching for the right result 
'till all the petals were gone.

So have a Ufappy •Birthday 
Since Charlie thinks your cool 
and see this bit of poetry 
as my creative gift to you!Jo*o+%. Mtldou**.

Last night’s dream was the strangest. Nietzsche 
Stood on a mountain, laughing at me,
As Camus stood beside, with a sign that read, “Wise,” 
Selling boulders for rolling, ‘"To make you all happy!” 
Below them the Pope had just struck my doctor,
Who curled up in fluid, and floated off, dripping, 
Smacked! - into the face of my very best friend,
Who choked, stopped, cried, and said nothing,
But gave me a hug and the unfeeling zygote - 
It must be unfeeling, it said so itself.
And I screamed and I dropped it. A nurse ran by, took it, 
Flashed a stone smile, cast it on a shelf.
And I punched her to her obscenely bright whites,
Hit her again, and broke her stone smile,
Grabbed the dripping little doctor,
Bought my own boulder, and started to climb.
From left and from right came words shot from rifles, 
The left adding “s” to the other side’s “right”.
The shots hit the buyers, pushing their boulders,
And few of them made it to the other side.
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Take home a little 
UNB Pride and show 
off where you were 
the last 8 months! 

Before shipping out, 
shape up with fat 

and M UNB 
Clothing.

The night before, I also dreamt - 
A simpler dream than I’d had in days:
On the floor of my bedroom, Pluto the dog 
And my sock-money broke from their many-years gaze, 
Tore the greats of the ages into scraps on the carpet, 
Ripped their clear blacks and whites into piles of greys, 
Severed the discourse conceived by the Greeks.
“They all know it all and all of it reeks,"
I muttered in waking, resigned not to think.

She tells me to smile, that I shouldn’t be bothered,
But each day, I wake to a sky like no other.
This entire past month has flowed like thick liquid- 
I’d try to crawl out, but I’m drowning inside it.
“If s not your decision,” she said, smiled a bit;
But Christ, if it were, I know I’d do the same.
So I cry every morning, give hugs when she needs them. 
I multiply scars where no one can see them.
I watch from my bedside, as night floats away - 
There’s another new sky, that will die with the day.
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Come on in and 
check it out!
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Store Hours: Mon-Fri 9:00-4:30
Mike Fralic
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