
The BHl NSWK KAN - 21
OCTOBER 3. im

5, 1973

Race Relations I Do You Not Remember?
IIEBIH

Do you not remember when we saw life on the wing as it meandered by 
And we closed our eyes and thought of hothing but each other 
And listened to the lure of the ocean as it came and wen^jggMflfl 
Sifting sand as the sun. the sun painted the sky.

/
1/ used to.J 
IHATE 4ÉÜ*
I lames Brown^^^^^^l 

What does 'funky' mean?j 
IBut now
I / hear myself savM 
I To friends
I That I love to get downJ 
I They have a name for Ji 
|peop/e who do that^Æ 
I Honk * ;

And do you not remember the glory we saw in the candle g/owy jCranWaffil 
Sitting cross-legged on the bare floor in that bare room, t v
Surrounded by solitude, only our breathing to hear^g^ÉmeMBIHIjE jjv [I; f 
Praying to whatever there was.^gM«iii»*KiiMniiti|M[j^flKWiHB!B-

V^ndcKjyounotrerhember walking through the meadow as the sun went down 
I Crossing the bridge from one life to another 
And making monuments in the old abandoned church
As I read you lines from The Book of Yesterday. J|| _________
ro«iewieMaieei»eaiBiiflB8iipwniEi*i»M 
| And do you not remember talking to the old man on the village road 
[He asked us where we were going, we could only tell him where we'd been 
We looked back down the road we'd never walk 

\lf only it were possible to do something again.

I He built for us a castle, using his fingers as his only 
lA smile of compassion was all he waited for, 18
I He looked into our eyes and turned and walked awa y. iaijjii;

I,Brian Ashworth iilffjslii 1 ijjjfl
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I ;!:•!!II
Phil jJf.
Black :
and beautiful^^Ê 
but emphaticallyÆ 
Blsick ■>'
WASP Prid^die^^. ^, 
with the Emancipation 
[Didn't it?)
so when he vjjiSn 
combs his Afro^F^y 
I somehow feelB'V , 
Empty.^

stones.
1

Testament mu II
[from "Prelude and Fugue")

III lr

I learned toM.^ ^ 
Talk cool 
[no jive, man] 1 
and shuffle «. vj 
and ask L/oydB.m 
for s6ul music^Ê^ 
at the Cosmo club 
but I don't want to 
Think
Black *
I don't want lo^ 
know
what the^ÊHaK 
know
about Bggn|a|B 
Hate. HH

;
II ME

f1/ see His power 
Linda

i beyond the furied ga/^x/esj 
|/n every blade of grass 
I but were it mine to choose, 
i’sweet girl .«mrmwMaaiM'nHQn 
| I'd spurn the face of God J 
land kiss your little teet >if||

iMaur/ce Spiro jllla njffjBfiW im

6

Zoodbye! IKmI Un
mCoodbye/.jMiSm
We said goodbye without tears.
It was such a natural thing.
I watched him leave as at other timesjffljffii 
When he was to come back,
And we kissed, too, as at other times,TpMil ||| |

And I did not even stand in the doorwayj™$g| a| $ 
To watch him go, j
Nor did he turn his eyes to me againIffllffBqj 
It was all so matter of fact, so lacking in emotion!

IV
I am
WASP
When
Ethnic ism^L “ $2";
Straight
while watch ing 
The Orgy
Young when^iM^^ 
maturity is demanded 
loving ^
in a world ^
that doesn't J V '; *£ i- 
CARE.

MBIT he Hero S™1
1
[I uYour re waiting for a time J 
lulwhen a hero will emerge 
IttHTo batter down the doorwaysJjjI|l|ilj|Ff8 

HU Of your passive urge ..«miui|||! 1 
j|| You wave your flag on- high 
ffll And move yourself with skill 
HI Alook, a touch is what you needJM|| 
l[j To feed upon your ills.
Hi MliVS.'aKI llfljl
|jj|J}A/i, love is lost in /e/sure 
H11 [And passivity in pi in 
I To find what you're looking 
I JffliMa ybe in a future game«rfji||#j|lfW If j 
S jllJ/ane, Carol, Ian or Cris 1| M| f I
1Cod dampnit, it's nothing new w IM. I 
llljj But it's sib hard to find the key t ||| ; | 
if And unlock what's inside of you. jiff f$

IfiMaybe With your body IlHlwHiiiilltfii 
Mi Maybe with your heart 
ilS||Maybe the mind will rescueIMfJJMJmff 
| jlTbe end of another start fj|
jj jltfMa ybe your hero will m o ve’ro i if mi [■ j i j|g 
jjHr/n a saner manner of view 
111 With clearer thoughts of life and lovet 
jllfflAnd discover what is you. 

ilfciiioitmiiliiuliiMmto'f auiii «a mM!
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k
iütlB8IMIllSfcewiien'lie«I.FH<»siweeii*f»i»eniewi.aîi%i»«.enBwig|yQl|*!

He was carrying away bits of my life, 
In his mouth, his hands, his skin, «iflffi 
And in all the corners of his sou/.Nsfil

And be left me shreds of b/mse/£jjHi| 
Tucked away among my n/gbtsÆjffl|| 
And that cry- I 1
His most tremendous cry—a 
piercing my anguish ... 1
And around my rfeck fil
The pearls of his tears,IS 
And his nudity sewn to my skin

1? :

Thereforë^^T.v T , v; 
/ guess
/ missed theJ Afiy'v' >’’’ 
Party 40^^. 
but speaking^BB.\; 
of the ffower children 
I don't really^^g0 
mind. 4K0/M' ■ 
and besidesJ 
DAMN IT M 
I still like^00M 
Aretha FranklinJ 
Shaft^0 
and ^
Boogie. ~W

iNevertheless, T'ifilîlS!iïïlaaË 
We said goodbye without tears, 
And we kissed without emotion.1
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But it was to be forever
UIIMUBRH
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