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The Heart That Does Not Fear If Shakespeare Were a ,?foet, Now

A continent rolled up for an hour

And unrolled for a year or more
The west is a blossoming flower
And the east lies an open door

If Shakespeare were a poet now,
What manner of man would he be?
Would he rhyme with a trochaic meter
Or would he do it anapestically?

A flower of doubt
Torn by the winds of change
A flower without
The faith to walk into change
Justified in her beliefs
Justified in her doubts
Each stems as a leaf
Reaching closer, closer, reaching out

Maybe he would just scream like a
~Hallucinating grunge;
Or babble like th%e nembom fremis

A door of hope

Faith unmoved in his pursuit

As he alone gropes

To take the flower in and thi

Certainty lives within

AAnd purpose all arounc

To bring this flower in =
Onto his private ground

A continent unrolled now for months
The west lig jar ﬁom here
ﬂnd opposite words

ound, ﬁzry and heresy
ith a mouthful of chché" :

would just be another hy,
tly what he thinks

and so free

litude unto me

rld fade away

ak megg safe place to stay

Stop the w end the drought
Teach us wha: peace is all about

JHeal the wounds with love and trust so pure

That I seem to think for all there is a cure

We mu ) break the barriers of society

‘ et our souls roam free
colour of hands and face
{ of the human race

DISTRACTIONS is STILL looking for people to submit short

stories and is particularly desparate for cartoons and comies.
PLEASE take your donations to Rm. 35 in the SUB

as soon as possible...
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