sensitive

whisperings:

Ok Marniott! Poor Marniot!
My keart goes out to you.

You kave been the focus of yet anolher student profest.
D' sanprised you still openale with zedl.

7 kave to admit though

The pizza. beef patties and fries are wonth the dough.

But as evenyone nose,

Han & woman cannol swnuive on these colinarny delight alone.

stuff
that
rhymes
by
deep

The golden oppontunily of sampling those freck aubs

Tantalize, bt escape my taste buds.

due to the haunting fact that my wad of senip

My method for crucval?
Abide by this necital:

Bad food ca the path to good kealth
........ and a YORK degnee!

— Tina Lowise

18 EXCALIBUR

Tehghbofoly's Fernefly

The acn loome high

like a guilted octopus
Thoushes fly frecty

n my polats chif mind,

Tn the morning

thene are amowflakes

On Thurnsdaye 7 vacwum the silverware.
An octopua floats by

and greels me with a kind “hells'.
The ogone layer co disappearing
and 7'ue forgotten who 7 lent my
Cool Ragper Dee album to.

Tomorraw 7 will sneak wp bebind it
Checkmate.
— MWantin Lloyd Webber Markte

The cold wonth wind

9¢'s barren

7' m barren

you wene a baron

once, and 7 am youn duckess

bt mow, 7'm dry

of your lige

The cold wind

howls through my fallopion tubes . . . lit.erally
no more

no mone frencils

wo mone books

wo mone leacker's dinty lookas

you owe me $354.75 from last month s phone bill

—hkp sauce

BLASPHEMIES: #2

My Ulue truck o commanded by God. Fe dinects whene it
ahall go.

VY God caye. ~~Make a right at the next light." then my

On of Fe says, “Fmmm . . . 7 think you're going just a bit
too alocw . . . betten boost it up to a solid 75 m.po.k. thene,”

VY God caye, " That old lady s just about neady. 7'd
wert week angyuay.' thew my blue Druck obeys.

My blue tuck asks no gueslion. Tt does not wonden
whether answens ane “wight o “wrong.” Tt does not
comcern eelf with whether on wol it's cunpaciing the sppeed
limet, on whether on wol a brothen from the faclory hac been

damaged in a collision.
MWy Clue truck says. T God wills it. then there must be
a dévine parnpose, and 7 make sune that purpoce o caried oul.

Principles before perconalities.”
When 7 look ag my Clue tuck. 7 think. “How T wisk 7

could have faith that atrong, that well-grounded, that
enduning and powenful!”

ey blue truck says to me. comelimes late al night.
domelimes duning the kigh time of the Sabbath, ~God saye 7
need a wack. Take me ts a car wask temorrow.” But 7
don't

Sometimes it says. ~God says 7 could wse a paint job.
Take me to the paint skop and give me four coals of melallic
pink.” But 7 don't.

P all a game for my blue truck.

9 do wot play ita game.

T¢ saye. “God says 7 sound like a bucket of ructy

Feaping wicless senap metal. Jake me into the shof and gel
we a tune wp.” But 7 don't.

“You didn't say God says’.” 7 say.

-Dauid ~“Fowsehold name’ ' Lewes

(yet another abosurd) LOVE POEM

7' m falling in love agaix.

9t's happened two million one bundred thouwsand

and

Luenly oix times before.

7' m beginning to become bored.

Fe told me ke liked me and liked ts be with me and liked
wmy hkair and my dhkoes and ke went oul of kis way ls talk
s me and 9 have my fingens erossed but 7 should be tell-
ing myaelf that ke s full of chit and to get a grip and
get the kell out.

Thea time be's digfferent.

(Juat tike all the neat werne degfenent.)

And it feels real.

(Eractly like all the other times i felt neal.)

Don't ack me why 7'm ol writing about

Ylowera

and birda,

romantic words and

This s my loue foem.

Love can't a sad thing

o

A bad thing.

Vs juat a thing.

Pleace excuse me.

Thés ca anothern abound love froem.




