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If your mind was of silver
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Some people like to look at the tree
Some would rather smoke the weed
That’s not what | need

| get high on the sunflower seeds

Some wimps have the maddest faces
When they find the shells all over
The place

In beer mugs

and on beer suds .
in, on top of, and

under their rugs . ‘
in some of their socks

and in their mail box

but to hell when they say
“put them in the ashtray”
let them fall as they may
and that’s where they’ll stay
but after all

the seeds are small

and you're not tall .
so don’t bug me HALL

M.W.M.
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There’s three beer left on the shelf

The first will let me forget tomorrow’s assignments

Once that’s gone the next will go fast
And | may get quite witty
Or so my reflection tells me

Then there’s the last one and the night’s almost over

And maybe tomorrow won’t be as bad
Though if I'm honest today wasn’t impossible
But yesterday, was a trial, so | guess

That means I'd better get ready for tomorrow
Now
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Maybe now I'll follow, knowing
It’s not the path home.

g.b. Oct. 78

Where the world is quiet.
A drip on a rainy day.
A cold wind blows.

A Hush 0
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You cannot see the fear of rejection

Which monitors all thoughts

Nor are you aware of the pain of commitment
Locking doors to ensure solitary confinement
When the skeleton in the closet

Keeps the nights eternal, the days a trial

And all around take arms and judge

There’s no one to ask for advice

For none can put down the mallet

Long enough to listen to the cry of a heart
Stretched to its limit in search of blood

| await the creaking of bones and

The peace and contentment of senility

To have passed a life among people

And left no ill-wishers, have caused no pain
Have crushed no egos, reserected no insecurities
To never have crawled behind the mallet

And let the spirit be displayed

Ah yes, to be alone is anon-risk enterprise.

You can listen
to them. . .

But, you cannot
hear theml!
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