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January 21, 1994

orest O%mg

Through the rich green forest

Full of life and mysteries

Beauties found in every twig

When looked upon in search of them.

Endless choices of where to go
And what to do

But all directions looking similar
From this vantage point
Because | am inside the forest
And | don’t know my way.

Darren Elliot
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My whole life is a brief and simple as
the window besides which,

| wait hours and hours

for your passing by.

otk ok ok Kok

The Blueness of your eyes is where,

every lonely night,

my mind goes for swimming.

Oh Lord, | wish | sank in the infinite blueness.

ook o ok ok ok ok ok K

Every birth is a mirage

like the moment that

a new born child opens his eyes
to look at the blue sky,

for the first time.

And,

every death might be like,

the resting of a terrified girl from a nightmare,
sleeping in her mother’s arms.

The birth of our meeting,

was the death of my hearth’s comfort and peace.

ok ok ok Ok K

Who believes in leaving,
in staying by mistake.

And,
who has faith in staying,
will go by accident, anyhow.

“Reza”

Transcendant Really

for Graves

| have seen the demons in your eyes,
who long kept your truth from me.
They once held you,
but now you hold them
in memory,
in obedience,
in fear.
Their wings have you binded,
blinded,
so that you may not see.
But | see.
Beneath this forged shadow your heart still beats;
gentle and pure.
| ache to unveil to you
the light beneath your darkened shroud.
But you hold back in anguish,
afraid of my angels.
If, but for a moment, you could reach to me
you wotild release the demons you try to hold.
And:igin that moment | could hold you,
there would be no need to forgive,

r . tO forget

“#iisonly to embrace
the innocence inside of you.
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Perched upon a grassy knall.ghe small, male child
squints against fhc glaring light of the sun. His eyes
scan the turbulent waters of an eternal sea. He traces
each white capped wave with diligent accuracy _
searching for ... something.

He stands motionless, his loose brown shorts torn,
and whipping violently in the wind. His hair is black,
and thrown about his tanned face by unseen fin-
gers. There he stands, a watchful pillar of flesh, his
eyes scanning for ... something.

The boy is not turning, only his eyes move, even -
though he is surrounded by endless water. What
he seeks could be behind him, but he never turns.
Only his eyes are active. Only his eyes are alive. He
seeks, forever ... something.

Far away, a bottle floats. Sunlight dances off the
many facets of the bottle’s wrought glass. Clitter-
ing green, the bottle is visible only as a twinkling
sparkle of light in the endless séa. This bottle, spally,
and delicate is ... something. g
Confused in its prison of light, a beetle crawls end-
lessly along the slippery treadmill of glittering green -
glass. Its strangely iridescent shell refracts the green -
light into a fabulous array seen by no one. The bee-
tle is ... something.

&
The boy still stands, not moying, except for his eyes,
on his little knoll. He is looking out to sea, for it is**
there that what he seeks is found. Behind thc boy,a::
small, green, glass bottle is carried onto the kng}
by the sea’simpatient swelling. The sea retreats, jowd &
ing the bottle, and the bcct& w::d And t;b; @i
will never find ... anything. gy

Jason 7

It was fate that bdtight @6z eehe At night

The stage was set for our performance &
| approached you and nade my presenge §
You responded in ways even | didn’t jgag
Through the night we grew entwin
And felt things we never could bef
You showed me how it felt to touch a
I want to learn to touch the rest of you
I need your help-t#:guide rme throlgh
This labyrinth of words you have chisete@##t
To create the poetry that we compose together,

A.). Chesnut
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Look for the good in othcrs
You can find it in everyone. - s g wE
By your actions,

Help them to find it in you.

Darren Elliot




