
■I ¥^lierarchv of Need «;;;
: g For Tara J T>oris

i
*The shy — 

no smog or haze
the fake emissions

settled areas —

■ f.Jtti

IcYea to *from
of light in the
was a Lite Brite board

ith all the colored pegs rem
Slack matte construction paper

with constellations showing
through the punctures

Thanksgiving-

L *
ovcdi

J

Sm#T/ie Wrong ?
► WW C<« I *>•

"&SZ. """t “■>' /"r * r;;s .«»= »
Cfl,L H VV c Baker's when a blond ^

He tries again- Ate y

replies- 
“Yes.”
-M/hat’s the mo 
“J tvti/lt to go

My Eyes i that was my
1 It seemed oddI I

and heart
view things

ist in my eyesListen with your ears 
4nd they will let you
Your eyes could never see.

rt and hands touch

K,-
?>*short. Besides me

Friday
mnights Sal-

But powerLet your hea 
And feel things 
That you ca

nnot view visually-

(Hail)
Kings have 
problem

You
of course you 
and tried to explain 
that the image I have
my convoluted surface area

only a rotating satellite-
Was much more impressive

no phone

\ -Let your voice speak words
That will embrace those who

Are most close and dear.

had this 
in the past-

If
were used to it

would be
.

” Didn't

A loss
Is not something tier?” 

home-

«• -**«*' >W ' ‘ C» »»"

‘""ÉnJ «/>»'»'

received —
blind man lives

For this is the way a 
On this earth today.

with courage ething-He stands up
And offers this to say:

ab or som

Here (howeve 
that there was 
no radio 
radiation

! (micro) waves
I f0 disturb the 
i H’hieh would have

blind only in your eyes
1 am 
plot mine 
Oh, can’t you see 
What your ignorance

is doing to me!

pleena \1alhotm
train of particles 

bounced

& dancedcohesive skin of water.

hit the soil
off the 
Instead they
and sped through our exp

underneath*

osed flesh

Paradise
(for L.S.)r to the bones 

waiting to 
,heir Thanksgiving

and be freedreactivate
have
thoughts-Our fingers caked with

cool grains 
we run like maniacs 
to the ocean's rim

(death)of summer

Ph<*ses of Aaron IIto devour
rippling blue-green currents 

salt burning into our eyes 

Dodging
|WtAeloev/or .

r Sy+Z***

made 
“"‘‘bu,

See,btng 
c'a»/ing 

'“‘"•«•no,
£o^hn ger

*bei.

One day was all we had.

enough
fearlessly j What have / done? f ho 

\ longer help heal

Don’t le,
Just on

into wet hollows of existence 
our young bodies bend 
to the rhapsody 
of waves

up of 

'I’UggOts
li

one

It held noTropical screams of pleasure 
mingled with

words, no phrase'V' andn° riddles. JU

»«*«»«,»'He

Jw aZgonef ' »/«

Please-ineedyou

me. for

strong or as patient, I know /<"" «
Wing to heir

und me all alone.
Just us,

childhood st you

abandon

escape harmonically from pursed lips

Back on shore
we bury ourselves

lullsSnaPpin8
or g°a/r,.

J '°cke/i. 
and r- •. '

•n the c er i*e tr
'np heof^'in 

and egg*Aa

out a

crawlwith erosion

Later on all fours 
we sift the sand hungrily: 
soft wrinkled fingers 
ploughing for water crabs

Soon we collapse near

you.

'P me through this?
Who is 
It war 
it was your job,

s your job. Phe
, ?

ctu^nga,C/,ed’and my glory. 

serving
:¥ Sunshine is for those de­

but for me / have clouds.

Dear, you never did
but unfortunately f„ 
i did.

■ OH,aj,
J 1 a,n th

devo/vetJ
Z^ing

H/,°ureg0
ran‘m,ngli '"Judge

■

il rafters of water
► e'tvin 

and
" death;to be bathed by summer sun.w care,

r you, and fJennifer Salter
6attle.— Sorry. Tobi Hunch taliW t!‘ec°‘"°fcr

Hr See'ting “Whn
¥ ,,v‘ng death

7n>Sesofl
H>/,o S t°S1 

**at den!”'* *°u to 
mak,,;^' 

myself

* 9
E
I If you are interested in seeing your poetry, prose or short stories 

(max. 500 words) in print, drop off your submissions in the 
manilla envelope in the editors' office at 111 Central Square. Be 
sure that all pieces are proofread for grammatical errors and 
include your phone number.
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