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CONFESSION

| am but

earth

Lord

slave unto seasons—

now

sick-bed for black leaves—

now
snow-shrouded, stiff.

o, strip me

and rainwash me,
sweet-blowing spirit,
and on my straw-linen
let the

Lamb-child

lie down.
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A PORTRAIT OF CHRIST

O thou divine Artist, Paint me a picture of thee
That | may ever know what | too ought to be

Paint thee in color For that is life
Arrayed in thy peace Instead of my strife

O turn thy face Toward your child
Entreat me with that look So meek and mild

Then, extend thine hand Thou Shepherd kind
And touch me with it For | am blind

Without that vision You know | be lost
So open mine eyes To see the cross

Inscribe thy name In letters tall
As a constant reminder That | am so small

O King! create in me That image too
And frame it in love With reflections of you

Then hang thy portrait Upon my heart
So as others do enter They'll first see thine art

Becky Smay
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STILLBORN

Lipid pools of liquid surrounded by white.

Salted water streaming down pale, wrinkled flesh.

The pressure of eons of time, before time is

crushing down upon brows furrowed with lines of questions.
She is mother of the child, the child will never know,

and she will never hear him cry.

And why or wherefore is it so

She seems not to know.

We cry oh God, but her God is dead-stillborn

Her last try at planting seeds of her and his existence
in future generations.

But perhaps it is better this way—

For can a babe or child comfort an old lady?

And why or wherefore is it so?

No one seerns to know.

Her partner in this tragedy stands behind her

but he is not with her.

Somewhere he is—-cursing in words too anguished to speak
but to God alone—whomever his god may be.

His tired hands clutch at the magic formula of life—

His fists are shattered by the silent wind.

And why or wherefore is it so?

He seems not to know.

And thousands die, while more are born.

Some rejected even as they take their first step toward death.
So millions have cried through eons of time.

And why or wherefore is it so?

Only God seems to know.

Pauly Yotter
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CAAS. FEWS — 75

TRANSFIGURATION

Ambling by the pond,

Our self-consideration turns us
More like swans

Than ducks. We condescend
To those who squalk in groups
For scraps.

Leda-like, you prey me on

To reap the feathers from your tail

Amid the rush of wings.

But relegated, by the ducks' gross habitation,

To the center of the pond,

Our silent flurries tempt the gust of common weal

They tell us to commune with ducks
(Since swimmers in a mimic pool)
And cast ourselves among the scraps
From better tables—not count fables
Less than life—

And truss our rushing wings.

Preferring fish, our wine enrich
By feeding deeply in the depths at dark.
Our flashing sides corroborate

The deaths of shore-bound ducks
And lead us laughing, by the bridge,
Into the caves of shade.

Steve Heaston




SPIRIT

AIR OF FORM

FIRE OF NIGHT.
NEWNESS FASHIONED
GOD RE-BEING

MOVES—

GIVING YOU THE GLOW

Rob Rhodes

Charles Revis
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HIGHER GROUND

I'm climbing up a mountain,

A mountain, o, so high

And since | too am made of earth
On God | must rely.

At times, | feel so overwhelmed
\With fear, and insecurity

That in mere disillusionment

| lose reality.

I'm lost! I'm lost! | cry

O God, to hear your voice once more
Would calm my troubled soul

And unlock my poor heart's door.

And the thorns, they prick my feet;

ls there no solid ground on which to faint?
O please, just help me climb this hill

And become that conquering saint.



Yet, how nearsighted can | be
When on God's promise | stand
To see but only the mountainside
And neglect His outstretched hand.

| see no sun in present view,

For the horizon looks only bare;

But there is one thing that | do know
lt's beyond this mountain somewhere.

Transition is what I'm fighting against
Although | want it much;

But the sun, it seems so far away
And again, | need His touch.

Dear God, | know you're guiding me
O how could | ever doubt?

For when moving on to higher ground
There is no other route.

Becky Smay




THE INDIVIDUAL

He was tall, tawny, with tattered apparel,
He stood there alone: The individual.

He was indifferent to all around him,

He hardly turned his head ashe walked.
He was bothered with no-one.

He was doing "his own thing".

Non-conformity was his cry.

His life would be lived his way,
How he wanted it to be lived.

Rules meant nothing to him,

He was beyond rules: This individual.
But where was he going?

He walked slowly to the corner,

He turned left, the park was ahead.

He stopped at the entrance and nodded.

He spoke slowly, his face emotionless.

He looked around, the park was full.

He saw them all, all the individuals,
conforming to nonconformity.

"There are two kinds of people,
The pushers and the users.
The users die,

The pushers get killed."

Evan Phillips
June 26, 1972









TO DADDY BOBBY

Bright lights all colors
gold
satin
curtain

and a series of dirty white birch boards

UPON WHICH YOU TROMP.

HAIL ACTORI....WHAT WISDOM WOULD YOU
SHOW US TONIGHT?

"citizens of low morals"
they stumbled onto the boards in the dark and while the gold

systematically forgot their lines.
rose
curtain

the lights glowed . . . then rose as rising to the heat of noon

and we felt that heat
but the method says to CONCENTRATE
and the heat makes us CONCENTRATE!

we began our masque
each of us being someone else

each of us with something different to say
pity.
we said our speeches
d and ¢
e o e.
v u v
o n o
m term

the masque ended, the story told
and we heard THUNDEROUS applause.

thankyou thankyou thankyou.
"Now remember what we have said, and apply it.
it was important that we said it."

now good night.
and the noon cooled off to darkness.

Robert Galloway



With a guitar in her hands,
And a smile upon her face,
She pours into my soul
That ever-lovin' grace

Word needn't, can't explain
The comfort of a friend

Who sings asimple song
About a love that never ends.

A wrong word or a chord

Will give her cheeks a blush
But I'm just praising the Lord—
Ain't gonna make no fuss.

In the early morning hours

Or in the moonbeamed full twilight

A song dances ‘round my brain

And fills my heart with God's delight.

So with a ballpoint in my hand
And asmile upon my face
I'd like to thank the Lord

For that ever-Lovin' Grace.

Jane Wright
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