














The Sounds of Silence

A car bonked shrillly, a small child screamed, a pestering fly went beezing by, a
clock steadily ricked, a desk speaked, a page rustled with a small, unwillingly
across a page. The teacher spek; everyone’s head cone long, a little more than the
sun, to the strenuous levek of day dreaming.

The first thing was a small sound heard, the principal was before the class. He
walked around inspecting, made a few casual com-ents. Khe er one of the
students chuckled, three of four showed sichtily. The first thing was a sound in
the class was allent.
Glances darred once to fall uninterestingly back to the floor. Frowned crossed
wee fares

Algebra class was over.

living in the bullseye, 1962

curses on my fate,
man’s fate,
for the hell of daily living
under the mushroom cloud,
the cloud of fire,
that never shall be quenched.

certainly, in a world of fools,
run by machines,
without head, beard or pity,
some bloodless finges
shall find the button
that was spell
my doom
and yours, too.

curses on your fato sito.

d. i. dutton

trees

AlgebraI

sophanic shkith

Cindy Frazin

There was once a man who wrote a poem
About the trees around his home

His trees must have been a sight to me
Or so the thought occurred to me

It told of trees in a far off land
Some were small and some quite grand

It told of birds that in trees sing
And upon the branches monkeys awing

It told of the tall and statly pine
With pinecones that were rare and fine

It told of trees opss which grow
Nuts and leaves all in a row

But one thing he forgot to mention
Is the awful, horror growing tension

That comes during this time of fall
‘Cause raking leaves just isn’t a ballLinda Ahlberg
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