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A Kind Of A Song

My lips are chapped,
yes chapped
darling.

That kind of honest scaling which bespeaks our indulgence. They do not hurt when
| remember how they happened. | wear them well . . . saying to everyone | meet .. .. these
lips are chapped for love of her. If lips could burn, then mine burned well; which is to
say that, perhaps, apssion is a flame which lingers if only in the damage it contrives.
Do you see these lips . . . Gentlemen, poets have written lines on lips so generously abused.
Poets often linger on chapped lips; as if the world should sing of such a bitter aftermath.
Blessed be the muses who must also suffer such a glorious frailty as lips. Blessed be humanity,
who (regardless of the evil they contrive) are capable of such exaulted suffering. My soul
remembers Helen, whose lips became a veritable wasteland of chapped memories. The other
damage | dismiss as history. | often wonder, Mary, her gentle flesh unspoiled by human
touch, did she have cracking lips from so coincidental a union. That dove at her window may
have been blessed, but his song was sad for not having had a pair of lips so blissfully to pain.
This, a kind of a song for lips, means more to me than all of our generous saviours who
indulgently accepted our abuse for everything else but lips. May they joyously live, their
hereafter home in heaven, touching warm, with lips, the generous swell of an angels belly; may
the kiss of love, with tenderness and pain, contain and close their opened wounds.
| wonder at nativity on a couch, that we are born again from the face of love. | wonder at your
body, in this darkness, which | might know so privately with lips. Having lips, | know as well
with hands and eyes; the way your breast falls or rises against me, the notice of your touch
from where you hold to where you move across, your face in shadow . . . the way it feels so
quiet to my palm, and occasionally the whisper of a word.

| never heard.

And perhaps it doesn’t matter.

My lips are chapped.
| say chapped darling.

Not intending to complain. When | lick my lips there is something to taste, the taste of what
remains. That love is dangerous; | know it is dangerous. It teaches one to feel, like a dull
knife, aware of it's own betrayal, it's wounds are rarely mortal but very hard to heal.
My lips remind me of what love is, the passion and the word; the one remembered the other
rarely heard . . . but still . . . and there must be love . .. my lips are chapped. Oh speak to me
lady, across the moment of our bodies, that | might listen.

Why are we here ?

Why is your face so gentle ?

Why do your shadows so generously fall

at exactly the right moments ?

That your breathing is like music you couldn’t help but know.

It sounds against me like a lonely blues in a crowded bar;

but the words | never hear.

My lips are chapped from having spoken less and loving more.

The remember how it happened.

The warmth of your body could have been no warning. The night was cold. There was no
place to take you. My lips were chapped already. You cryed when | mentioned love.
| could taste your tears. They were tender on my wounds.
— What time is it ?
— You have to go home ?
It’s too late.
Too late to ever go home again.
— | would like to stay with you, but it's almost morning.
— What ever you like, but | wish you could stay.
— Are you angry ?
— Yes.
— With me ?
— There is no place to take you.
— Shall | stay then ?
— Not unless you want to . . . yes.
— Can we find a place ?
— There is always a place, if you want to stay.
But | have no place to take you.
— Do you love what | am,
or what you think | am ?
—No ...
| love being with you, thats all.
your lips and the way you smile.
| wonder at your body, which | might so assuredly know, with lips in this darkness, across
Your dress the shadow of how it must feel to hold you, the notice of your touch from where
you hold to where you move across, the way your breast rises and falls, and occasionally the
whisper of a word.
| never heard.
A kind of a song.



PPPPP

g8

CHRIS EMBREE 2.9

ANGELO GUERRA 5,8
MYCHMIO 412

BARB HRYCIUK &
M 713

EDITOR: MYCHALO
PHOTOSTEVE MOORE
COVERCHRIS EMBREE

OPECIAL THANX TO PETER




el e a song
















Sand Witches
|
(The Dunes)
North Carolina.
The ocean stretching away from.
Two naked crystal nuns draw their smooth grey bodies
across the bar. .
From off the ocean a homeless wind, as all winds are,
spreads their diamond souls across the hell that heaven makes.
These are the sand witches.
These are the witches of wonder,
pulling themselves up to die
as constantly as man, never growing smaller
never any larger.
Treading a snails space on their sandy feet, they sing
the bleached out bones that wind and crystal make.
No gulls rest here.
Here the scorpian eats his tail for dinner.
Death is an eternal diet here, where even the vulture
consumes his own shadow.
| trail my history cautiously in this place.
Lonesome as this Carolina sun, | cast no shadow;
and having none resign myself to non-substance.
Between two witches, | name a mystery
(myself, not self, hidden with the ashes of a whisper)
and forget.
~ Time and space receed with the mist.
Yesterday is a watch | forgot to wind.
A filament of blue between myself and the continent
is all | need of separation.
Between the town and here my destination waits soon;
and soon enough will disappear.
In the sand my footsteps collapse and vanish
as soon as | am passed.
Unlike the words they pretend no path to follow.
I climb one crystal tear to face the dynamite of wind.
Unlike a snake there is some skin that a man cannot
crawl out of. L

Pain presupposes existence where for a moment there was none.

A memory of love carries me back towards a room
-.where you are waiting.

I

(The Wrecks)
Again the broken figure head, the paint
chipped boosom half revealed.
What sand buries water uncovers, then
carries away again.
Here is the beached whore.
Wearing her lovers casually.
as stale perfume
and seaweed pearls,
she never asks for names."

A wooden wishbone protrudes from sand;
intrudes the graceless blister of decay.
Separating the ribs | pass between,

where only decay has any meaning.

| passed here once when | was born.

| am no longer a relic.

My foot prints wash away.

Your flesh still burns in my hand.
Tonight | will love you forever.

11
(The Room)

Life is all, is all that is left.
Love is all | have left.
The womb,

the wrecks,

the dunes.

Life isall, is all | have left.
Tonight | will love you forever.

Page 9












Page 13

now being served

FRIDAY NIGHTS

ALSO AT THE

AT THE “BENT ELBOW G ASTANK®

Housman

“Shoulder.the sky my lad, and
drink your ale”.

(Last Poems)

Shakespeare

“For a quart of ale is a dish for

a king”.
(The Winter’s Tale)

Borrow

“Good ale, the true and
proper drink...”
(Lavengro)

Browning

“There they are, my fifty men

and women”.
(One Word More)

poetic justice
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FEB.19-23,1973
ARM WRESTLING

The tradition of arm wrestling is centuries old. It
appears that no specific rules have been laid down
but if the basic rules below are followed, the end
result will produce the maximum amount of enjoy-
ment and the minimum of contfusion.

Try and pick an op-
ponent of similar
height and build.
There are three weight
classes:

Lightweight

Up to 175 lbs.
Middleweight

176 1bs. to 200 lbs.
Heavyweight

201 lbs. and up.

Firstly, elect an impartial judge. This wise in-
vestment can prevent an arm wrestling match
turning into a real wrestling match.

When you have your judge then find a good solid

table. The two contestants must sit and the free hand
must either be placed behind the back or grip the
opponent’s free hand. Both feet must be planted
firmly on the ground.

Elbows of both contestants should be placed on a
beer mat or in a circle drawn on the table. At no
time during the contest must a contestant’s elbow
move out of the circle
or leave the table.

The starting position
requires the contes-
tants to adopt the
“"palm” grip. The
“'palm’ grip is achiev-
ed by placing the two
hands together, one in
a vertical position and
the other horizontal.

The judge allows the contestants five seconds tc
“take the strain’’. He counts off the seconds; at the
“'zero’’ the contest is on.

A match winner is decided either by the loser’s
hand touching the table or when in the opinion of
the judge, the winner is in an obviously dominant
position.

There you have the basic rules of arm wrestling.
From time to time variations on these rules may
appear in which case use your own judgment but
ensure that, if udopted they have the agreement
of all parties.

‘snowmuobile

rodeo”

test & drive

feb.22 12:00

back valley

Page 17

Ik

OF ,
ARM WRESTLING
FOR USE IIN

THE AMAZING
M WRESTLING

JCHBMPIUNSHIPS‘

MOLSON

CANADIAN
LognTomt



Page 18

BEST WISHE

FROM
HUMBER

COLLEGE

AND

MAY - W INTER CARNIVAL BE A
SUCCESS

A NEW AGE IN SOUND
WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN MISSING ?

In times when the pace is fast, many products
are built the same way.

Sound is a leisurely past-time. You should
enjoy it. Sound is a very personal thing.

Every individual has his own standards of
intracacies which are involved with sound.

At TSBSPEAKERS we take great pleasure
in crafting sound systems personally for our
customers.

We would like to take care of your ears.

TSB SPEAKERS will build systems that
will amaze customers with the nuances in sound
they have discovered.

The bass will be more than the clatter of a
tympani on a Sunday afternoon balligame.

The highs will be crisp and clear, not like the
drone of shrieking subway wheels.

TSB SPEAKER customers will here sound
which is precisely balanced and offers sharply
defined separation of lows, highs and midrange,
with a minimum of distortion.

That's why at TSB SPEAKERS we take pride
in our craftsmanship. The better the sound, the
happier the person. The happier the person, the
better the world is to live in.

Drop in to the Student Union Portable and
inquire about the quadrophonic system we are
building for the new Student Centre. At the same
time pick up a card for a 15% Discount at
TSB SPEAKERS.

We’ll be earing you.
P.S. HAVE FUN AT WINTER CARNIVAL.

TAB

ThHE
HLIWG CABNETS

WRHICH HEIEFLDDHTHE PLANG
WINTER CARNIVAL

TAB

Wild ALSO FURNISH

PHASE LA
WiTH NER CABINETS

WE ARE ALS0
RESPUNGIBLE

FOR HOLDING
ALL THE S.L.
TUP SECRETS
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AFTER WINTER CARNIVAL

WHEN YOUR MONEY IS SPENT
COME SEEUS
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