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Jfor you

Force the eyes to be open
Seek for kindness in the heart
Raise a gently voice

And be tender with yourself
When times are hard
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Itisenmtyandﬁ&z s at me. Soft black ribben, seamlessly, on an empty vhite sheet.
So this is the begi .Ulﬁsismzelvﬁllstm.Iwnonlympethatthe%ink
will ve valiant and full of cold hard tnith. With a heavy sigh i press the firt sligh of
metal,

i 8
start

typing e eodbee wild gl

>

A1l evening and I am pounding out pgems. I am
reliving days and rewriting some [parts. Words were pushef§l back in a
drawer. Somewhai®’lost in the dark. I feel somehow,like the marching
soldier my grandfather 4f§&-was. CLACK CLACK CLACK. BAM BAM BAN. the
rhythm of the typewriter. The rh,y‘chmof the poem.

= B 1ike bullets firing qugm a
gun. Forgetting time:day or night or night or day. A war on my mind.

Some thought evil and some thoughtskind. Some words fall, get up and
TUN away . e gome words rot and final die. Some words are brave

Qnough to s‘ty. And 50 1t goes AND SO IT GOE
1% goes ARD S0 IT GOES
yar ln\ov of %],
Wl 2l e ?(Mu t

After a ‘Cv/ile the black ink 0 fade. My ammnition almost gone. I
&2ty 1 sigh while emptiness departs. Oh white sheet,
my battlegroundf Now drop the gun and see what ive done
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