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AR .If.'!,.lt' antenad fx rt'l'H'é'n,
turbulent, stromg, and wnyeilding . . .

ar difficult to subdue as the wind.
Bhagavad. Lt




8 is nophing to die.

it ir frightful

ot to bave lived
—Victor Huga




| swear-by my life and my love of @t
that 1 will vever live for the sake of ancther man,

wor dgik another man fo five for wine.
Atlas Shrugged




What « piece of work ii man. .




how woble moredgron, |




bow infimite in facultier. | .



in form and moving hou EXPTELS and admirable | | .

=







] dfiiry hension bodw ke @ God,




e world .
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The paragon of animals.

Shakespeare




The music of

A single

Sryle

Rings through our days,
And upon our

Lips.

Anthem To Farathuscra
We are the children of
Simplicircy,

It is in our eyes

And in our
L.ives.

YWe are thechildren of
Simplicity,

It is with us

And of

s,

—Jmiein Sp fobm



Some day soon truth will be.
And it shall come without you,
bor 1t 15 within me.
The trees will shed,
the leaves will burn in anguish;
my mind is the kindling,
my soul is the flame.
I know not when,
I need noe wish,
I see a face, and another, and another
they fuse wogether like sugar and water,
My clarity increases,
their's disappears,
they self grows larger,
gone are all fears,
‘till finally naked it appears.
There's no need for question,
no reason to pout,
when ends emerge,
gone will be the doubt.
Then whole, then free,
When comes nothing or all,

then you'll hear no plea.
=l Horgan




didn't sleep all night.

and I was just lying there

in the dark prostrare & steaming;
naked, sprawled our all over
hanging my feet from the shelves
playing with my roes.

just sittin’ there in the dark.




I never asked you o love me,

Love 13 not an easy thing to grasp.
I never asked you to make me smile,
It's hard tobe joyous when your
cities are falling.
I never asked you to be good o me,
You can't even be good wo yourself.
I only asked youto be honest with me
But you only laughed, reached up,
and kissed me,

—Dlavid Creary

15
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Enow thyself
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there are o fences

o i
Jacang.

Bab Delan
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A blank piece of pa','rcl:, a pen,
And dreams to write down

As the time goes by,

What is the poet's fancy, when
His vision becomes 2 noun,

An adjective, dry

Ink on a straighe, still sterile line?
How can his sun shine,

Huminarte, glorious . . . and rhyme?

(rbilaine Joumrer




Lives nf }-_'I-::E: Rl ] .'||| ."|'||':|'.|.| (111
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time.
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any one band condd bold e
recre o as wot to be blown away
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Leonard Coben
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Christ knew whar was
coming off
when he was hanging
up on that cross and
The nails were ripping
into his hands
Luke shakes thar once
having biteer won't let go.
and the sun was beating down.
That sun was just like
the lights the cops shone
on the prisoners face when
they try to get him scared
and talk.
Christ knew what was
happening,.
and he gor scared, real scared
because he said
"Forgive them Father, for they
know not what they do,”
and it would really Aip him our
if he could see us now.
“Forgive us Facher, for . . ."

—Perer Lewds

n
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The

The

The

The

eyes in the skull scan che page,

a Hick here, a Hick there,

One page s ended.

eves in the skull scan further on,
a flick here. a Hick there,

Two pages are ended.

cyes in the skull look up at me,

Students of yesterday, today and tomorrow,

passing by on parare,

with paste grins on carboard faces
eves in the skull scan the page,
a Aick here, a Aick there,

the story is ended.

Michaer 5.

R R R R R R R EREESEEEm=———,

Harres



we go
fi}' away o places unknown
where life 5 how we make

and our persons ourselves

here

we think
far ino

thie

distance

and life we can’t change?
and people creep into
places
unknown

unthought ideas

and unfnished sentences
wasted mOotions

and useless heroes
with passions forgotten

if
places unknown

Beiry Plavored







And in the sweemness of friendship let
there be laughter, and sharing of pleasures,
For in the dew of lirtle things the heart

fhinds its morning and is refreshed.
T AP
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Lunkbhrime

taceless forms of
not-people surround

e

making loud

and painful noiscs

as

proot of existence

that each can whip u..
and

flash at the others when
the paranocia gets w be o
mirch,

how long,

how much time will pass
betore

soft summef honey

glazes over their harshness

e Wire




Dutside
Encounters i

17
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To the Students of CLS.

Wirdom

Take time o work

It is the price of success.

Take time to think-

It is the source of power.

Take time to play-

It is the secret of perpetual youth.
Take time to fead-

It is the founcain of wisdem,

Take time to be triendly-

It is the road to happiness.

Take time to dream-

It is hirching your wagon to a star.
Take time o love and o be loved.
It is the privilege of the gods.
Take time to look around-

It is too short a day to be selhsh.
Take time to laugh-

It is the music of the soul
—Mri. Horiwldh
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veo THe darkners i afl arownd me,

I prope and fumble
Trying to find my way . . .
Laral Chapman

40
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a brown leaf
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A thought of love
A dream of beauty
A ray of sun

A drop of warter
The makings of life.

—Tedd Hochberg
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We'll talk in

frrefent fewser
—Juni Micchell







@t any

oHe can

fll bis life

mfy with thing

be can see

but ke quit

gCan mof fomeh . ..
Bab Divlan

mh\:hﬂ %, 10

L]




]

S sl o e

DPTIIL T TR T [ SR

weondering why, Islo —
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Into my horse-drawn coach

I shall bring you

To share in my blackness.
I:_ZTru:qg-runj_.; over dark wer sgreets
Encased in black velver.

Your whiteness abowve me

My blackness inside you.

How shall we die?

Silencly.

Dseviad Creanryy




4 Life died down

in the lamp

and then fickered
caught at wonder . ..

—Fzra Powmd
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... king Jeius, be whispered
' not very far
and
Budba declared
i#'s right where you ave . . "

incredible sring




The crimson blue sunset
glows as it says,

goodnight,
I search for my feelings and
rambling thoughts down narrow streets,
Come with me, I will rell you
of myself
Trust
Evil barriers . . .
Be honese with yourself.
Break down the walls of fear.
What isthe purpose of all this?
Alone

I stand upon a cliff.
The sunset

Whispers

goodnighe.

—Sara Falion




ve gaf Joy

‘round my brai



. gt and ree
Rochard Farifia
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T am young

l|l I.'.'.'IlI .r.'r:- B oAy

s |I g .J’rrrr.lg

| can pive. ..



.« You the strange

-:'|-l:'l"".'-'. '.l_rr :l'-.ﬂ_'l ey

. . Feel the change
Know the Way.'

—Tiimi i!-:'l.'k..'.':




1 bave tried in Y ey

I
i D .Irh'.'-e' o

—Lenord Cohen




Chairos

As tide rolls leaden, swirling from these rocks,
To far-dim crysts of foam and unbreathed air,
Where grey expires in grey and in it locks
Not death, but all-entombing life, frail cheer:
Our beach grows longer, lest it nothing hold
Save shreds of clam shells’ empty memories.
{How often on this coast the vesper tolled

A stoicken warcher's hope, that remedies

Its faith while it despairs the ebbing knell! )

S0 aurumn-shoreened northeast days reteeat

To distances thar solitary tell

The late-laved sand how fresh-soiled are our feet,
Defier of this permanent, changing sea,

Her woman’s kiss might bronze today for me.
—Dale Diregfaia

6l
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Direams of a Life

By the dim Norwalk nighe-day

1 read Kerouac and dream

San Francisco

Moonlit bars

The roaming streers

poctry

Camplire mountains in the Zen sun
A lighted pipe and peace

Snyder

And then motion

gasolining from N.Y. to LA
Speed

It's always Dean

Dreams of free days and hzzing in my head.

w=feremy Burwell







The itsy bitsy spider

climbed up the water spout

Down came the rain

and washed the spider out

Out came the sun

and dried up all the rain

And the itsy bitsy spider

climbed up the spout again
—Nuwrsery Rbyuid
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—the Bllowing poem originally appeared in SCRIFT magazine i 1935—

Tmriration ée T, 5. Flier
by Basil Burwell

Will you come with me saome migh
When the neon signs are crimson bieds in Aighe
Screaming for you fo chear your throae and gargle,
Praying char you may make your peace with God,
Which only makes you nod
Approval char God and garghe go mgether . .
You wonder that man can praise them both forewer

Ler us leave behimd chese enrerprising lighes;
We ahall dlimb upon the heights

And think o theughe or owo or theee o four,
Sraring silenr in the dark;

And retumning we'll remark,

"Life is fickle, Life is frail.

Life s water in & pmil.”

We'll wander down 2 rwiseed, semi-quiet street,
Wie'll chonbe ar the yowling of the cars in hear;
Shiver ar the breathy inspiration of a fluee;

Criggle ar recorded Crashy's love-tarn hiot,

Mimic how the maiden pianist's scales repear;

Echio a sad baby's musise, snsistent blear;

Hear the domestic ory of long-endurad defea,

Thee men who'd racher be off drinking with the I:lr.ly:'.
The women oy whom silenoe is an oppormniyy for noise;
And when they feel the need of music i their soul,
Play radios or food thamselves a player-piano mil
They sit at hume and go o bed at ten,

Concinved there is tqu:.lir}' N ImEen

Bur you and 1 do oot believe in mich

We leave all pracrled, idle faich oo mach.

We stamd secure behind a guestion mark

And sedly sare forever at the dark

We wait for death s koock upon our gace;
And ask esch other, “Have we comse (o0 soon®”
And wonder whether we have come oo ie.
But they, when some dewning finds chem dead,
Wil never o themselves have ssd

“Life 5 hckle. Life is frail

Life is warer in a pail ”




DEDICATION

to creatvity

67







A JubJub bird

Caresses my foot with fashion,

I fecl the passion,

I crush his wee body with a violent thrust,

And leave nothing but a feather to bite the duse.
I pick the feather up,

Pur it in my ear,

And swallow ir.
—.ﬁr’p Airix




I sewff &t pevtiness
odrich Il'.lur.e:,- i3 :rr.-_.'.-l[;',lfl
walk up-ride down
inside band-cuffs

Eich T

fo craih i -.I_If.'-

ray aksy what elie

Catld YOk ihotw me ., .

Boh Dylan
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e Bird's Fﬁg.‘;r

Trapped and mourning
a young and silken bird
sits crouching

in a cricker cage.

She looks our,

a world beyond the bars
then drops her head,
and sees the soiled page.

She wants w fly

Moments in her shadowed tomb
seem like plodding days

and the passing day, an age.

And then no ery,

no muffled song

comes from her tightened throat
This young and silken bird is gone.

—Framcerea Grae




Swirls of red lighe smash
Against the yellow of the

Fading sun.

Orange clouds slowly pass.

High in the sky purple is

descending into the cinerama

Against the black silhouettes of the buildings
The sky throws color into the air

As grey people on the city sereet

Lock at the sidewalk

And run 0 the eternal subway.

—Carol Chapman

T3
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I stand so supremely solid
While the people push and shout
And pass me,
I sec myself so simply
When I lock inside alone
but when the others 1 ler see me
Will skim through layer after layer
To see me
To set me free.
And the crowd of people standing there
are afraid of me
and won't tear into me
No — they don’t want my layers tofn.
It's insurance for their own,
I stand so softly fragile
Because 1 am so afraid
To let the crowd
Touch deeply
Ineo me.
My eyes aim deep into space
While my body sits so sadly
On the ground
And the pushing crowd pushes by.
1 bow my head. 1 cry.
—Larry Harmon



Here 1 am,

Alone
My thoughs,
and |
Alone, away from people
Just o be with
one’s self
To think
In the forest
Trees blockading
the existing world
from me
Mystic trails
leading
to unknowns
In the distance
Parrering
Footsteps
Noises . .

My thoughts broken.

—Evglyn Simmon)
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Some ey to tell me

rhoughts they cannot
defend

Just whay you want

o be

you will be in the

end . ..
—Moody Blaes
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(e band
Two bands
reach out
Clap.
Express
Impres;
pat ‘u’ flatten
Slap.

Twa bands
Four hands
bug
ragether
Fiy.

Two bands
fone bands
stretch
forever

Bigh,

—Franchesca Cren










MNow all the fngers
of this tree

have hands

and all the hamnds

have people; and

more each parcicular
person 18 alive
then every world

can underscind

=i O, ERATAIAET
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happiness runs in a circular mushon

thoughr is bur a Lictle boar wpon che sex

everybody s a pare of cverything anyway

you can have everything if you let yourself be.
—d oAt A




When he was hve,

on a white paper

with blue lines he

wrote 4 pocm, and he

called it CHOPS, which

was the name of his dog,

and what the poem was about and

|1-;_ hrml.:-_-h[ 114 E'lllr:'n_' ._:||-d

his parents J'“j:'u: ir on ABSOLUTELY NOTHIMNG,

the kitchen door, and because that's what it was abour,

his father tucked him in and he gave himselt an A,

when he went to sleep And he slashed his wrises and hung it on the bachroom door,
When he was 17, because he couldn't

on a }'I’.'”i:-".".' paper with make it o the kirchen,

Toilf Adrans

green lines he wrote a

poem and called ie MY LIFE, because

char's whar it was abour, and

the teacher gave him a funny look and an A
He brought it home,

but no one put it up on

the kitchen door, and he

tucked himself in while his facher snosed.
When he was 23,

on a matchbook he wrome a poem,

and he called i







Musical notes of happiness

{livat throughour the air

Those few who hear them

ar¢ only those who care

The maker of this music is never to be seen

For he lives within YL mind

and foats |:|:r|:-||J;|'|-.|l.:[ Yoy dreams

Pan

It cne was w know him
and of him be a Friend
.I.IIE'I'I LIRS TTIRASL :l_',l:.i_-":_'

that he will never end

For he is love and happiness
and things which never die
And we are 11|'l|:| mortals

who seck salvation in che sky.







To be |'.u|"-.|-.:.:| — b !.-.la.."'-.l_".l' in a world
Which is doing its best, night and day,
To make you everybody else—means o
|.'|J_‘.|'|! the hardese barele which any
Human Being can fight, and never stop
Fighting

0 SN AN TIEL
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The morning enters me like warm hoe bread,

And 1 wish for all the other things T mighe have said.
1 long to repair the damage

I long to have been fair and fairly treared

Too many times the same act 1 have repeated

The mist will fall cool-ly on my shoulder bare
IF 1 will not refuse to ascend the stair

And see the light door crack,
Mark Kemuedy
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the sun is beaming,
snow patches are
turning into scatcered
puddles.
breezes stll belong
o winter, Crisp cuts
of flying air.
the forest yet dack
now restless, starkness
slowly turning w
softness. the icy
brook showing signs
of movement. Wwater
struggling in pockets
it seems to break the
glass and feel the sky.
stiff tree branches
seem almost w0 sigh
and relax under che
hint of spring’s sun.
—aliiog




LOW TIDE

The tide came slowly in

Bearing with i,

Like a peace offering to che beach,
All sorts of chings

Which it had gachered

over the miles and the years.

1 went down o the beach

Ar low ride

To see whar it had brought.

I found

A starhsh and a sand dollar
Dozens of muln-colored shells
Bur mostly

Just piles of ugly seaweed.

The beach

Thanked the waves for the starfish
She was grateful for the sand dollar
And the premy shells

Bur the seaweed marred her beaury
And she rr_'j:L't-l:'d it.

The waves

Tried again

Just as they had been trying
For thousands of years

They came in and went our
Leaving behind

A starfish and a sand dollar
Dozens of muld-colored shells
Bur mostly

Just piles and piles of seaweed,
—Mighael Tallan

107







L0

I ——



11k







I was walking one day (not unusual) and 1 stopped
( seill mot unusual) 1 found some fowers and deaded to
wrap them together ina group (7)) Anyway life was tick-
ing and ticking and then I gave them o my teacher which
helped cause T was lare for class (she even said thank you
ten minutes later) bur even so, they hated me. Damn

flower. gave me the hnger.

Timmy Lo Bk

The old Nalian who conld keep one for
vwenty minntes added, "No, it's nothing."

—Jimmy Lembeck




satwrday

take a train to nowhere
get off
and rake a subway a litele farther.,
then walk
and pass nobody in pareicular.
arrive, where?
one step o almost-talk,
usc the john, and leave,
arnive, gee hgh,
discuss nonsense in babble and
leave again
&0 sce a movie o pass the time.
Washe your rime.
return to farther
and be paranoid when anyone
walks by — bur you are nobody
in parcicular o them,
pass somebody,
anybody, and giggle.
they don't care, and even if they do,
it’s only bricfly.
and now we have returned.
we're back where we searted from,
jUSE @ SEepping sKone
in our lives,
just a wait for something else,
something better perhaps,
if mot— oo bad.
good-bye.
1 enjoyed being with you,
at least we're someone to each other,

for now, chat is.
—debby landy
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FOX HUNT

Running, dodging, hiding, twisting,

A red streak seriving for life

Escape

You must escape

The hounds of death come closer

Their voices telling of things to come
Leaping horses, excited men

Quick with gun to shooe anything thar moves
Escape

A blur as you speed chrough hedges

Past rocks and tress

Under fences

Through the meadows

Ower logs and streams

Escape

The hounds are tiring

The horses no ||'|-|'|J_!;|._".' ||;.’||"\- with |~rr_'x'i.~ui-.:lr'.
The men weary of the chase

You resore to the anciene trick

O splashing up a stream w hide your scent
Escape

You will escape

The hounds lose che crail

The men. discouraged, sound che horn

The panting hounds go back

The noise recedes

You lie quictly ander a bush

And waich them go

Then you get up and leave, also

Triumphant

-Michael Tollam

121
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They seem to like me vasily
Wby is that?
Becanse you find &t so difficult to like them
They seem to run o easily
Wby is that?
Becanie they refoice in those who do not run but wall or i still
They laugh a peculiar langh and their beads make groteigue motions
That is becanse .t.&ej' langh at, inrtead ﬂ-f langhmpg, and hecanse .|!.‘.1£=_'|.I
reach for, instead of smply reaching
Why do [ see the world this way?
Be grateful
ft ir a good thing thens
It is @ mecessary thing
Wha requires i#?
You do
And who am 17
A friend
The twe of them sdepr well
Mark Eennedy
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[ exsol as I am

— that i1 enongh.

Wale Whicman



To conmiamica













The years drifr slowly by, with no one really car-
ing abour the fowers of the carth,

The winds blow them around, spreading them
int the depths of the seas.

The tidal waves come, and the small seeds are
washed up, away, and are losc forever,
And no one ever wanes to be reminded of them,

and they don't really care,

Because chey are indifferent, unkind, and hostile,
with no smile on their taces

They say they care, but they don't really know
the meaning of the word.

They fool and fear themselves, because they are
the offenders of the ignosed generation.
They are the ones that talk about friemds, yer arc

afraid to give our their tue teelings.

They aren't the over 21 orunder 21 that conspire
against the hopes in my head,

But the people who are afraid w come our of
their shells, or give 2 hand to the moubled
for fear they'll ger notching in retern.

They talk a good bardle, against the nimes of war
poverty, and the sexual revolurion,

Bur when it comes down to the issue of people,
friends, and a brotherly actinude, chey are
all ready eo turn away, and forget about you.

They don't care, nobody does. The wishes for
friendship are as hard to gee as it is 0 make
ENETMIES.

Why won't people care? Will they learn from
themselves? Can they drop their defensives
and listen to someone who's troubled?

Can't someone pleasce show me that they do care?

Mo — 1 am all dlone ., .

Lasrie R'n-_n,'_'rr
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HOUSE IN THE WIND

| sic here listening o the house creak in the wind,
Feeling it hunch irs shoulders and brace its feet.
Old house that has seen the generations pass

And a thousand moons rise

And a thousand winds lay bare the stars.

Old house of rock and wood and the clay of man
Together we sit here listening

I, oo, have warched the generations pass

And the wars come and the flags of peace get trampled;

| too have seen the rose of day unfolding our of night.

Old house of rock and wood and the clay of man.
Your bones are stiffer cthan they once were

Bur you square your shoulders against the darkness,
Gulp a decp breath of the ageless wind,

And wait and will not fall.

I hear che old boards seretch and grow snll.

A weary mouse skiteers in the wall.

Old house and old man waiting wgether,
Dozing together, cocking their ears for the scratch
Of the broom of dawn,

Bazel Burwell
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there twai romecone Hhov baldime my band,
ana we were rannmg-rolling through the rand.
BES BAIRE s freedom too, and
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wfp tioe graciy doped we'd run

it p—langhing, logether—one,
traveling—ie ariuing from all around
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fhedr oo day we left African land

and praveled back to American sand

twe had much to learn but much to grve,
_I'.'.-r' we Hhy _I..-'r eelamer drd ."'|_:'|:'|'.'ri.; r e

alison



an artist divs along wich days
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Out of this prairie rise the faces of dead men,
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Chher fuces vite on the praire
They are the wwborn. The fdar
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Carl Sandburyg
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THE ARRIVAL

Mewest Horpest Theee Man
Team (rat

Marerial Taken From Jefferson
Airplans, Cresdence, Zeppelin
The Who
Flus Criginals

$12% up Per Might

For Informarion

Call 966-8011

Besr Wishes o che Class of 70
May the: Class of 11 Share Our Same Goosd Fortune
BEST “WISHES

THE STUDENT COUNMCIL &9-70

President — Michael Putiak
Fige-Prerident — Susan Selover
Treaiarer — !:'ugtn{' Habérman

Segritary — Alison Wilmarch

TINO'S LUNCHEOMETTE RICHARD A. WAYNE
WHERE THE ELITE I Horizon Road
MEET TO EAT Fare Lee, N. ]. 07024

VINCENT CUSTOM TAILOR

FROM A FRIEND For Ladies and Gents

Alteracions of All Types

Formal Wear Rentals—All Occasions
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Darign $35-2979

BUILDING MATERIALS

Lamber
Alillwork
|:'|:\. WK |\:
Rowfing
:'-"il.ﬁ‘.'l_:'_
Flcios ng
Wallboards
.F':II'II'“I'U_'
Flagitone

Wesr Avenieg Drarsen, Conin

Stamford 3274455

(B2

Bt Wishes

DR. & MRS5. JAMES WEITZIMNER

COMPLIMENTS F

THE GILBERT COMPAMIES

2200F Lockbourme Rossd

Coliembas, Ohlio
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(kar Friend and Securiny &r

Cherey Lawn School

STATE SECURITY SERVICE

Armied Guards Oher .\,":.|'~n_'|.|:l'.
H:.-'\-\.l'\- ks, Schools, Industeial Plagnies

108 Lockwood Avenus
Scamford, Conn

3245622



rhanks from

THE BAUMGOLD FAMILY



Paknss

THE TRAVEL CENTER, INC.

Art Materials

= PFionare Framing
2330 Uld Kangs Highway Mo

Darien, Conn 06820

NOVIS PAINT COMPANY, INC.

G55 5058 .
299 Post Road, Darien, Conn

Mew Yoark Phone 665-T727
WGEID

THE BOOK SHELF THE NATURE COMSERVANCY

Sraricaery — Greering Cards 1322 K. Strees, KW

Books Washimgicn, D.C
Cerodwives Shopping Plaea A private nooprofit organdzaion

gccepts gifts and  bequests of
lands Froem damors -.'|l.':|.'||'|,p pEes-

M53-2712 ervacion of maniral areas.
THE GRADE A MARKET ORIOLE LAND &
Yawr Friewdly Swpermarkess DEVELOPMENMT CORP.
240 Shippan Ave, G4 Posr Banad
MARGATE, FLA.
Smamford Lranen

DARIEN
CARPET

The Complimenty of

SHOP |

THE TOOL BOX _ |
512 Post Road, Darien, Conrn, |

LB '
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there is only

to better
yearbooks

T. O'Tocle & Sons, aone of the first
printers in the nation to produce
yearbooks by offset, bring to ¥ou
progressive ideas tempered by
experience and a repulation for
pains-taking workmanship. Persanal
service to advise you on ® Yearbook
Production = Themes = Layout =
Use of Color ® Fitting Copy ® Line
Drawings = Advertising ® Prood
Reading = Photography s Produce
tion ® Personal Service At All Times

fx TOTOOLE & SONS.ING. /  KEELER AVENUE NORWALK CONNECTICUT 068se
- AREA CODE  CONMECTICUT

03 BIBA7E]
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OUR PATRONS

Compliments of Best Wishes from

Mr. and Mrs. Allen Haberman Mr. and Mrs. 5. 5. Rice
Best Wirbes Compliments

Mz. and Mrs. Harry A, Rosenfeld Nancy and Keith Gilchrist
Compliments of Compliments of

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Schweitzer The Counihans

alfin—

odd swmbers on rainy days

with pens writing themselves, green balloons and the
stray cat bines, laughing when needing to cry and wondering
bow we cowld Bave dene it 2l 5:00 in the morning
and ginger imapr, where will we be tomorrow or Hext year.
Africa, california? comfort and broken windows. "a lietle
coke and sympathy.” my reading of gibran and your good day sunihine,
the leap year child, onr dreams. will § always run to your
walk? maybe il “jump down turn around pick 4 bale af cotton.”
ORE EREOLioNs.
will it always be like thiv—aliswm. i need to roani—yon too—
mud we're crazy aren't wes

fove,

betiy

that's all
betry—
I'm tired.
love, alivon
bello jinsney













