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Go sit beneath the willow's jaded hand

Allow your canvas life to start afresh

Then wake the poppies nodding in the sand
Commence the day with honey-suckle-breath

Release the yawnlng volce of Infant pines
Unfold the waving tides of colored clowds
Unclench the vellow orb o skyward glide
And dry the chistered dew-drenched heads of flowers

Then pull the violet chaord of pastel light
And seperate the veboet mist with blus
And sew the moss 1o hush the river's cry
Riflect the dusk’s quiescent salitsde

Mow sing the morning's music with a sigh
And dance the dance of dawmn across the sky

Karen Goldman




I wonder wha they ane,

The men who really run this land,
And | wonder why they run i,
With such a thoughtless hand.
What are thesir names 7

And on what streets do they live?
I"d like to ride ride over

This afternoon and give

Them a plece of my mind

About peace for mankingd

Peace is not an awhul ot 1o ask.

Young, Shrieve,
Garcia, Lesh, and

Crosby



LEWIS MEYERSON

“It's all over!™

SHARON KRAMER

Your pain is the breaking of the shell that enclos-
o5 your understanding,

Kahlil Gibran







darkness im the clugtered attic

poCcEeling :q.h-.i.".p frearm cormer 10 carner,

fear Into the back of your mind.

thé moo i, & Weary helia |.1|"|I|1.--r

trickles her small light, down o our small hands.
rentiver wails high in the torpid night

apollo comes too late-

the children are laaghing in the morning

ruth






earth pouted, as sun snuk away, thoughileisly
abandoning her child
my hands are blue fingered and
salty
like the sea —
the straggling ends
of worn-out storms
come questioning the shore -
my face is numb
isit and wwonder
with the shrugging land

ruth




The air is colder now

And the sky is overcast

I left this summer of life

And came to the old streets once more
Expecting to find red cockatoos,

But there were no singing birds to meet me.

I sit in oy tattered chakr again

With my pipe, trying to read,

But the wind blows cold against my lips.

i

ook Bleary-eyved at the gardens,

Once radiant, but now empty of flowers and songs,

Jerermy Burwell













Mo snoner will your troubles
CIMETRE
That | will send them
back e their depths
Limtil that rmoment of the day
Whien thev cast on a
neEw image
Il spend miles
of happlness in
Lt
And 1N throw
away the thaughis
of debris
back In
like rotten bait

— |ason Rubinstain




st one crystal drop

Rainbow in one ligh

Was all 1hat could be WM

And the monalonous frustration of trving to try
Was made more so, by wondering why

And she moves and sees and -',pn:.]hs.

Hut is craving to nin away from

The way where her body has run

And she numbly steains and wonders again
Why it is flat and one dimension.

Seuffi ng heer feet in the grownd and soil

Moting the ants moving as she umbles their high-
rises

She is more together with them she notes

(In a funny kind of nothing-be-together way)

Anduninterested twurns to the side

And sees the grass growing ten thousand feel

high

And shrugs her shoulders and places her eyes on
arve af the stalks
Anvd walks away & they watch her movements

Mhey cannol even ory one crystal drop

For their homes have run

And they wrinkle and shrivel,

Arwd harden and hort i the |i|:|;h|_t:nin|:|'
mevements of the world

They can not turn themselves off

Forr thesir homes have ran

Anid rriust dee all ‘il every day is done

Dry numbb and tired they pace in their turnings

Lett to RiEhl;
Lip and Down
Straight Ahead
= Pokey Leeds













DY

W live and say wee lowe this flesh,

And yer we are quite purposeless,

Clur w0i0es rasp s w Come mear,

e will not leave what & for fear.™

The newkorn baby shricking, life.

T sav it loves, dead im the niggh

And one lved life, the gasping spook.

Cwr ripping flesh, the pain not spoke.

This ermpty contest at an end,
The memaory dust, a wanton din

— R, Gaylord




DONI REMBA

Vanity of Vanities,
All is Wanity,

Ecclesiastes




clevess she fly?
of is in
the wind imside
her
that will not ceased
and does the water
slitheer down
on shoulders
undiscovered
a5 she
remains alone
when it will rain,
= rifh




Fl il:kq_'ring clarnced will Organioe
the shadows of fire In his eyves
and flaming mountains will count
the tries
while buming ormbsers prevend
cleruines,
Onward and onward he rides the
Wave

Do nod prevent This
stallian of life',
the tress seem 1o whisper, then
rmesan as the storm roars
senselesshy on in carniverous
form,
cj[ing amed Fl.,l.r'u;u.ﬂ.hr SCreaming
's.urpris.-l: as e roie up befare
it — his fiery eves no longer
in shadow

but seething with light
SWILL live ™ he challenged;

bt vanished from

cight.
Pokey Leeds







The clover still looks
Erecn — even though i
has turned brown, and
the sun still looks gr-
ange, even though i

has already burned aut
The world still looks
young — even thowgh it is
dead by now — and life
has emded. But up comes
amew red sun, and it

all starts over again

in a different colar,

Maura







I sametimes wish the birde
wouldnt scatter and fly

as | approach

ANGNY MeUs










We, nothing loth a lingering course 1o meare,

May gather up our thowghts, and mark o
lesure

Features that else had vanlshed like a dream.

Wordswarth



A wine man sees 25 much as he ought, not as much as he can.

Proverbs







| eved their play

a0 beautiful th ey were,

Unaware of today's depression
Thelr hair of blond, auburn and Brown
Dangling to their shoulders

Eves as wide and innocent

As those of a kitten

Skin locking as soft as

the puffing clouds an a

sumimer day.

Diorwen the hills they weni

In plastic motoreycles, wooden horses
and fire engines of silver against
redl.

Cwer the hill | walked still hearing
thesr laughier and cries of

“1 won! | won|™

Dowm to the 2o | wandered
Children pointed at the

Weird animals never known

To thesr minds beforo

Their linle hands squeeazing through
the bars

Feeding the warm big trunk of an
elephant, a banana to a mankey,

Ciguling at the seals dlapping

Blowang their pinwheels

Pulling their balleon wp and dewn.

On hers wearing thelr davs accumulation
of feod

Grape soda mustaches, mustard at the
corners ol their mouths, Catton Candy
noses, Chocolate fingers, Coke missing

their mowths spraving their shirs

Cild ladies in long skirs

of ald pattern

Their wrinkles announcing

ape had hit. Black pocket books
sitting a1 their sides and grocery
brown peanut bags feeding pigeans
that had caome for the sake of

Food and net in kindness

Old men, legs crossed

in owvercoats, white shirts and socks
With their garbage picked newspapers,
Wishing for their grandchildren

and possessing their identity

of a child.

Jasan Rubimsiein













Sometirnes | think this whole world
i e big prison yad,

Sonve of us are prisoners,

Soimee of uws are geards.

Bob Clan

Ko, I:[g'i...-l N I

SUE GROSS



ROB STOKES

O God, | could be bounded in a
nutshell and count myself a
king of infinite space, were it

ncsl Lhat | have had dreams,

William Shakespeare
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Fly in an e cube
yesur face seen
repeated by clever
artisan whao cut the

crystal of your womb.

Mike Manners




ELLYN WERTHER

1 arm now what | will always be;
With tirne | will be more of what
| arm.

DM, Cohen



Linscrew the locks frem the doors)
Uinscrew the doors themsebves from their jambs!
Walt Whitman
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| €an see

the leaves

falling

I know what it means
The cold and death
of winter

Maura







SABRINA
ULLMANN

Life is easy to live, o lowe your mind.

il



Garden Thought

A tiny figure | es still
Alone, beneath the budding grandpa oak

And among the tall color-Blushed garden flowers
Enveloped snuggly in fluid waves

O Sumiday afternoon sundhine,

He dreams, chin on hand.

Pointed brancnes sway, reaching satisfiod
To touch each ather,

And just |'||;_"|-'|:|n|{_. amimal clousds blaws |:lg,'-
A tiny beee flies past, and paused beside
Him on the edge of a tulip

To, watch a bone ant struggle to climb

A single blade of grass.

Mow holding a stray, wind-plucked
Yellow petal to his eye, he peers out at all
The vellow world asking

Why the echo has no vaice of its own
And why milk doesn't trickbe out the
Botarm of the straw capped shut on top
And why MMamawont answer

It Gl lives in !h-:: H.Lr-:||=n.

Karen Goldman




I 1 weas a poet
I mvight write
Aed 0 | was a musician
| might play,
Bug | arm neither so
I quietly rmumble
With my thumbs
Sabsina Lillman







The healer came today.

It was in the marning —

through trees of glass

1hrcq,|.E|'| aluminum windows. |
He had rideden up on a

sky-pink horse |
Lo sawe my time i
t s how e saniny, — |
b a tear packaged with woolen ribbsons '

and books.

A mashroom Mlower for a face,

Thes healer came today.

Rabring Ullmann




BEN GREEN

He who seeks to do the will of the cosmic father
has found a harmonious relationship with his
' felbow man.







... dlan is a prey
1o hils eruths.

ALC




Lhist

Human spiders spiders spinning, spinning
wintamed silk fragments

and fraying ald lace

hang locsely between the cold metal frames
of tarurous vioes

im their crumbling dungeon,

Bt all too soon the

protective black web

will become too heavy ta be held by its strength

and the fraying black threads will snag,

It is there we are caught
to sullacare (ogether

bereath aur black fragile learming ne

where reigns the balance,
ourselves and our net

will finally become one — dust

Karen Coldman
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JIM SWANK

See my life, as it was yesterday,
See my life, as it is today,
Take my hand and | will show you

The moment lies the mystery
Seals & Crofes




POKEY LEEDS

You are a child of the universe, no less than the frees
and stars; You hawe a right to be here, And whether
or not it is clear 1o you, no doubt the universe is
wnfalding as 1 should.

Desiclerata

Talking to an artist
about his art

i like
talking to a plan
about horticuliure
MManners

MICHAEL MANNERS




BRIDGET BREESE

Jai Gaaru Dew









Plurmage of pale graen dance to lunes
of raimbow laugh

i, spread enchanted wisdom

Flentiful baskets of blue sky flying the
winged scason

rest on my hopis

Caressing touch af human ity

Dhscover mae

S arci
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AN UNMERCIFUL RAPE OF HER MIND

wandering through a mist of billowing confusion.

Her unnatural stride appears reluctant.

She pauses and glances furtively at the disfigured creatures
Who strut by her with blank glares of icy penetration.

Within her mind, she envisions the scorching flames of her desperation,
While her heart throbs thythmically to the haunting beat
Of the melting conglomeration experienced by selfishness displayed.

This deterioration leaves her in a pool of abandonment.

Her tear-stained eyes reveal her inner mound of griel and sorrow,
And her contorted face expresses her agonized loss of equilibrium.
wWith anly one last glimpse, | notice her falling, .. . falling, . ..
Eaillng.

Sharon
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The Summer Seminars Abroad

Cherry Lawners flying toward the sunrise and coming down in Birmingham or Manchester or Londan.
Cherry Lawners in their own bus rolling through the darkness 1o see Stonehenge at dawn, Cherry Lawn-
ers lunching on steak and Kidney Pudding at the Cheshire Cheete in London . .. Seeing a Shakespeare
play a1 Ludlow Castle . . visiting King Arthur’s grave in Glastonbury . . siiting on the floor in Dylan
Thomas's birthplace listening 1o one of Dylan's friends read poetry . . finding the ald farmhouse near
Exmonr where Coleridge wrote Kubla Khan chasing wild horses on Dartmaor Trudging across e
Yarkshire Moo to “Wothering Heighis” Crossing the Irish sea (o Dublin Irish revolutanary
songs in a pub . Climbing the Holy Mountain of 5t. Patrick on Mount Knocknarea to visit the prehisio-
ric tamb of Queen Maeve . Crossing Lough Gill in a high wind 1o visit Yeats's Isle of Innislree or sailing
i almost no wind at all e the Aran Isles on an old turf boat .. building giant sand castles on broad sandy

beach after broad sandy beach . - . and meeting people, people, people.
With variatlons from vear to year, experiences such as these have characterized the memorable summers
of travel, adventure and laughter, many Cherry Lawners have known while touring and studying in the

Britisk lshes.
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JODI MILLER

| need time

it Firiel ok wrvere 1 m EOIng
| meed people

1o show me where |ve beon |
| know the answer

and nf feels p;l;lqd s kmiowin’
It"s rmoy friends

whi shiow me who 1 am




CATHY CAMPBELL

Within each of us there is 2 2illness and sanc-

tpary to which we can retreat at any time and
b curselves,
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wills of concrate

I'd like to knock dowmn all these walls of concrete

Cold and yvellow,

God | What a marbid shade of vellow,

But | don’t have the money to pay for the fine

They woanld charge me when they found

The scattered stone hunks of uglies

And piles of emancipated debris.

Because they'd know that | had done it

From the big grin on my face

And the wind blowing in my hair,

And | wiouldn't have the money 1

5o I'd spend the night in Jail

Waiting for my mather 1o come bail me oul

Aond she wouldn't understand thai

| just had to let go

So 1 broke down that wall,

And all the inmates would laugh at me

Because they hid once tried to break r

Down the wall and run naked and free

And they already knew |

That walls of concrete, cold and yellow

Are a hell of alot better

Than oubicles with no sunlight

And iron dogrs that lack with a kE:.'

That the guard keops for himself

And anly himsel

And the anly ather copy of it in existence

Is under |. Edgar Hoover's pillow right now.

So maykbe il 1 should be so hucky,

Ill find a good looking farmer

And lve in the country a3 husband and wife

And feed the pigs and squawking geese

And plamt a vegetable garden |

While he sows the corn

And brings the cows out to pasture
My ke,

Ellyn Werther

I——ﬁ




PAM LEVY AND STEVE RANDALL

Lowe to us means just this




A shackled bird

Escapes the cage

And soars with fire-tipped wings of gold
High absowve the iren weights

And far beyond

The high above.

All thae is lelt

Are fading prism of color

That streak the moonlit sky

Has he found the end of darkness?

Linda Becker

I am the dalphin rider

I ride in sun and bhue
im colors of sex

I ricle: an sleek-soft tkin
on a leng warm baody

I arn the dream fixer
perverter of the mind

in images of copper flowers
in thoughts of tangent towers
whao cry wet dreams

| am the grown-up natlon
hidden in childhood's body
clinging to merry-go-round men
hidden in cold cologne

hidden in flaxen fire

| am the innocentless
trozen; still in hotness

Sabrina Ullman

BRADSHAW HEANEY
ﬁ



Probably the moon hovered over his biad
a silver proftest

as his image wavered in the ripples.
Wihat did he think of

in the falling instane 7

Did he know thar:

at dawn

his shoes were found,

brown empty shells

prood that they were once the base
for a man standing on the edye
who spilled ar midnigho

baisy

ERIC THOMSON

The green rings danced around the moon

."'.p-il ling shalbow on our faces

The octopus of night screamed silently in minor
Death den®t fear at your feet lies fortune

And then his arrms hung limp in Bot drops all over

| flew across the garden, 1o swim in the milky sea

O wearship

The gods were lined up for inspection wearing bibles of
Thieir faiths

Trust in me, ro nest in me they begged

And all shunk off towards the dishrag dregs of doom.

Sabrina Ullman




Black Car World

| am a skindess mummy.

They have feasted on my flesh
And died in my bones.

And | live in my loving black cat
And have died nine times.

We speak cat language together
In hypratic silence.

And nobody shall ever enter

Or pesk through the walls

OF our black cat world.

| enter through her two round seas
O ever-burning green flame
To lighten my endless path

And she drinks from my chocolate milk eyes,

Being swallowed by their restless currents,
Taking her on a timeless journey,

And we swim hand in paw

And we float through the black waters

OH our private cat wiarld,

Disurbing no one.

And | have died in her burning flames,
But still recre cautionshy

On her black car paws

And she has drowned in my restless seas,
Bt a2ill breathes calmiby

Through my black lungs

And we share moon dreams

And watch ower the night

SJnHiI'IH black cat chants

5i|r-n|:|',.' tex the world.

Claudia






L LIF K E I ﬂ’f ﬂ'{ E S‘ Coming to Cherry Lawn School was very benifi-

clal, it helped me (o develop my intellect very
frLich.
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rieek and lowly, pure and holy :
Chief among the “blessed three". L

Charity




“The loudest ory under the sun above is the silent
goodbye from the ones you love. ™

Melanie

SANDRISE ROSENFELD '~
_ﬁ






DAVID HOOTEN

Gt up, get into b1, get imooleed,




ROBERT ABT

If a1 first you don't suceed try try again, bui
then stop no use making a damn fool out of

yarself,

W.C. Fields



DAG LARSEN

I shall wear the night
air as my funeral ghrowud. ™

Depressiom stabs me like a thousand daggers
Each penetrating the feelings of loneliness
Like an ascetic ald man
whoae life can't find
the bliss he ance possessed,

Old man, discased,
crawls in
Leaving rme I'J!!H far elatbon

| don't want 1o feel like a lone
peasant, rotting in the cold, coal-gray,
-',p.'lrl-cln:ﬂ silwer, gra ried in Black rock, black
wall casted in shackles e die fram life

his verry white skeleton
becames visible each day as he lay on
the hay covered floor enhanced in memories
of past life

M I'm baiilt 1o feel the ice cold wind
blow persistently in my face

the twenty below zero setting in

my pale features as | walk on

in the soft flakes of new fallen

Habel ]

T walk happily the cold ocean
sardd of night, eyeing the moan
swaying reflections of the sea’s skin

This might of dejection will tall asleep
awakening, | hope, setf afresh
N a new salubricas onlook

Jason Rubinstein

a6




burial doswon stream

i ridde i with evening — slowly

as the crawling river -

e river modans [or me

carries me when | Cannot move,

treetops stretch in weak relief,

pale body in pale nighit

drawn steacky by the taut string of i.'|'|n'u,:-r|;.;||i1:,-,

muth
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DAVID WOLF

Pl lifie is toe shart for walting
A5 1 see the setting sun

and | know again that

I must carry an.

Badfinger




Yesterday,
December 171h.

It was a partly=-cloudy day

And the Sun was having a hard time
Finding her position

In the tce-blue cky

She wanted to speeak 1o me

| kmiow,

| felt her lips kissimg my neck,

Al heinr ey, glaring, boring,

But mon wearm enough to melt

The icicle pop sky.

Her maouth was dry and

she mked lor water many times.

1 eauld not hear her often,

Her mowth was stutfed with Clouds.
l1s hard to talk when your mouth's full

And it snowed today,
Ellyn

I am a wandorer any, a |:a-i|gr||:r|_. 'I|'|rl::-ug|'| the
wiarkd. But what more are o f

Goeine




GEOFFREY
BRESNICK




Emotions are pest like waves, watch them disap-
pear in the distance on the vast calm ocean,

Il ar,
Cieorge

GEORGE ROTHMAN

Your company is magic
feer it =nchants me like a spell
let e dios your crylng
and you smile my smiles
and we shall communicate
and understand ecach othier
ywiau mat loving me
i the moast love 've ever had
Karen Coldman




SARAH FALION




There is this print on my wall
& tapestry af climbing daisies,
red,
yedlow,
bsrovwen and
Bilue
And their eyes are peering like curious submarine
micrascopes on a foggy day

They see me

And are changing to rifle gun skghts,
Quivering with expectatbon
500
o whaom it may concern

| donate my remains to science.
Pokey Leeds

NANCY POSNER
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RITA DEPASTINA

Something wildly radical was being awak-
ened: the senses — feeling, sesing, hearing,
smelling, soaking up, “grokking .

MARCY ROSENBERG




RICHARD GAYLORD

Even when this dream reality is most intense, We sill
have, glimmering through it, the sensation that it is mere
appearance .. "

F.M.

Rardy Caalddrman

“but i reckon | got to light out for the territory ahead of the
rest, becane aunt sally she's going to adopt me and sivilize me,

and i can’t stand it. | been here before,” 9"
10






AA MEDVED

AS A FIELD, HOWEVER FERTILE,
CANNOT BE FRUITFUL WITHOUT
CULTIVATION, SO IT IS WITH A MIND
WITHOUT LEARNING

CICERO




EDDIE PODOLSKY

O what a wicked web we weave whan Tirs? we
practioe ro decsive.

‘ Vo e

MILLE COOhﬂffl N
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The lampblack wing of some bird
Flanmks the sky

My skin, stilted and viscid as a mummer’s
Shrinks at

|1's Comarse.

Maotion shovels the Minutes,

Wrings stifl feathers fram the sky.

I trace entrails, and bloodless fledging
Bivmes

I slash my way to that place

Where light welcomes

Slaugthter,

sharone

PAUL MILNER




VINCENT'S TAILORING
Ladies & Gents The Compliments of
Rostailers
Sanits amed Sporhwedr THE TOOL BOX
Formal Wear
for all occasions
THE BOOK SHELF
GRIER'S DARIEN PHARMACY Stationery — Greeting cards
Books
1021 Post Road Darien Imprinted Staticnary
Coodwives Shopping plaza
ah5-IT12
FAIRBAMEKS SHOPS THE TRAVEL CEMTER, INC.
Fato Shop — Sugar 'n Spice — Hallrmark 25-30 O Kings Highway Mo,
1094-1096 Posr Boad Darien, Conn. Darien Conm. 06820
£55- 3950
Serving Darien since 1947 Mew York phone 657727
THIS |5 WHERE
IT's AT FOR:
Jeans PLINT R EEE-OFED
flares ART MATERIALE 99 FOST ROAD
knits FICTURD FRAMIHNG DARIIM, COMNMN,
plain 'n fancy ﬁ e
L)
Frank Martin & Sans. Inc HOVIS PAINT COMPAMTY. ls:
. !
261 Main Street
Stamford, Conn.
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Afoot and light-hearted, | take ta the open road,
Healthy, free, the world belore me,
The long brown path before me, leading wherever | choose.

Henee forth | ask not good-fortune — | myself am good forune;
Hence forth 1 whimper no more, postpone no mare, need nothing,
strong and content, | travel the open road .,

The earth — that is sufficient;

1 da met want the constellations any nearer;

| know they are very well where they are;

I know they suffice for those who belong to them.

15till here | carry my old delicious burdens;

| carry them, men and women — | carry them with miz wherever | go;
I swear it is impossible for me to get rid of them;

1 am fillFd with them, and | will il them in returm, )

wWalt Whitman




