The World I could not quite feel relieved,
of the Lonely :tq ::slt have just been. a
.."?"..:."3{,‘," :{ '"'" And while 1 waited — I cried,
:lhel.;: many will stay | Sorry that I had not died.
y've grown |
far too old. It was as if he destroyed :‘o,l’o I.Olll.
myself as

Walls that are bare,
cold and barren.

Hearts growing old

:‘ivu;' d:i't:ol:t As they walked by.

El:poleormuninc ' And thru this peephole I could see
world of the lonely What would have become of me;

is here. Had I lingered there too long;

Would have been the greater
Lovers who lost,

wrong.
fear going on. Snow falls on you and you shake Rape While Armed These thoughts, they still bother
Their hopes from cold

have been shattered, Rain fall and you are encased in My window was opened for some T:d the victim is never free,

their dreams seem untrue. glistening ice - air, : le
The world of the m]y,u No mercy for you little tree in the ‘And 1 never figured He'd be ;::;mo:; it:.n::r:orthl.z most

la . no love, winter time there. |
'3. um:ofm;oyu The light of the sun is so far, far  One summer ni tas I lay sleep, Yo

hides a heart away Silently, he did creep; ! |
that is blue. You must be a dreamer because Into my life, upon my s ; m?rl: m'zol m‘tl; tk':::v ::tlinti'

you will survive To force upon me a quick em- I must point this Villian out,

Souls set adrift Cruel winter will pass and kind brace. And tell a jury all about

on an ocean of doubt. spring will return What this ra did to me:

No walls to their prison, Nature will dress you in the With a hand held to my mouth, ha ai R
but it's hard to get out. brightest of green leaves He threatened me not to shout. ::d what their verdict ough

. - And smart birds will shun youno  With a dirk held to my skin, _
:h:.;“wk"ﬂfe‘ ;l:l l:::ly ' longer. ’ He undressed me; to my chagrin. Robert W. Barnes

Just open your heart, Jabreel Najee-ullah  The intruder wasted no time, Camp Springs, MD

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is quwous 10 Your Health.

give another your hand.

Joyce Simon
Los Angeles, CA

Protea transplanted

If 1 should touch it would it break
or bruise? |
It Looks so delicate, much too
soft, bright;
If 1 would breathe on it and cause
a blight,
I'd wish to die ... It smells so
fresh, s0 new,
As fresh - born as a fragrant
thought that grew,
?l;h new born as an instant rush of
5
Seek out a darkness to touch in
it’s flight;
A substance that my touch
cannot elude. |
The ages stretch and yawn
beside your face, ,
The world has blossomed fair
beneath your bower,
You lend to human spirit a good
ace,
our beauty makes friends . ..
Transplanted flower!
Why hide your lovely eyes until
day breaks?
Gently lift your face . . . You are
so worth more!
H. Jayne Johnson
Los Angeles, CA

Smart birds shun you

Little winter tree

Offering hardly any sheiter

Icy winter winds have undressed
you

Have blown your leaves away
And you are not so tall

Only a little taller than me
Your branches look so helpless
Seems as if you are praying for
mercy
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Milwaukee, W1
For Treasures

of Pleasures

Treasure both, body and mind
eliminate ugly from the ex-
pressions of your face

ﬁ'ﬁnre for the day as one of a
as smiles indicate the way.

Always accept the same as you

expect what's necessary to have
understand how to universally
live

refrain from deeds so bad.

And rise with love as the new day
approaches
express yourself with common-

sense
those minds will free-ly float
being measured to the full extent

And to all, happiness is to find
whatever obta recognizable
deeds

display those expressive minds
refrain from ventures of greed.

And each is to treasure, so to find

lrm:: pleasures we un-doubt-fully

see

as thoughts take root within

minds

producing that of reality.
Worley Oliver

Chicago, 1L

‘Al materials must be aeeomro

But sat upon the ghastly crime.
-

Here comes the woe!

And feeling I thought I'd never

know.

Here comes the fear and painm,
And while he reveled in his rdé.
I gathered such a gross disdain,
As if to spit out whatever came.

But he entered me

Into my private uil.

And there he stained me

With a manent smear,
Something that would not
disappear.

And every plunge into my inner
depths,
Was like a slippage closer down

to death.
I'm sure I died a thousand times,

But somehow death — That final
breath
Would not be mine.

And as he climaxed with the final

etration;
mornnt of my humiliation;
My mind conjured curses of
rejection,
Which I voiced in my depression,
Heedless of what he might do to
me,;
Hoping death would set me free.

And when he removed his hairy
chest
From the nipples of my breast;

nied by a stamped, self - ad-

dressed envelope. Address al cc:;:rnluce to The Editor,
DAWN Magazine, 628 N. Eutaw St., Baltimore, Md. 21201.
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How does One
Say He’s Sorry?

How does one say he's sorry for
all the times

you were right and he was
wrong”? |

or
Simply say forgive me please
For 1 Knew Not How

How does one say he’s

always speaking

and never listening

Does he kneel and pray

or

Simply say forgive me please
For 1 Knew Not How

How does one say I'm sorry for
always doubting

and never bellevh??

Does he stop and fall apart

or
Simply say forgive me please
For I Knew Not How

How does one say he’s sorry for
never giving

and always receiving?

Does he give and never take

or

Simply say forgive me please
For 1 Knew Not How

How does one say he’s sorry for
never applying
et always denying”?
or Now 1 Have But One Choice
Can’t 1 Simply Say, If 1 May,
“Forgive me please’’ because
God only knows | Knew now how.
Freda Oles
Los Angeles, CA




