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A BRIEF WORD(S)...

A very wise man once said that the
mouth of the poet s strangely formed, 5o
when he screams fon help, an audience
gathens, yelling for, "More, more!"

At §0ust glance this humbfe unden-
taking may seem Like a plea forn scene
undity. 1t is not. 1F 48, however, a
special prayer fon scene enfightenment.
In which you, the nomnmal person, come
to WE,THE POETS, fon a special soul
trheat in between cartoons, ALf, and
Murphy' s Law neconds.

So foin us, We of the Atrangely
fonmed mouths, as we go fonth and say,
"YEAH!!. . .POETRY!...ALLRIGHT!!I"



SPECTAL

You'ne special?’

Ha!

That's a Laugh

Last night

When T wanted a been

And you wouldn't give me one...

c.o.and T really could've wsed a beern Last night

Well fine

1 want all my Dead Kennedy...
...and Rick Wakeman afbums back
And my goldfish

0...and that box of Triscuits...
s Ok, -+ UL & s

...Fuck you!!!

(maybe 1'£L see you around the squat sometime)
-Keisha Toxic Love Child (Africa)



3 LOVES

1

Retard

Shmetand

Punk rock whore

Look at my crotch

And open the doox
11

On Monday

1 baked a cake
111

Retard

MongolLodid

Pretty boy fLoyd

Do what thou will

---And get a fucking job!

-E. Endic D.



POETRY CORNER
UNTITLED #13
Ham, Apam
Leg o4 Lamb
Bufpalo hemmorhoids
GET A FUCKING J0B!

-Simon "MoonfLower" Nagle

TWINKTES
1 met this gl
She said
to me

14 1T were a

Twinkie what would
you AL me with?

1 said

to hen

Six sLughs from my .44
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"Hey Man!"
(Streetlight Senrenade)

Hety man
1% dat been?
Dat beern man?

Gamme a pop o' dat '
Gimme a pop o'dat been man!

What dat?

Coolen?

Bervy Coolen?!?
Gimme a pop o'dat!

-A. €.C.C. Clees



I am suffering today from a
Tarantula bite that I muskt

have aquired last night........ e vas
I
Am the ’
best one to witness the
inflamation and swollenness
for I am present 24 hour a day
I shriek with pain as I feal

the poison pulse, through my arterries
Tonight I will die

I hate you you you you bad bad bad bad bad

bad person you

you are)not friendly or nice nice nice nice

t o me ever over my head with your words of high importance
~you are not nice to me

I hate hate hate hate hate you you you you

you weirdo %gﬁ IO\F) MUW&TSQ/\



PUNKER (#1)

Raise yowr f45L

And shout in glee
As we (the punkens!)
On your mothern

Take a pee

We are the pukers

Hanrdeonre anre we

Open yowr Ly

And Let us 4ee
-Donny Rotten

LUVE

1've found out

In my Own Way

That what &4 right

14 what 45 gay

To rhyme a poem

One must hurt

To eat a Atone

One must be an asshole (God, Realty!)
Judith H. Livingtwist



3 AM.

Lt'8 3 a.m.
L'm drunk
A'm hunghy
4 got a hankernin'
flor some hamburger hetpen
but have'nt any meat
50 L go to sleep
Gdream of fuwty tollet seats
-J. Bartholomen Hipp

CHILD

Annocent chigd
playing in
the sandbox
chewing on
a week -gfd
cat Shit

-Big Greg



POSTITIVENESS
1 am special
My specialness makes me Aspecial
You are specdlal
because you are you
1 am special
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Mad at the woned?

Economically disenfranchised?
Emotionally distrnessed?

Physicallly defornmed?

Let it out through poetrny my friend.
Send contributions, comments,
Limenicks, carpet rnemnants,

on any Astupid Nabisco crackern things to:
‘ 449 5. 43nd s2.
PHILA. PA.

19104



	01
	02
	03
	04
	05
	06
	07
	08
	09
	10
	11
	12

