
Quill&Ink
D.A.N.A.

Client I wail, waiting in v a in  this  
w a l k  does seenn th e  s a m e .

C u r e  in my eyes despair once more, 
all hese things I have felt once before.

Harder to face  w ith d im in is h in g  h o p e ,
with each passing y e a r i f s  h a r d e r  to  c o p e .

What seem ed so s w e e t  h a s  n o w  tu rn e d  sour, 

iJg s  can ch ang e  in tw e n ty - fo u r  h o u rs .

FromJeckellto Hyde I do not know, 

conlusion and doubt continue to grow.
The pain turns n u m b  co ld  w in d s  b lo w , 

va lleys  of ice co vered  w ith  s n o w .

Once a spark a  f la m e  d o e s  b u rn , 

a decade to grow  bu t n e v e r  to  le a rn .

All things equal it's ju s t a n o th e r  d a y ,  

feelings evoked by D .A .N .A .

Will Your H eart B e  C old

The blink of an  e y e  th e  f la m e  h a s  d ie d ,  

so many tears, n o n e  left to  cry  

Once I was happy n o w  I d e s p a ir ,  

it seems to me life is u n fa ir  

It gives you joy th e n  ta k e s  it a w a y ,  

with each time yo ur h e a rt c a n  d e c a y  

Your soul gets e m p ty  co ld  - th e n  b la c k ,  

far too late there's no tu rn in g  b a c k  

The sun is bright ye t o n ly  y o u  a r e  co ld ,  

find a little w arm th  a n d  s t re n g th e n  y o u r  ho ld  

Never give up or start to  g iv e  in, 

some will lose an d  o th e rs  w ill w in  

Your soul m ay b e  e m p ty , d e s o la te  a n d  to rn , 

a road not easy, th e  d a y  yo u  w e r e  b o rn  

Take some tim e to  g a th e r  y o u r  s tre n g th ,  

too many em otions a n d  fe e l in g s  to  th in k  

All these w ords ta k e  th e m  to  h e a rt,  

once in a while em o tio n s  w ill s p a rk  

Then maybe a  f la m e  to  w a r m  y o u r  soul, 

and never again will y o u r  h e a r t  b e  c o ld

-D e v o

To The Fairest of All

full of opinion, fact a n d  fa n ta s y

head twisted an d  s p in n in g , s w ir lin g  y o u  'ro u n d

maybe someday

your feet will touch th e  g ro u n d .
I stay

out of your way.

Idare not burst yo u r b u b b le ,

not cause you any tro u b le .

lest you strike out a n d  k n o c k  m e  o ff m y  la d d e r ,

glass houses do s h a tte r

but what need I fe a r.

beneath me lies a  net of s a fe ty
wven of the truth

2nd try as you m ay

to cut it with your o p in io n ,

shred it with your fact,

and b u m  it w ith your fire of

IT remains ...SO <^asy
ladder firm ly o n  th e  g ro u n d , n e c k  c r a n e d  to  th e  sky

I climb and see

youtui of opinion, fa c t a n d  fa n ta s y  

ad twisted and s p in n in g , s w ir lin g  y o u  'ro u n d  

a patiently waiting fo r th e  d a y  

crash to th e  g ro u n d .

-FR IEN D S-

R e a l  f r i e n d s  a r e  e x t r e m e l y  

D IF F IC U L T  T O  "CO f^E -B Y"-

f r i e n d s  W H O 'L L  "STIC K -B Y" Y O U  W H E T H E R  

T H E  W O R S T "  O F  T lf^ E S  O R  T H E  "BEST" O F  T IM E S !

I K N O W  T H IS  F O R  A  F A C T  A S  I F O U N D -O U T  1N1983!

IN  J A N U A R Y  O F  M Y  S E N IO R  Y E A R  O F  H IG H  S C H O O L  

I W A S  H IT  B Y A D R U N K  D R IV E R  { A  R E -P E A T  O F F E N D E R  
W H O  R A N , N O  L E S S )

THAT INTERUPTION PROVED TO BE AT THE 

WORST POSSIBLE TIME.

D IF F IC U L T IE S  W IT H  M Y  S P E E C H

W H IC H  IS O N E  O F  M Y  D IF F IC U L L T IE S  , A S  A R E S U L T

O F  T H A T  D A R K  A N D  G L O O M Y  S U N D A Y

H A S  P R O V E D  O N N E  T H IN G -

P E O P L E  IN T H E  " M O D E R N  ERA" O R  N O W  A D A Y S  A R E  

A L W A Y S  IN A " H U R R Y , H U R R Y , H U R R Y ,"

S O  A R O U N D  M E , M A N Y  T IM E S , P E O P L E  W O N T  T A K E  T H E  

N E C E S S A R Y  T IM E

T O  L IS T E N  C O M P L E T E L Y  O R  T O  H E A R  M Y  C O M P L E T E  

T H O U G H T .

A N D  T H A T S  R E A L  T R Y IN G  A N D  P R O V E S  T O  BE  

L A B O R IO U S !

B U T  I H O P E  T H IN G S  A R E  T A K IN G  A T U R N  

F O R  T H E  B E T T E R .

I'M E IT H E R  T A L K IN G  C LE A R ;

O R  P E O P L E  A R E  T A K IN G  T IM E  T O  H E A R  M Y  C O M P L E T E  

T H O U G H T .

C H IP  NEAL

Mirror in my face  
c h a n c e  en U g h tm en t !  

p e r h a p s ,  
only  my pastor really knows  

the w ays o f  being such as I.

Glass and si lver
w il l  never  reveal
what l i e s  beneath the surface.
The co lor  o f  plum mixed with fuchsia painted on a 

and only  I remember
it was never like that in the s e r i e s  the elders told. 

The im age before me is not mine.

A mask made in Taiwan  

$3 .50  retail 
twice the cost .
I wear it as i f  it were my own.
I  g a z e  at th e  p e r fe c t lip s , p u c k e r ,  th e  s m ile

who am I kidding anyway!

e a .  a n .  Us « a , s  

“ ‘‘wlndc'r r . h l ' T o o k i n g  glass  o f  my mind.

IMMET2


