Morehead When the King Went Crozy --Ken fuller

| was there,

in Morehead, when the King went cruzy

Aind tumbled from his marble throne.
| saw the people marching no longer,
And heard them shout in viciory ;

When the wings of freedom descznded in ¢ swooning dive,

and tore the Old One's pians o shreds,

while the jackles of tradition screamed froimn huunted

rountain peaks,
And lesser men of power than He,
spit their false teeth into the foilet,

along with the rest of their swollen egoe.

And though confused,

| began smiling,

and felt my father kiss my forehead ,
and say "MY SON, [KEWVE YOI, "

Every door was dished to nothing
All the secrets became once known -

And all those who hed &zbed , {likeme), did so no longer .

while those who had slept in tranquilify .
began shaking and begging for fergiveness.

From those who had already granted it.
And | sew my mother rdwa in silks;

waiting for her escorf back to the iife she had been coniented

with ;
Long, so very long, ago.

Happiness never was sc geod,
as when the pecpie joined together,

And no longer bowed their heads t¢ cement,

but lifted them higher,
Hicher,
into the Sumiight,

While the roses of youth, and eterna! Springtime,
sent their fragrance up to meet the Moonbeams,
And even the stern fuce of God Almighty smiled,

But all the sitly medes of patferns,
crumbled into dust,

And the iViuseum relics crashed to pisces;
Mo more circles arcund the commas;

no more diet pilis for finals,

Knowledge scemed endless,

And | smoked grass in the middle of Main
Stree 1,

And all the countries hacame united,
{you see it happened there as weli),

And Adolf Hitlers ate Biils of Rights until

and hlew o bit of wisdom info the minds of the unmartyred

MNartyrs,

And everyonie remembered how fto Love,
And Life no longer scemed a joke;

or rather, the dirty joke it had been.
And my sister threw away her cruthches,
and we wept as we danced and danced.

The day before had been responsive ; to
archiac stimull;

push---reaction

Push=-reaction

Push-~reaction

Blindness egualed sight,

they became Liberiy's epics,
The happy jestors standing on fheir haads,
And iy brother threw me a twelve inch
ruler, and i threw him o used up ribbon
from the typwriter in my room.
And evan he could iasgh.

e Earth revolved,
around if flew,
And the stars dripped with faith in the
present ; And | remember you swimming
past the mctionless banks of bometime,
Remember you waved? Yes, and | fedl
back And threw my wrisiwatch away.
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Lament of a Robot ~~Mara tigl]

| ain @ wind up Robe?

| have no mind; the covarment cwas i,
tut | ean think . when ey weni sie 49

| cecept Hindly oll jialsrson wie
leaders choase o do.

| it means violafing my mora: "elials
that's olz; because kilitar is no WD .
when Jing ®chard, the one and only, kells
wie i's richi.
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