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The Bestof the
LANTERN

A brand new 8 by 10 glossy, hardback anthology
that will make you proud to be an American.

Yes, this book includes all the best loved poetry
and prose that has made The Lantern one of the
most popular magazines ever in the Whole Wide
World, Yes, included are such favorites as:

Cyril Williams' Poem for a Sordid Nun

Dick Speck's Red on White Linen

Harold Palm's award winning chort story I!'ve
Got the Situation in Hand =

and of course we can't forget Ozzie Fielding's
Ode to an Orange Orangutan

Yes, This book is right in time for the bicentenial.
So order now to avoid delay.
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: Mr. Postman, please rush me

) copy (ies) at 10.95 each plus
.50 postage and handling.

name: ZLp's

address:




No one can stop the sun from rising.

Not the ebony darkness of the moon's velvet cape,

Not the ocean in all its fury.

Not the mountains with all their strength.

All the guns in the world couldn't execute it from

the sky.

All the politicians on the earth couldn't keep it
from showing its true colors.

Not even the tears of a starving child can douse its

glow.
The Sun, a star, the morning's symbol of rebirth and
new hope.
It shines through all,
quietly,
timidly,
eternally,

but never futily.

Colleen Manning

for you would fold your hands thus
cock your head SO listening --

I feel you stirring behind my eyes!
we breathing in tandem
my blood lunging after your
soul-surge
fleet wonder
shock through me -- 1it's over

no more I contain thee



leaves softly talking
drops of rain like words of comfort
(slide like rain)
down the air down my hat brim
strike cement
pool together
running like tears they

run to sea like so much

talking

like so many words




PHOTO ALBUM

Wishing on stars, counting to ten
Falling down getting up again.
Finding a shell all shiny and new,
Wondering how it became so smooth.
Letting your hair be thrown by the wind,
Playing hop scotch like little children.
Feeling the sun beating down on your face,
Yet knowing the rain and its soft gentle pace.
Riding on swings and tying a bow,
Looking at cars, making angels in the snow.
Ruining a pile af freshly raked leaves,
Asking dear dad for the car and his keys.
The picnic we went to on the fourth of July,
You sit back and see how the years have gone
by.
Then smile and slowly shake your head and wonder
what's to come.
As you close the book of memories,
Title: Photo Album.

Colleen Manning



windowseat vigil
a tally of passersby
harried and heedless

wary and anxious

a watcher at windows counts
hours and faces measures
cadence of passage

alert for the halt of the
friend lost, restored

windowseat vigil
the passersby endlessly
streaming and strange




EUNUCH

I am less than a man.

I am less than a man because

tonight I am composing in my Mind

this poem at a beer party, half past midnight
on Valentines Day.

I am less than a man.

I am less than a man because

tonight I sit alone among the many people
drinking together.

People surround me

but are not with me.

carefully I am excised -- surgically removed from the party.
I am de-balled.

Instead I am composing
incoherent verse upon
a low stone wall outside a dormitory suite.
feeling so much alone.

When was the last date I had?
perhaps I am drunk and maudlin.
I am drunk.

I am a eunuch.

dnoTn.
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