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It was as if at some random point
almost against our wills

we all wondered inte the currents

of life im search of our engaging games
when it seemed likely kmimgx better
tio stick arownd basking in each other
then surely enmough one day

orre- of ws didh't show up at the corner
and it wmmx went that! way real quick
until it was just ome holding:

ther stick

So where~ are:all those people:

with whiom: I had a thing fling-

Omer is: dead - Greg Barzczowski played

his-last round on the» towghest end

off a 30-06 some~ latier night after the family

was in bed and it doesn't seem all that long

ago thati he~-hnd I were ouwti back in the-alfalfa field
behind ouwr howse sometime after the Fourth of July
throwing scribs ati one another in some childish duel
of mock bravery until one went off in my hand

(it really isn't all that bad - just numbs up a bit)

I surely milss Kim

and wish that I could be back there in asecond
to launch a second round of the scrib war
proving tio ourselves ati least (and that is

all that matters) that we weren't afraid

He was the same guy t?at’} sat with ©

e e, st oo Eleld Looking ot over Sy semey
 neme 1t hidnrt w0 mhen pezionss GeeeuMommis Finw
AP oiny or8 v mopter ve had grown apart Pt Bayc

game> that had Kim well into long hair and
dime bags: (it would take me longer but sure A&GL01N1r~WWﬁj
nuff’ I would havermy hand in thet giggling relay Cf&ANWdi é;_ 4

So when my Mom sent me the

local paper fromthe tiown that: he

never moved away from I Hedd' it a bit. and

stared ati his photographer moment Happy face

and I guessed that I figuwed all those happy
souls with whom I gigglled for what was really now
just a number of days would surely be happy with
whiat! thiey were getting  into. Whatewer Greg got into
it was nott making him happy and he ran sut of
pllaces - and fields to look in to find it.
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All my gone- friends:

all we have now is the mutiwally divided

moment: that ewer passing and can pmsent us

with anything and may take: it allaway

1 say now that I thank yow for thati gloxious

time and' the little bit off yow that I have packed
fnto the mos# preciouws: chambers of my mind’ from
which: to draw inspiration to get me through those
saddew seenes:

To those of youw thati I hawe- lost contact with

- the Doug Cherxy'sy, the Tommy Moorefieads:, and all the

others: 1ikes Bruce Moore, Jimmy Corle, Joe Hoovex., Rob Harris
Darren Brunbaugh, Stacey Raugh, Michelle Halll, Amy Acker,

Lori Homsacker, Dori Hoowew, Lesl ie Hodson, LorE Appllemam,
John Czapkor, Jolin Rex, Brian Jones, Jo¥m Deliner, AlBert Boschk ,
Simon Peter-Gomewz, Liz, Johmw, JoHn Melwin, Dowd Walker,

Grakam Hinter, Sherxy Steely, Suprrvisor ati LAI, Personnel
person at DAI, Kirt BaxzkKer, (I guss this is surely a most
impossible listl - but one memory imvoked for each of these people
could make some nice stanzas) Steve Tinker, Dwight Stonerook
Jodi Hoower, first kiss; girl Johmnson,

and everything thati I ever loved

now is all scattered fragmented and splintered
like a serwing diish acmoss: the floew

and there I am stooped owem

trying: to viece together shards

into some semblence of whole

with my crazy gluwe"

I guwess that: is: whati love is thoghkh -

trying to hold onto something orm appreciate
something' from afar that youw would really want
to have to yourself .

Wedl I guess that ik

all for tonight cause it aint
coméng and the keys are not into it ..
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