
Edward Mycue / TWO POEMS 

I cannot rest from travel; I will drink 
Life to the lees. . .. I am become a name; 

... I am a part of all that I have met; 
... Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho' 
We are not now that strength which in old days 

Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are -
... To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. " 

- Ulysses, Lord Tennyson 

A Nightmare Town Sunset, Creamy Pink, Wind-driven 

Acupuncture, allergies, beauty, classes, counseling. 
Dating services, family services/ fertility, health. 
Holistic bodywork, medical, metaphysics, physics. 
Recovery, religion/ spirituality, skin care, wicca. 
Vision/ eyecare, support groups, youth services. 
Legal notices, pet of the week, single's resources. 
Ten year-old photos, swing parties, escorts, massage. 
Auctions, bankruptcy, egg donors, help with herpes. 
Stopping smoking treatment, home opportunities. 
Redlight specials, so tight your head will spin. 
Community action calendar, rehearsal space, quiet. 
Voter information, mayor, district attorney, ballots. 
Lowell High School,John O'Connell High School, bonds. 
Lighting, sundial, water gauge, weather station. 
Green houses, cold frames, elementary schools. 
Electrical wiring for exit/ emergency lights repair. 
Duckwork, concrete wall foundations, water supply. 
Faith, knowledge, phenomenology, severed heads. 



LIT HITS 

WORLD'S GREATEST ATHS, the great-full DEAD alive (& kicking) 

a left arm and leg and hips 
been eating potatos abt. a month 

going to Chirp for therapy 

NOW-a-DAYS 

new data is a help to a new world RISING 

SECOND GENERATION "DEAD" 

(blue ,green,pink,forest green -
bless you,Jerry Garcia) 

(YOU,JERRY, ARE THE MAGISTRATE AND THE YEW TREE) 

forget the dark natures, curious 
savage 

stored in the ice 
charm 

(and why not!?) 
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I have worked 
editor 

published 
years 

I work as a clerk 
the poetjerk 

who has 
greenblue energy 

divided among sandy night 
horses 

wading at midnight with a dried mouth 
the world's nothing 

ATHS 
the classical invention 

of apparent, feigned 
cul-de-sacs 

all my own wrenching and still ready 
for 

surrender. 
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