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Some destination, A footstep
In the sand. Some indication,
A truth to understand. I'm

Going hunting, To find it - s pAL
If | can. But it might ale -
Be just an arrow, To ~ ks - 4
Still some other plan. WWW

Carly Simon rleset Lo S
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Diane L. Adler

I've troubled for you from
Time to time. That's why
Nothing new can break the
Bend. It’s the time you
waste for them that
Makes a freind a
Friend, unique in
All the world,
Until the end.
Michael
Johnson

SRS

Future Memory -- Pencil Drawing by Fred Harris
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Mike Anson

Richard Applebaum
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will never our soul
Bob «d(ovq

| am not I.
| am this one
walking beside me whom | do not see,
whom at times | manage to visit,
} and whom at other times | forget;
who remains calm and silent when | talk,
and forgives, gently, when | hate,
who walks where | am not,
who will remain standing when | die.
Jimenez’

Ruth Berman

I look into a dragonfly’s eye and see the mountains over my shoulder.
Issa

Braman

Remember the good times, not the bad.
It was good to have known Erik.




Julie Brynteson

Becky Clapp

The deeper that sorrow carves

into your being,

the more you can contain.
Kahil Gibran
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Dennis Countryman

««.,.And though you want to last
forever, you know you never will.
And the goodbye makes
the journey harderCstSill."

Stephen Countryman

| don’t know where
I'm goin’
But I’m on my way.

Claire DeCosrter
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Rob Eberr

| existas | am
—that is enough.
_Walt Whitman

If | had been graceful | would have
stopped dancin and tried to give you
strength for windy days tomorrow, but

bein clumsey |'ve only smiled.
Ted France
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ANNE iZAbET FARl—lUﬁST

I would rather learn from
one bird how to sing

than teach ten thousand stars
how to dance

e.e. cummings
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Jonathon Boyce Fellows
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Robert W. Geist

Under every grief and pine runs a joy with a silken twine.
Blake

Perer Andrew (GARRETSON

n the whole pack of you.

i*11 be revenged 0
\W.M.Shakespeare
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Sue Holman

Peter Jackson

I AM CONTENT
SHYLOCK
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N- Loveliest of what | leave behind
K, is the sunlight, and loveliest > S
H after that the shining stars, and 3
1 the moon’s face, but also
SIAO cucumbers that are ripe, and
pears, and apples.
Praxilla of Sicyon ' |
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Kim Keyes




John Knox

Dost thou think, because
thou art virtuous, there
shall be no more cakes
and ale?

Those who dream by

days are cognizant of

many things which escape

those who dream only by night.
Poe

Randy Lane

Damn, next year | work !
F. Scott Fitzgerald

EXxcuses are for losers.

Terrie Leonard

Was it for this | uttered prayers,

And sobbed and cursed and kicked the stairs,
That now, domestic as a plate,

| should retire at half past eight?

Edna St. Vincent Millay
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. Michael London

L %™ Do not follow where
A , % the path may lead;
L3 T X Go instead where there is no path

Frank Leslie| Alex Lindsay e IR

That was a memorable day to me, for it made
great changes in me. But'it is the same with

any life. Imagine one selected day struck out
of it, and think how different its course

would have been. Pause you who read this,
and think for a moment of the long chain of i

iron or gold, of thorns or flowers, that would
never have bound you, but for the formation of

the first link on one memorable day.
Great Expectations

The beginning of all good
is the pleasure of the
stomach

You could be laughing at me, | know I'll never lose affection
Yourve got the right. for people and things that went
But you go on smiling... before. | know I'Il often stop
and think about them.
Jackson
Browne McCartney

Lennon

Trip Lund




Nerrie Magnuson

Molly V. Marrin

Most of the time we take
ourselves for granted,
as we have to, and live
on a little knowledge
about ourselves as we

were.
T. S. Eliot

Besides the nob;e art of
tting things done,
%ﬁere ?s a noble art of
Jeaving things undone.
The wisdom of life .
consists in the elimin-
ation of nonessentials.
Lin Yutang

Crossed a line around the changes
reaching out to call the colour

of the sky, passed around a moment
clothed in mornings faster than

we see getting over all the time

I had to worry leaving all the
changes far from far behind we
relive the tension only to find
out the master's name.

The according to the man who showed
his outstretched arm to space,
he turned around and pointed
revealing all the human race,
I shook my head and smiled
a whisper knowing all about the place.
Jon Anderson and Steve Howe

Robert Owen Masrt

When my mind is free, no melody
Can move me. And when I'm feeling
ue, guitar's comin' through to soothe me.
Dobey Grey

Missy Milron




MACBETH:

FALSTAFF:
BARDOLF:

PISTOL:

Andrew Mokhring

Stones have been known to move and

trees to speak.
A tapster is a good trade.
It is a life that I have desired.

I will thrive.
Oh base hungarian wight. Wilt thou

the spigot wield?

David Michael Meier

A

Saromi  Ninomiya

Jett NorTton




Thomond R. O’Brien Jr.

The great man is he who in
the midst of a crowd keeps
with perfect sweetness the
independence of solitude.

R.W.Emerson
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The surface of the earth is soft and impressible
by feet of men; and so with the paths which

the mind travels. How worn and dusty, then,

must be the highways of the world, how deep the
ruts of tradition and conformity !l did not wish to
take a cabin passage, but rather to go before the
mast on the deck of the world, for there | could
best see the moonlight amid the mountains. | do

not wish to go below now.
Henry David Thoreau

Scorr

Orr

No | am not abandoning you. No | am not forsaking
you.Nor will | ever forget you. | feel that

which Hermann Hesse felt when-he wrote of the
inability of words to-express unadulterated
feelings. Perhaps | should just say thank you,

and hope that you will understand. :

Kelley McCullough O’Neill
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There’s no use in crying, it’s all over but | k
, now there’ll always be another d
Well my heart will rise up with the morning su i ay.,
na i
el Ay g nd the hurt | feel will simply

Fleetwood Mac
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Therefore let the moon shine on thee
in thy solitary walk

And let the misty mountain winds
be free to blow against thee...

Anne Paper

William Wordsworth

Mike O’Toole

Lem'me take a minute to tell ya my plan
Lem'me take a minute to tell who I am
If it doesn't show

Think you better know

I'm another person

Whenever 1 get to feel this way
Have to find new words to say

A thing about the bad old days
lle used to know

Fach to his own way, I'11 go mine

Best of luck with what you find
But for your own sake remember times

We used to know

John Paulos

Peggy Rasmussen

Take a balloon and go sailing...
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Karhleen Russell |

««What is life?
It is the flash of a firefly in the night.
It is the breath of a buffalo in the wintertime.
It is the little shadow which runs across the grass

and loses itself in the Sunset.”
Crowfoot

Jill Sandeen

| wonder what I'd do

If | couldn’t smile 2

Ben Shanley




Eric M. Sobel

To the Eyes of the Man of Imagination,
Nature is Imagination Itself.
William Blake

Our minds are infinite, and even in these

circumstances of finitude we are surrounded

by possibilities that are infinite; and

the purpose of human Tife is to grasp as

much as we can out of that infinitude.
Alfred North Whitehead

Yield to temptation; it may not pass your
way again..........

The most preposterous notion H. sapiens
has ever dreamed up is that the Lord God
of Creation, Shaper and Ruler of all the
Universes, wants the saccharine adoration
of His creatures, can be swayed by their
prayers, and becomes petulant if He does
not receive this flattery........

The second most preposterous notion is
that copulation is jnherently sinful.

Robert A. Heinlein

Amy Bowen Stahl

I got so much that I ain't learned about ye
I got such a long, long way to go
But I got my best sneakers on
Walkin down the road Endless
And try, try to be happy now.
Manchester and Saaer

A bit beyond perception's reach
I sometimes believe I see
That Life is two locked boxes, each
Containing the other's key.
Piet Hein

And ye schul bothe anon unto me swere
That never mo ye schul my corowne dere
Nemake werre upon me night ne day

But ben my freendes in all that ye may.

One thing I have learned in a long life:
That all our science, measured against
reality, is primitive and childlike--and

b o yet it is the most precious thing we have.
[3[ |( S;li Albert Einstein Geoffry Chaucer
AKE EPARd This above all: to thine own self be true. . Like the threads that go to make the pattern
in a carpet, we are all mixed up with one another.

William Shakespeare
p Black men, red men, white men, yellow men. One

pg]]s a string, and cannot say what the reaction
will be. And never can we get any idea ourselves
of what the pattern we are making is in the end
to be. That is for those who come after us and
shall see the result of our labor spread behind
them over the years.

I 1ike to think that through my pattern there’
runs a golden thread that is your kindness to me,
and your understanding, and our friendship, and

all that it has meant.

Let us endeavor so to live
That when we come to die,
Even the undertaker will be

sorry.
Mark Twain

Arvink Nehra

ANNE TiHANy

Have you ever noticed how much they look like
orchids? Lovely.
R.A.H.
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Still <round the corner there
may wait,

A new road, a secret gate

And though | oft have passed them by

A day will come at last when |

Shall take the hidden paths that run

West of the Moon, East of the Sun.
J.R.R.Tolkien

...she looked back once or twice, half
hoping they would call after her: the
last time she saw them, they were
trying to put the Dormouse into
the teapot.
<At any rate, I’ll never go there again !"’,
said Alice,*It’s the stupidest tea party
| ever was at in all my life !'’.
Lewis Carroll

Reynee Tung

I'm qoing to sing my song
And sing it all day long
A song that never ends.

How can | tell you V
All the things inside my head?E
Do what makes you happy, .
Do what you know is right

And love with all your might
Before it’s too late.

One day | hope we’ll be

In perfect harmony,

A planet with one mind

Then | could tell you

All the things inside my head.

Jeroen van Ty

Whosoever shall not fall b i
y the sword or famine
shall fall by pestilence... ,
...S0 why bother shaving?
W.Allen

John Vaughn

Preferred not to be pictured.




It is far more glorious to
carve and paint the very
atmosphere and medium
through which we look,...

Every man is tasked to
make his life, even in its

details, worthy of the
contemplation of his most
elevated and critical hour.

Lise Wertlaufer

What a man thinks of
himself, that it is which
determines, or rather,
indicates, his fate.
Thoreau

To see a World in a Grain of Sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour.

W. Blake

And so man made his way.
Experience, the tireless search of eager mind,

Has taught him many things

Of ships and walls and laws, weapons and roads,

Of how to till the soil and how to dress;

And all life's prizes, life's delights,

Pictures and songs and statues finely wrought.

He’s learned them stage by stage and bit by bit.

So step by step time brings each thing to view

And reason raises it to shores of light.

Thing after thing grew clear in human hearts

Until man’s art assailed perfection’s peak.
Titus Lucretius Carus

Douglas Whirtaker

Be wary of strong drink. A H
) It can make you shoot at NNE BENEdICTA
tax collectors ...and miss. .
Robert A. Heinlein WARWlCI(

Liz WiElANd
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WE MLL REMEMBER ERIK

The paths of friends part in many ways. Through passage of
time, through separation of distance, through death. But the
paths of those bonded by love never more than temporarily di-
verge. Although traveling different roads, one is constantly
afforded glimpses of another. One is eternally aware of the
presence of the other as crossroads are neared.

As our paths have not more than for a time diverged, we are,

and will forever remain, incapable of forgetting Erik Flom.

His omnipresent smile and good will were far more than con-
tagious. His effusive optimism, in all its sincerity, emanated
from his being, permeating everyone with whom he came in contact.
His unbelievably courageous realism never produced cynicism or
self-pity, nor was his inextinguishable hope ever dampened.

Erik's three year struggle with Leukemia did not result in the
seemingly inevitable disillusion with diagnoses, prognoses,
extensive testing, hospitalization, but rather produced

an intellectual fascination with medical processes. He always
assured well wishers that he was all right, never failing to
inquire into how his visitors themselves were doing. Erik
never hesitated. Not in the 'freshness of the morning', nor

in the 'weariness of midday', nor even in the exhaustion of the

evening.

In a sense, a part of each one who knew him died with him.

But in the same sense, Erik now lives, and will forever live,
in our hearts, in the memories of all. We shall always be
aware of his presence. He is just ahead at the next crossroad.

Not hesitating. Smiling.

-Kelley McCullough 0'Neill
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