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TO OUR FRIEND THE ARMADILLO

Consider then, our armored buddy
Inhislittle earthen study
Friskingin hisjointed suit,

Busly esting bugsandfruit.

A gentlecreature, herefutes

All but the choi cest grasses, shoots,

And sniffsand digs, yet sometimesdares
To chew occasional prickly pears.

Onecan'timaginewhat he couldn't
Choosg, but then, it'struewewouldn't.

—SALLY COOK

WELFARE AND TAX RELIEF

Heangrily condemnsthe pence

the poor receivefrom governments,
andthere'sno guessing fromhishollers
what hereceivesintax-freedollars.
Nice, an untaxed capital gain.

It paysto pay for acampaign.

—RICHARD MOORE

SPRINGTIME IN THE ROCKIES

April brought an avdlanche of wildflowers
Profusions! Asthough the scorched earth
Wereafourth grade classroom
Encountering haikufor thefirsttime

And every dandelion afresh epiphany.
That couldn't |ast forever, of course.
Thelarger faunadeer, bears, buffao

Had to find new territoriesuntil theforest returned.
Just so, thehard drive of thenovelist
Asaletha virussweepsthrough hisfiles,
Or the soul of avillage maiden destroyed
By asinglecigarette!

—TOM DISCH
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WHAT'S LITTLE KNOWN

Itisn't generally known
That Moseswasthefirst toown
A cordlesstouch-tonetelephone

| don't think many realize
That, for every pigthat flies,
Tenwing...dwombatsmount theskies

And amost no one understands
That carswill make no moredemands
Onoail if powered by rubber bands.

Nor aremost of usaware
That the cause of wear and tear
Liesinbreathingtoomuchair.

Few redlizethe curiousfact
That odd numbersaren't exact
And henceattractiveto transact.
Begin assertionsthus, and you
Canclamthat anythingistrue,
No matter how muchit'saskew
Just asjournalistsmay do.

—HENRY GEORGE FISCHER
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MAN WITH A MANUSCRIPT

I'vesullied sport, corrupted kids,
Swapped wives, filleted the cook,
Sniffed coke, detoxed, now hit the skids;
Who'll bid on my new book?

I've bought elections, sold out friends,
Hung rivalson ahook,

Found God but never made amends;
Who'll bid on my new book?

Debauchedinevery denof sin
(Confessyouwant alook!) ,

I'vetraded arms, spread plague, rungin;
Who'll bid on my new book?

A hundred thousand bucks, you say?
Find someone elseto rook.

A million'snot too much to pay.
Who'll bid up my new book?

I'll add achapter if youwish
Onliberties| took

Just tell mewhere, when, with what dish;
Who'll bid up my new book?

A million?Two?Dol hear four?
Sold! Let'sall go get ripped!
(Themovierightsareworthlotsmore.
Now, who'll bid on my script?)

—DAN CAMPION
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FAT SALLY'S LOVE SONG

A skinny girl'sgot icecubesin her soul.
Shelll giveyou haf and never giveyouwhole,
But when| eat icecream, | lick the bowl.

A skinny girl'stoo needy to stay true.
Her bony hipswill pokeyou black and blue.
Comefind out what my featherbed will do.

A skinny girl may look good by your side.
Shemay buff up thefinishonyour pride.
But call mewhen you needto thumb aride.

A skinny girl will marry youfor money
and never laugh at jokesyou know arefunny.

But you can sharemy biscuits; passthe honey.

A skinny girl'sgot black holesin her eyes.
Shewon't be happy till theday shedies.
If youwant loving, try meonfor size.

—SUSAN MCLEAN

THE SECOND ROMAN EMPIRE

Thosewerethedays, when Julius Caesar
Saw acountry and would seize her
Andthebusty Roman matrons

Ran the house and bossed their patrons.

Christians, at theleast suggestion,
Gavethelionsindigestion;

Later, Emperorsused perversion
Liketennis, asalight diversion,

Andcitizenswould sdll their votes
And carried daggersin their totes,
Andworshiped mostly anything;
Forgot towrite, forgot to sing.

From Britain'sshoresunto Bohemia
Romanspracticed their bulimia;
Thissoundslikewhat we've got today,
| think | hear afiddleplay.

—SALLY COOK



Subscribe to Light Quarterly

If you wish to connect with a vital tradition, subscribe to the magazine USA TODAY described as “ . . . much like The
New Yorker without the annoying hubris.” Subscriptions are $20 (four issues), $32 (eight issues), $34 International.
Single copies $5. Sample/back issues $5 (Please indicate issue #, $2 additional for each if mailed first class).

Send checks (drawn on a U.S. bank) to:

LIGHT
Box 7500
Chicago, lllinois 60680

Or call toll-free (VISA or MASTERCARD): 1-800-285-4448.

You can also subscribe on the web at http://www.lightquarterly.com/lightsubscribe.html

Note
LIGHT's street address is:

Light Quarterly

907 Ridge Road
Wilmette, lllinois 60091.

If you're not completely satisfied for any reason, we’ll be happy to give you a full refund.



