"Why?" you ask Well, seeing as
today (Aug. 15, 1988) is the second anniversary of the Carnegie Newsletter,
the question should be "Why not?".

That's right! The very first issue came out two years ago today. It had
12 pages and a run of 60 copies. Since then, the paper has grown to 24
pages and a bi-weekly circulation of 700. Since inception, that adds up to
48 issues, 201,600 sheets of paper, 806,400 pages, and a total circulation
of 28,900 copies. AND.....have you noticed our recent inclusion (at no
extra charge, of course) of an authentic staple in every copy?

The newsletter started in an office (make that a dungeon) in the base-
ment, and in 1987 it was moved to a back room on the third floor, from
where you could hear assorted empty bottles being tossed from windows into
the alley. Just recently, we made another move to the old concession room
on the second floor, overlooking the Crossroads of the Downtown Eastside.
Occasionally we still have people wandering in, in their search for
sandwiches and coffee.

Our little paper has grown through both good times and bad. It has
been accused of '"slander or whatever" and it became (for a short while)

"a hot little item of discussion with the Carnegie Review Panel". Our
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covers have proclaimed such events as the book-launching of Hastings and
Main, the installation of long lost stained-glass windows, and the 52nd
anniversary of the occupation of Carnegie Centre. The paper even sur-
vived the great Pornography "shit-storm" last March, and came out
smelling like a rose.

. Besides having a loyal readership in the Downtown Eastside, the news-—
letter has managed to turn up in such diverse far-away lands as Germany,
Australia, China and Israel.

So, as you can see, all these achievements are good reason for cele-
bration, so LET'S PARTY!! And remember, we couldn't have come this far
without your submissions of poetry, articles and artwork. So, let's keep
it up and who knows where we'll be next year.....or the year after.

Tl sl ... for a time
p@ﬁﬁp J Have the eyes of Death passed on?
Have they forgotten their hatred?

Just for a time, just for a moment of rest
Down they lay their weapons,
Which Time First Not firing a shot, not unloading bombs
Just for a time. .
As they see those men with their
Blue Helmets on, they'll look on,
Counting the wounded,
Counting the dead.

I am a volunteer

I wish you were on the team

but I question the Modus Operandi
there's efficient and inefficiency.

L-vis co-opted a revolution Will it last until one fires a shot
so says one of the Patrons when seeing the unexpected?

but it's staff, all staff A broken oath?

I'm thinking, as I'm drinking. A misunderstanding?

What will it be?
For now they'll have peace,
Just for a time.

Indexed pensions for all Canadians
Subject to review, revise, revision...
re-edition, re-addition, RE: Vision

Do you vote for the PARTY! Too short ? time.
or the man? Yet that time must be.
Without that time there cannot be Peace.
little wood spiders Or will it be a time to rearm?
death is just a bite away Or will it be a time to rebuild?
too refined, too pure Who knows; .but
and no essential alcoloids They'll have Peace
Shefield steel enraptured for a time...!

wanting it and captured Plume

Working poor are Doing it
For life

In the Shear-laughter....
Dan Y Creag



Editor Letters

I'm writing to correct a misquote
in Diane Wood's article re: Rape in

the Downtown Eastside (Aug. 1 issue).

I am that person who she writes of
in the first paragraph of her arti-
cle. I did not nor do i object to
the reality of the "person-hunt," &
what 1 did say that July 3rd evening
was, "Be god-damned certain who you
point your finger of suspicion at.
There are hundreds of men in this
area who fit what is a very vague
description.'" It was at this point
that i was booed and hissed at by
Ms. Wood and her colleagues.

i feel utter contempt for a point
of view which reduces all men to the
level of stud machines, dogs and
beasts, just and only because we are
born male. And to clear up any
further mis-conceptions 'bout my

point of view i'll state quite clear-

ly my 1100%Z support for the reality

of both men and women defending them~

selves from violent and unprovoked
physical attack against their person.

Live..and let.die

I would like to express my views
and‘concerns regarding Eric Erick-
son's article WHITE GREED (Carnegie
Newsletter, August 1, 1988).

I would like to know (being an
Ojibway Indian) who asked for this
freelance advocacy on behalf of
Canada's aboriginal peoples? What
are the motives for bringing, or
planning to bring Canada's malignant
back pages on its indigenous peoples
into the open today? The damage has
been done and there is no turning
back of the clock. I strongly be=
lieve that oppressed peoples around
the world can do something today
about tomorrow ... what they do not

The other thought i will air is
the very frightening one of police
terror and intimidation directed
against both women and men in this
community. Who knows but what if a
certain fraction of rape and/or
violent physical assault are comm-
itted by agents of the "force", for
one of several reasons including
the obvious one of giving the illu-
sion to the public of the need fir
more "police protection."

I am thoroughly convinced that
the peaceful, illusive society we
seek is destroyed/ripped apart by
a violent, military and police
mentality that is attempted to be
installed into males in north amer-
ican society from a very early age;
by a patriarchy who fear, hate and

loathe the generation of youth born

after the second world war - youth
who attempt to conmnect up with pre-
world war, pre-fascist values, ideas
and realities of individual and
collective co—-operation, peace and
striving for cultural fulfillment
and spiritual empowerment.

Peter Imm

need is a self-appointed crusader

to do their thinking for them, or
speaking and/or acting '"on their
behalf." You have to walk that walk
to talk that talk; therefore Native
people are best represented by their
own, as are blacks, women, or any
other minority group that has
grievances to be addressed.

What the Natives do not need is to
be associated with a "fringe" or
"splinter" group, or any other sub-
culture of this sick society which
happens to be suffering from the
.effects of a particulary virulent
strain of ANOMIE. Contrary to what
the majority of Euro-Canadian soci-




ety believes, the Native people do
have a strong identity, although it
is not firmly rooted in materialism
and commercialism. The World Coun-
cil of Churches has said that "The

Native spiritual ways are among the
great faith traditions of the world"
and that they need to come and learn
from us. How far removed from such
ideals are the driving forces of
modern, consumer-oriented society.
We can elucidate and elaborate
forever on atrocities and genocide;
let's name a few...e.g. Cypress
Hills, the criminalization of
Native religious rites, Batoche, and
across the 49th,.. to the Cherokee
Relocation, the Spanish religious,
gold-crazy genocide in Central and
South America. The picture hasn't

changed considerably today, only the
players, and the list continues
ad nauseum.

I was at a women's rights meeting
in Winnipeg a few years age. - A film
on pornography was shown; the "1ib-
erated" few got everyone's dander up
then kindly and quickly fucked off
leaving behind a roomful of pissed
off people with mayhem on their
minds. No viable alternatives for
coping, or relieving, or resolving
the issues were presented. Let's
not have a repeat of that perform—
ance, okay Eric? If you must do
your series, provide some alterna-
tives, answers and/or resolutions.
Can anything be done to rectify past
injustices? If so, tell the world.



Piss on the rabble-rousing history (the poem "our room" is here trans-

lesson and talk of dealing with to- lated from the estonian into english
day's problems. Let's look at some for the first time. the poet, johan
issues involving real people - TODAY: liiv (1864-1913), spent the last
- why does a northern Manitoba teen- years of his life in an insane asylum;
‘ager from a reservation prefer the perhaps as the result of living in
confinement and restrictions of the too many rooms similar to the one he
Manitoba Youth Centre to the reality describes, a room all-too-familiar to
of existence at "home' on the reserve? residents of the downtown eastside.)
- of those inmates caged in Canada's
.jails, why is such an obscenely high our room
"proportion drawn from the Native

our room has a black ceiling
black & smokey
there are cobwebs

ipopulation?
For some stark evidence of some of
the seamier aspects of the story of

. & soot

nation—-building in this land, take a & bugs
' glance through Walter Stewart's

BUT NOT IN CANADA. what all our room has heard & seen
i If these problems are to be con- I cannot say
| fronted, and dealt with and/or allie- how pain is throwing shadows

viated somewhat, a definite and viable how the room changes its face
. strategy must be in place. 1It's fine it has seen many tears

to believe, and say with an angry & much fighting

conviction, that things must change. & so much

Activists, advocates and spokesper- so much pain

sons must be aware, however, that go-

lord h
ing off half-cocked usually worsens © tor ave mercy

matters. The "crazies" only add our room has a black ceiling
1 credence and legitimacy to those who & so does our time
 are already selling us out! which is twisting in chains
| Have a nice day. if only it could talk
By ROBERT KIYOSHK "J.R." - translated by Heljo Liitoja

P.S. NUKE THE ZALM! & Bud Osborn

WESTCOAST WOMEN ARTISTS

We are forming a multicultural
women artists society in New West-
minster, with a special focus on
promoting arts and culture in comm-
unity development.

Some services we want to offer are:
studio and gallery space, shows and
workshops, a resource library, and a
slide registery.

We want your participation and ask
you to call us at 520-3078 for more
information.
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Many Canadians are confused about
Free Trade and what a Free Trade
Agreement with the United States
means to us as Canadian citizens.

The important thing to remember is
that the Free Trade is strictly a
BUSINESS AGREEMENT and that only Big
Business will benefit from it.

We are asked to support the Conser-
vatives who are backed by business,
and whose interests revolve solely
around what is good for business.
Recently, Brian Mulroney was in this
province to promote Free Trade, prom—
ising subsidies to grape growers and
wine producers to cover their losses.
If Free Trade is such a good deal,
why should there be any losses or
subsidies? Surely, something bene-
ficial shouldn't cause losses.

Most industry in Canada is already
American owned and because of tariffs,
they must have manufacturing plants
here in order to sell their products
here, thereby creating employment for
Canadians. 1If the tariffs were re--
moved, why would the companies need
to produce in Canada? Several fact-
ories, even those making a profit,
have closed up shop and moved south
to the "Right to Work" states where
labour is cheap in factories so large

that in one week they can produce
enough goods to supply the entire
Canadian market. Where could that
leave us? The answer is easy -
UNEMPLOYED WITH NO PURCHASING POWER.

American unions are envious of the
Social Benefits we take for granted
and they will never enjoy. How long
will we have them after %the agree-
ment is signed? Not long, to be sure.
Social and Welfare are always being
cut in the U.S. where the difference ‘
between the haves and the have-nots !
is extreme and traditionally, Ameri- !
cans will not allow a welfare state
to exist. They want to use our
hydro and water but we won't be able
to put our needs first should this
conflict arise. Common logic should
tell us that we're being deceived by
the business community, that their
interests must be served at our ex—
pense. Profits are always the first
priovity and people don't count.

Business is always first and fore- ‘
most and Brian Mulroney is their tool
to obtain results. While we're fac-
ing unemployment, possible relocation
and substantial personal losses bhe-
cause of Free Trade, Mr. Mulromney
will always be looked after by his
rich and influential friends.

-



Something is terribly wrong. The
government is telling us half-truths,
announcing retraining programs and
'subsidies to soothe us into accepting
isomething we don't need in the first
‘place. The American economy is slip-
ping and when the economy is in
trouble the first place companies look
is at wage controls, while governments
eyeball social programs. When people
start losing their purchasing power,
small businesses start going under and
the downward spiral feeds on itself.
Meanwhile, our neighbours to the south
are laughing all the way to the bank.
Canada must put the brakes on Free
Trade and control her own destiny.

Brian Mulroney is not being honest
now and has not been honest from the
beginning, when he stated that Free
Trade was not on his agenda of election
goodies. Now he is merely trying to
appease Ronald Reagan and their joint
rich corporate buddies, the ones who
put up the funds to put them in office

"~ and will undoubtedly look after them
when they are out. We are being suck-
ered in by a government that doesn't
think the voters are too smart. Let
us show Mr. Mulroney that we are not
being fooled so that his business
cronies will not reign supreme and
that we will not be impoverished by
his lack of concern.

Jackie Saunders
Union Counsellor Local 1606

Jean
Swanson
for mayor

- 875-3003.

M "¢ 52)lery are welcome & encouraged. |

Wednesday, August 17
Classroom #2, 5:00 pm.

A CHANCE TO LEARN:

H DIRECTING

RACTING

HSTREET
THEATRE

R PRODUCTION

A SCRIPT
WRITING

Downtown Eastside ARTISTS!!!

MEETING:

The Carnegie Art Gallery (located
on the 3rd floor of our Centre) is
currently looking for artists who
either live or work in the Downtown
Eastside, and would like to show
exhibitions of their work in the
gallery.

Exhibitions run for 3 weeks and
are usually of drawings, paintings
or photographs. However, the gallery
would also be interested in sculpture
shows and may be able to accomodate
installations.

Carnegie Centre gives priority to
exhibitions by artists from the Down-
town Eastside or to exhibitions which
reflect local issues. We will also
consider shows by out of area artists
and special art shows (e.g. women's
art, prisoner's art, etc.).

If you would like to present a one-
person exhibition or group showing
please contact Brendan 0'Neill at
Suggestions/comments about

[



One PERSON can change the

Never initiate force against anyone.
This should be the underlying principle of your life.
But if someone does violence to you, you should retaliate with-
out hesitation, without reservation, without quarter, until you
are sure that he will never wish to harm, or be capable of harm-

ing, you or yours again.

These words ended an article printed
over a year ago entitled The Mystery
of Violence. Non-violence is hypo-
critical, especially when applied to
the prospect of someone doing damage
to you or yours. But we need to be
aware of the subtler forms of violence
-~ the kind inflicted not with physical
weapons but with the mind.

Have you ever heard yourself saying
"that's the way it always happens'" or
"that's the way this rotten system
works'" or even "that's the way they
always do it"? And we feel frustra-
ted and powerless, unable to break
the chains of 'the way things are' -
or even to use the system to our ad-
vantage. Why does it have to happen
the same way every time; why are
people so asleep???

Violence is what we are the victims
of when we are told, or it's implied
as a simple matter of fact, that it's
our fault that we have no money, job,
family, house, opportunities, educa-
tion ... the list is endless. The
mindset of the ones saying this, with
words or actions, is one that has
them saying to themselves, "Well, it
sure as hell isn't my fault!"

But let's look at some examples:

— Expo lands - sold in a secret deal
to a billionaire who right away tries
to bribe the rich here and buy zoning
All queries about public meetings are
stonewalled or left until after the
plans are made by the few millionaire
backers of the politicians...

- Main Street Overpass - only after
acute embarrassment do the Port & CPR
agree to make a park, yet the deal is
an overpass in exchange. People are
lied to about accessability; CPR, af-~
ter a year reveals long-made plans to -
urbanize the waterfront with sky-
scrapers and increased density - the
price of everything rises and they
"Wipe out our personal history and
replace it with an answering service."

- Carnegie - it took years of hard
work to force politicians that wanted
businessmens' clubs or parking lots
to recognize the Downtown Eastside as
a Community - with a basic right to
have a decent Community Centre.

Going back up this very short list,
it becomes really clear that brutal
violence is still being done to our
hopes and dreams - our Spirituality/
our Common Unity. Hooked into this
at the most basic level is the stran-
glehold applied to over 95% of us
through economic nooses around our
collective neck. On a global scale
hundreds of billions of dollars are
emptied from numerous governments

to be spent on "defense", while we
struggle constantly to get decent
places to live, good food to eat,
clothing, medical aid and education.
Common sense says to channel these
enormous sums into the basic necess~
ities, meaningful and creative work,
municipal sewage and environmental
improvements... a breathing neigh-
bourhood/world that is not in danger
of vanishing if we relax for a bit.
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One Person Can
Change The World

The above is a classic example of
psychic violence. People don't want
to become targets for nuclear wea-
pons, don't want to see the arms race
perpetuated with yet another round of
missiles, and the Law stops their pri-
mal action with "Illegal Assembly."

Here the Law itself does violence to
humanity when wielded by political
means — to allow the stocking and re-
stocking of arsenals at the expense of
cuts to basic human needs.

Most leadership gets its hands on the
reins after scuttling someone else, to
promote the vested interests of their
backers. Wealth-force-wealth... and
"Communism" vs. "Capitalism' is the
myth used to quiet protest. What is
required to break this vicious cycle
is people speaking en masse. by voting
with their ballot (to start) to remove

power so far.

those who won't do anything to stop it.

On local levels to global levels:
don't be intimidated by force, cate-
gorized in negatives , don't let any-
one do the brutal disservice of saying
that we "just don't understand."

I have purposely not used the word
All of the above refers
to the uses, both subtle and crude, of
force and violence. Power is a far
more causal thing, a level from which an
enérgy:s can be tapped to create a
radically different and sentient life.
It is within the Power of Life to make
living a sentient experience. No one
has enough human-made force to violate
our birthright. The bottom line is
the top line: One person can change
the world.

By PAULR TAYLOR
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FROM A SPEECH

BY DICK CALDWELL...

Most of what I really need to know
about how to live, and what to do,
and how to be, I learned in kinder-
garten. Wisdom was not at the top
of the graduate school mountain, but
there in the sandpile at nursery
school. These are the things I
learned:

Share everything. Play fair.

Don't hit people. Put things back
where you found them. Clean up your
own mess. Don't take things that
aren't yours, Say you're sorry when
you hurt somebody. Wash your hands
before you eat. Flush. Warm cookies
and cold milk are good for you.

Live a balanced life. Learn some
and think some. And drew and paint
and sing and dance and play and work
everyday some. Take a nap every
afternoon.

When you go out into the world,
watch out for traffic, hold hands and
stick together.

Be aware of wonder. Remember the
little seed in the plastic cup. The
roots go down and the plant goes up
and nobody really knows how or why;
but we are all like that.

Goldfish and hamsters and white mice
and even the little seed in the plastic
cup—-—-they all die. So do we.

Everything you need to know is in
there somewhere—--the Golden Rule and

_the world,

s ——

love and basic sanitation-—ecology '
and politics and equality and sane
living. Take anyone of those items

and extrapolate them into sophisticated
adults terms and apply them to your ‘
family life or your work or your gov-
ernment or your world, and they hold
true and clear and firm. = Think what

a better world it would be if we all--
the whole world--had cookies and milk
about three o'clock every afternoon
and then lay down with our "blankies" _
for a nap. Or Canada and the United 1
States of America had a basic policy !
to always put things back where they
found them and clean up the mess.

And it is still true, no matter how
old you are, when you go out into the ‘
world, it is best to hold hands and .
stick together,

N Robert Fulghum N

The Story about Man's Best Friend

I witnessed something last Friday, .
that made me wish that I would have
had a camera. 1 was about to cross
the street at Main and Hastings when
I saw a dog pulling his Master -
who was sitting in a wheelchair -
across the street. This animal had
a sign around his neck that read,

"I sure could use a drink of water
and I'11 pull my Master to the end of
if needed." It impressed
me so much that I assisted them.

After we crossed the busy intersec-
tion, I had a conversation with the
man. He told me that he had purchased
"Blacky" at the pawnshop, the reason
being that he had been robbed last
month.

Who would stoop so low to rob a man
who had both legs amputated? I re-
ceived a thankyou from Blacky's eyes
and asked the Lord to bless them and
to please be sure to punish the person
who committed the inhuman act .

By Henry Hebert
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An average day in Paradise this time of vear takes me back to the Andes

in Peru along with their festivals. My friend, Pamela, a German blue-eyed 4 feel T have
blond and myself had been travelling the Andes for a few weeks and needed be PoP bvloﬂsly
a hard earned rest. 7 t thari gications
In Huacar we caught a ride with ten others and baggage in a six-seater //;\ t papal quad 1've nevert
van and went to a place called San Miguel de Quacar - by a river, out of ' /’ m arrie ,v r red
the city and no tourists please. Upon arriving I felt like it was a set- portion d lp:i,blem?
Al

ting for an old Spanish movie: cobblestone, old colonial buildings and
no hotel. )

We found a small restaurant near the Zocalo, or
local square with the family running it in back with
mucho rug-rats. Pam hit it off with them at once and
I tested the "pisco", the locally produced beer, and
started strummin’ my sixstring.

Four hours later we'd met half of the 600 people,
all related, and I was shown how sugar cane becomes
brew. The distillery was a hand beaten copper pot,
30 feet high, built sometime in the 17th century. A

- song from the sixties kept running through my head:
"Up on Cripple Creek" and the line "A drunkard's
dream if I ever did see onel"

B For the next two weeks, I was making it and my

. patron was selling it in the jungle in forty-five
gallon barrels coated with coal tar to preserve the
spirits.

In the two months there, we saw a number of
religious holidays...processions, lights, costumes.
It looked a lot like the Winter Solstice we had here
recently. They bullt an incredible fireworks tower
three stories tall out of bamboo, the electricity
was shut off, and firing the fuse made the wheel
spin and shoot flames and explosions in every dir-
ection! The finale was the top becoming a roman
candle. The lo

At midnight on the eve of my birthday,
my love and I were in our matrimonial :

Qaxaca hammock, when these cats just Life is %ﬂh’(m \
barged in and with a couple of "Anos" within ta line of ¢ 1
(happy birthday) gave me a couple of hot Then 1if e Congcy,, ays
shots, and laughed as this first run The sou1e 8 g reap; ¥8icay
from the still buyrned its way downm, With th Singg its Phase 8 .
literally taking my breath away. (150 Uneq) i: sic of tmecaphrase [ A e N
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you must drink: no wimps allowed. The A thoug, er :Ctic tern f
food was guinea pig stewed in sweet £ birey :‘d ertime ays, ]
beer and whenever 1 started to flag, Seeking ts er Cha: &
I was taken to the table and told to I?ht the las: Prize hagting maze, f ’f,.‘.
eat, Period. en ye! 8 3 !

Here you drink too much ard you en thee ve achiev9d :a fo a1y "
die; there friends take care of you Wieh o c UNivergq W ur Perfecyy ;
and you survive. At least long D"'elung ;ou Personay a 1aze° ' \
enough to write another story - R the e itie
shaky to say the least ~ but "in ) Spirye 's R
dere". Happy New Year. Gary Gugt e @
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I BURNED ONE SIDE OF )
THE FRIED EGG SANDWICH & |
BROUGHT IT TO HER
BURNT SIDE bowN

SHE SAID:

YOU TRIED TO HIDE

THE BURNT SIDE

TO MAKE IT LOOK BETTER
YOU SHOULD SHow
THE BURNT SIDE yp
S0 PEOPLE WILL
KNOW THE TRUTH

By Claudiys Ivan Planidin

Walking home late I kpeyw

% :as being followed,
urned quickly {n me

To ;onfront my own shagzze

SEE, I KNOW SOMETHING
WOULD BE WRONG

(SHE MEANS "DISHONEST")
IF I DIDN'T SEE ANy
BURNT TOAST AROUND.

plum

a YEAH...WE HAD RoBRERY, RAPE
As I looked out my fronﬁ.'il'idow, I saw the

MUCGINGS , RIP: OFFS,.You NAMA

ves POLL 7HIS

‘ H)-TECH LEVER §
landlord trying to talk the kids ‘away from thé l};}'sggz-ép 7 Las BEFORE I »//, HERE AND. -
plum tree. He was saying "If y rclimly the tree, - - /VD‘L(),’%’ p ;
you might fall and hur,;_}:ggrs 3. you jump for
a plum you might break a branep “of the trée and " ALt

You really shouldn't because the pllimé ‘Aren't b RWE JUST -
grown or ripe yet.,."

And one child calmly said back (with a gleam
of steel in his eye), "We aren't stealing because
we asked, and the old landlord would always give
us plums.”

The new landlord kept a calm face and said
"1'd prefer 1f you didn't, but you must answer
for your own conscience," and one of the kids
quickly replied, "I don't know what the word
conscience means, but it's probably sleeping any-
way." The kids proceeded to steal the plums.

I asked the landlord how long his battle had
been going on and he sadly, and with anger, shook
his head and said: "For twenty years...different

children each year...but the same plum tree and
the aame me."

And I thought to myself, 'this life is def-
initely not easy.'

10e DIABOLICRL . YES.,. BUI WHERE
D0 THE DUCK'S VICTIMS GO P..
2 Do THEY EVER.

DAVE McCONNELL
(1987)




SUMMER MEMORIES

I thoroughly enjoyed the summer. It really began
when iom and I went to visit my grandparents in Nanaimo.
They live close to a Bird Sanctuary with the largest
variety of feathered friends I have ever seen! The
Millstream River flows behind Grandma and Grandpa's yard. '
Their garden is full of Peace roses. My mother was
named Irene because it means "peace”. Grandma and

Grandpa also grow vegetables.
One day we walked to the downtown area through a
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ALYPSE NEVER: Gabriel on Earth

Now everythin was all set fo
8 r
the big show: the grand finale

b
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wilderness park.
Another highlight during the summer was the Scout

Jamboree near Sooke. We met Scouts from all over the
world and had many adventures. We went rafting, canoeing,
log-rolling and even took part in midnight hikes.

The jamboree occured from the eighth to the fifteenth
of August. We learned many outdoor skills and best of all
we made many new and lasting friendships.
Wayne Schmidt

(1987) -

The frost was clearing from
the top corners of the wind-
shield, and the sun was hot on
the dash. He could smell the
snow in the warmed-up air from
the heater. He squinted as the
highway brought him closer to
the sun. As he banged his hands
on the wheel he thought of how
the writer, the performer, has
to create himself every day.
The hands have to wave, the

friday
at twilight
) in ark soul project into the shifting
the ¢
crowded 11luaion, or nothing is there,
with cars It was different with the
admiring accumulators. They had no
the view magic but thelr souls were
a pink laying all around them;
gray mist burled elm, antique brick,
envelopes smoked glass. They just
the city had to stretch out a hand
to reassure themselves,
dust to know they were some-
flies body. The sign for the
as_young exit floated by and he
boyBP slowed for the turnoff.
u
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Unanswered Love Sonnets

There he was, a mere man who had
everything God could ever grant him.

He had dreams of a love, a love so
beautiful and innocent. He wanted
the love of a young woman who would
fill the emptiness he had in his
heart - to complete himself,

He thought to himself, and with one
thought which broke the silence, he
began a soliloquy on the girl who
would change his dreams into reality.
Thus, he would have all that he had
ever wanted...

There she was every night, fixed
in his mind: '"Oh, if she would only
come to me...I can feel her soft
touch, but...I would like her to be
with me. Oh! How I would like to
savour the taste of her sweet lips."
A tear came to his eye and he was
all alone.

He looked up. There she stood -

the girl he had wanted to be his Lady.

She complimented him on his beau-
tiful eyes of blue and she disappear-
ed without a trace. He saith unto
her, "O Dear Lady! Don't leave your
man, Please come back... "

He wrote her Love Sonnets, remem—
bering his Dream Lady who loved his
eyes of blue..in hopes that she
would capture the starlettes which
twinkle so merrily..so overjoyed he
waited to greet his Lady Divine.

He waited, and prepared himself to
meet his Lady. On the third day, !

He thought to himself, '"She will
come back and I will be so happy.
I shall fulfill her every need."
He thought about being with her...
He thought about loving her...
He thought about her compliments...
He thought about their love - he had
the love abd respect for Life & Love
and he wanted her to share it.
Finally, a letter from Her!

She saith unto him: "Dear Love,
I love you as a friend, and I would
like ot thank you for your Patronage
and your letters. The greatest gift
of love is freedom. If you love
somebody, set them free... if they
do not return, it was never meant
to be... "

After that he never saw her. For
a long time he sat there with his
unanswered love sonnets, wondering
why he had ever thought of having
his dreams fulfilled. 1In the depth
of his memory he kept on loving her
and knew that, someday, he would
love again.

Miki

the Lady came to see him and proved] wlDJwng&rw o
to him that she was not a vision, | RN*3¢FE“

nor was she a dream. He prepared a| ME'AWATNEW \STY
dinner for her and hoped the magic i
would begin. His eyes 1lit up when
their eyes met. They started play-
fighting and she came close enough
to him for him to fall in love with
her. She felt this, embraced him
and left. t

T Thume Il SWEE=ST
TuﬂrnumaElsmmmv




On The Death of My Friend, Val

(July 5th, 1988)

No incense is strong enough

to sweeten death, and the red eye
flickering above the altar is yourse
blinking in the dark, while

Father, Son and Holy Ghost stamp
their three-footed dance

on our illusions.

From Eden's living water

into womb-world's bitter salt,

we are plunged into God Magician's j
He holding out the stick

with string and bent pin baited
with The Word ... So,

flickering from dream to pale fish,
we swim through our mother's sea
towards the hook.

The mouth opens, closes, opens,

but God was only teasing: fish speak

only with their eyes; so stick

is transformed to wand, and with one
He causes evolution to flake from us
like scales, till we fin upward

from fish to ape, our simian thought
climbing through the darkened tree
of flesh.

1f

oke: .7 4
o €
o

The fruit of speech -

the answer to the riddle, "Why?"
still glistens out of reach.
Hapless acrobat, we are dangled
upside~-down; the tail

shrinks, and suddenly

we are let go and drop

from a nine-month night

into a human dav

that blinds us. But the joke's

not over yet, for after all that -

after all that -

our first word is a howl; the joke

is that the riddle

has no answer, and we must learn immediately
how to pray

to find the word

that takes us home again.

Is this not more than dis-illusion, Val - .
is this not an inhumanity -

that even as we begin to sing our solo,
dance our tentative, unique ballet,

God reveals wand is nothing more than whip
and with or without The Word

(as you did, without a word)

herds us back to Our Father's House -

back into earth and night and void -

that three-ringed circus

that is our home and also

our heartbreak.

flick

S

Jancis M. Andrews



HOW TO SAVE A TREE
By Garry Gust

Once there was a clan of people
called the Boomgaard Knuffeleners,
who had the unusual habit of
hugging trees.

The early Boomgaard Knuffeleners
discovered that hugging a tree
would cause a warm, energetic feel-
ing in their hearts that would last
the whole day long.

Thus, they were a thriving people,
and after 300 years of hugging
trees, they made another important
discovery that would lead them to
become deeply attuned with nature.

They found that the ancient
hugging-trees that surrounded their
dorp (village) were stronger and
could weather the fiercest storm-
winds, but the ancient trees be-
yond the dorp were weaker and large

branches would often break off and
crash to the earth.

The men, women, girls and boys of
the Boomgaard Knuffeleners' clan
held a great meeting and after much
discussion decided that not only
did they get energy from the trees,
but the trees also got energy from
the Boomgaard Knuffeleners, and
this exchange of energies made them
and the hugging-trees more healthy
and peaceful.

Soon after this discovery, the
Boomgaard Knuffeleners disbanded
and travelled throughout the world,
hugging trees wherever they went.

But, they were scorned and then
persecuted for hugging trees and
were forced to practice their cere-
mony in private - by the light of
the moon!

Just want to say that tonight I celebrate my love for you.

Open up your heart and let the sunshine in.

Sweet Caroline, my dearest friend, tell me what can I do to ease the pain?
Ain't no mountain high enough for you, we go back a long way, you and I,
Every day, you are always on my mind, I can never forget you,

Please, smile a little smile.

Memories of the way we were, remembering the good times and the bad times,

But know that I'll be on your side for ever more, that's what friends are for.
I'11 never forget riding "in Ensenada" on a horse with no name, crying
Because I'l been outcast, and you were there, boy,

You really made it feel like Christmas.

Never forget that my love is always with you, because

You're the best friend of all.

Louise Delan

-—



ver Sun, Saturday, July 23,

‘QUOTESOF

SURVEY
RESULTS

7,, "F Pdf[‘ f'“(d wouu
C“ eat rﬁum off the sicic‘
walk of given §1
87. Wovu net
[ e undecid e

“It’s a pain in the butt. I'm glad
i’'s behind (me).” _

— Premier Bill Vander Zalm on
the RCMP probe into his financial
relationship with businessman
Peter Toigo.

"THEWEEK

“Our -policyis not to discuss
* policy,” RCMP spokesman Cpl. Ken
;Schmidl_ said. , S




Hi friends,

The editor and chief of the Carne-
gie Newsletter has asked me to write
a bit about myself. Not that I think
that it's important. However my sto-
mach does. The editor pays me in
coupons; in return for this my tummy
receives a bowl of soup, a sandwich
and a cup of milk - so it's happy.

Here is a short biography about my
life. I was born in Toronto on Nov-
ember 27, 1930. That was the start
of the depression that lasted for
eleven long hungry years.

My father was a trucker and thou-
sands of Canadians like him could not
get work, 1 remember my mother giv-
ing me ten cents to go and buy three
stale loaves of bread. Somehow she
would get milk and a bit of sugar;
my sister and 1 ate by a wax taper
because Dad could not pay the power
bill. This is what people with money
call dining by candlelight at sevenish.

I did not know how lucky we were.
When Father went off to the wars,
Mother went to work in war plants.
There was money coming in and I re-
ceived my first hot meal.

I recall entering kindergarten.
was the best year 1 ever had in
school. It was also the first time
I fell in love - with a cute little
blonde girl. One of the teachers

It

said, "All of you who are sick line
I thought she said
She looked at me and uttered,

up at the door."
six.

"L i B RN RN e

"Jimmy, you are six, aren't you?" I
did not know then that I had a learn-
ing disability, so I lined up at the
door and passed into grade one.

It took me ten years to get to
grade five. I finally gave up, dis-
couraged and full of disgust.

I worked at different jobs around

Toronto, not staying very long at any
of them. I got my first job as mess
boy for the deck crew on a ship. I
took to it like a duck does to water.
I learned to observe how and what"
others did and repeated what I saw.
I taught myself, working my way up
the ladder from mess boy to chief
cook and steward on ships over the
years. 1 just loved the sea.

I got in in March, 1960 and entered
a hospital. They found an abscess on
my left lung and removed half of the
lung. April 2, 1960 I was reduced
from working any labour.

I had to learn to slow myself
down. In other words I slowly came
down the ladder of success to the
bottom rung.

Today 1 do volunteer work to help
others less fortunate than myself.

I also come to Carnegie Learning
Centre, taking math and learning how
to put my thoughts and feelings and
ideas, through the use of the pen,
on paper; sharing myself with the
readers of this newspaper. Keep your
heart and spirit. Have a good day.

By JAMES ROADKNIGHT

RET
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She had been on the street since
she was thirteen or fifteen or
seventeen —-- two? six? ten years?
Another night, another trick, a
knife and her pretty little body
was still. Her spirit stepped out
of it and looked around.

"I guess I must head for hell,"
she thought. "That's where all
those street preachers and T.V.
evangelists said I would go." She
went down, down, down a steep wind-
ing path 'til she came to a gate-
house with two guards outside; she
recognized them. Before they died
they had often been on T.V. demand-
ing that the prostitutes be driven
out of her city.

"You can't come in here," they

said. "We don't want your kind!"

"But I was told to come here.”

"Whoever told you that was wrong.
You made people happy. You can't
come in here. Go through the other
gate at the top of the path."

Sighing, she trudged up the steep
rocky path. "I've been turned out
of restaurants and bars because I'm
a hooker and now they don't even
want me in hell. I wonder where
that other gate goes?"

At the top of the path she came to
a high stone wall with a narrow,
unguarded gate. She tried the
handle. It was unlocked and she
slipped through into light and
beauty beyond anything known on
earth.

At first she thought she was
alone but then she heard laughter
and there were Nicki, Boo, Carol
and others enjoying their surprise.
"You're safe," they said. "There
are no bad tricks, sadistic cops,
Shame the Johns or self righteous
citizens here. This is Heaven."

Ina Roelants

T

Rock Me All Night Long

I was hungry and thirsty,

To partake of your company,

You were my glory,

You were my well of life,

And a token to go on - § D
Rock me all night long;

Life was a slap in the face,

The struggle had destroyed me,
You were my Last Chance Saloon,
The beating sun drove me to you,
The rain beat the fury out of me,
My dream began and ended with you -
Rock me all night long!

Dorin

¢

The Hired Hand

I saw you from afar,

Deep within my soul

I had a release of anguish,
I needed grace,

%y And you gave me your hand,

Q And I was the hired hand;

Don't leave me behind,

To be your shadow,

I want to lead the way,

Don't drug my feelings,

With your nonchalance,

I need some honesty in my life,
As life drains away,

For the hired hand.

Dorin



WHO'S AFRAID OF

Mental Illness

When I was growing up in Fort Ver-
miliong we children thought that all
mentally handicapped people were
total outcasts. Our patents told us
to stay away from these people,
principally because we didn't know
any better.

I can remember when I went to
school that first year. This Indian
lady who was crippled in a sitting
position would drag herself across
our school yard. She had to use the
outhouse and would drag herself
about 300 yards, from where she
lived with the nuns who looked after
her.

We children would stop whatever
we were doing and stare at her. Chil-
dren can be very cruel about what
they say, but then children tell it
like it is, That is only natural,
and we were no different.

When my brother Arthur and I arr-
ived in Grouard in July of 1950, we
were to experience similar situations
all through the eight years we were
there. I can still remember this one
summer. We were playing in the boys'
yvard, when this lady came walking
toward us with her arms outstretched.
We would run from her and then stop
and tease her. She just wanted to
hug someone or be hugged, I guess.

When the nuns saw what was going
on, they would call us into the boys'
hall and lock the doors. I would
look out the window and see this lady
standing there all alone Sometimes
now I think about these two ladies
and wonder what went on in their
minds. It makes me sad just to think
about it.

I have been in Vancouver one year
and I see a lot of people with mental
problems. One would think that with
all this money floating around the
government could do more for these

people. About two blocks from where
I live this old man is living beside
a dumpster. My neighbour tells me
that he has been living in Vancouver
for thirteen years, and the old man
has been living there all this time.

Whenever I go fishing, I walk by
the dumpster and the old man is
there. He looks like he is doing
okay. He doesn't bother anybody and
the business people might see him as
a night watchman. My neighbour tells
me that the old man comes from a
wealthy family. I wouldn't be a bit
surprised if this were true. I knew
a man in Edmonton in the same situa-—
tion. It amazes me no end how a
wealthy family could do this to their
own flesh and blood.

It is a cruel world indeed.

By WILLIAM J. CARDINAL
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Do yourself a favour, help your
neighbourhood, by following this -
IIIE B A. On the 25th at Strathcona Commu-
i ill be a re-
IONS : nity Centre there wi
NEWSLETTER Eggf‘ W.-$200 zoning hearing for the Gardens.
THE NEWSLETTER LS A PUBLICATION OF THE Georye ﬁ 315 Be there.
CARNEGLE 1TV CENTRE ASSOCIATION b gt Sw$20 B. Stress the issue with total
Articles vepresent the views of individual Rober ° honesty.
contributors and not of the Assoctatton. [lLouis P.$20 Y R
ART BY TORA Margaret S.$10 C. If it is too quirky for you go
Centre collage & cover by Dave Ryerson Ted B.S$5 camping at the gardens until it
FREE - donallons accepioaw. ichard P.$30 is declared a victory for the
City info staff can't accept Willis S.$60 Garde?s. ) .
donations for this Newsletter, so\Jancis A.$20 | D- Or write to your city council
if you can help, find Paul Taylor Top $4.02 and let them know how you feel
and he'll give you a receipt. L.B.T.-$100 about this matter.
Thanks evoryhody. Anon.-$11.23 P.S. Due to the fact that a most

WELFARE RIGHTS & GAIN
THERE WILL BE FREE LAW CLASSES

AT THE ALEX CENTRE, 320 Alexander.
The guest speaker will be

Gary Calley, and the class is being

offered under the auspices of the
Public Legal Education Society.

FREE COFFEE - FREE COOKIES

appropriate candidate is running for
Mayor of Vancouver, I back off in

her favour.

Go sick 'em Jean.

Crassly yours,
the Captain
&,

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 24, 7:30 p.m. -NEED HELP ?

DERA can help you with:

UIC problems

any welfare problems \

?

* % X% ¥

*

DERA 1

DERA HAS BEEN SERVING THE DOWNTOWN EASTSIDE

getting legal assistance
unsafe living conditions
in hotels or apartments .
disputes with landlords
income tax :

s located at 9 East Hastings
or phone 682-0931.

FOR 15 YEARS




the Rich & Gleaming hierarchy

Who grovel before the dollar
Who gamble with our 1lives
the Bastards want our property.

I sing a song, increased despair
Where will I love again?

The monkeys dance for change & bills
A string pulled here & there -
They dance & play
merrily upon the tombstone road -
All the while singing merrily,
merrily counting graves of you & me
(if not careful)
our toil would then cease.

g

Strange noise in the night
apartment half falling down
down

Wind through cracks
Rain through roof runs
along slanting floor

"Taps dripping in Time"

Try to sleep awake,
awake

Cat chasing - mice-chasing
cockroaches

Like three ring circus on
kitchen floor

Walls so thin, hear man down
hall snore

Better than two hours
before

Neighbours arguing after
partying with stereo at
full bore

Toilet in hall backed up,
use sink.

Back to bed, finally
dozing off

Awake-Goddam siren-—awake

e

SURVIVING

Don Lawson

Law chasing crime/crime
chasing a need to survive

Not easy surviving in dumps
like this

Surviving with hardly a
dime
from time-to-endless time

Surviving under society's
grace in Poverty

Hardly a chance for

a creative productive
life

Surviving under society's
lack of understanding
knowledge

Surviving in homes like this
Yet hope and faith of a
better day

Surviving and daring to be
free :
Keeping the fight alive, for
a better-far-better way

C.L. Eckert
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK t}l;ying to cram Free Trade down our

s throats.

Yeah, it's called an Editorial and At each of these 3 levels of what
yeah, it's on the back page. passes for government, the specialists

Getting into a rut is probably in what is necessary to brainwash the
nothing new to a lot of us, but when public - that's us - are working over-
the rut starts to dictate how we time. Mulroney swings through BC, with
think and act and react, then it's videos taken of him being an 'ideal for
time to take a hard look. The most dimwits', and the tightly edited version
basic truth: Love is all there is - yjll be part of his campaign blitzkreig.
and the 'child' of this is Struggle Vanderzalm has a $20 million budget for
is the essence of Life. putting his bullcrap on TV - "I've

The Carnegie Newsletter is 2 years chapged, more democracy, honesty, a
old. 1In that time comments have refrigerator for every igloo...'
ranged between it being called a Campbell and the NPA, on the local scene,

" " £
"scummy rag" to ''the best paper in stopped door-to-~door voter registration

Vancouver", and thanks to the wealth g4 (he majority of people who Lz this
of creativity and talent here, 99% of ,arty is as n0n_par+— v GA ‘Nh“won t
the comments are good ones. be able fcrucONA MMU GU?:‘msnts the

A while back, the people forced off .y S NXNG “Eéy will start packing &
the Board and virtually out of Carne- stackiRy people & skysgrapers in our
gie were hot to trot to get a City community and just swebp us out.
Council gag clamped on the editorial From the major leagues to the minors to
content; truth hurts. The dismal ex- ’the bush leagues, the mental disorder is
cuse for an alderman, Caravetta, and |the same: Profits are the only Holy
his gophers (am I repeating myself?) 'Grail and peoples' needs (like food for
brought their own mud but ended up , hungry kids) are under investigation, with

having it smeared all over themselves, unspecified repairs to be made sometime
Ralphy has been told point-blank thati in the 'near' future.... Lip service

if he tries for another nomination on where 1ip service is due, I guess.

the NPA slate he'll get ZERO support. |j

The NPA is cutting the more obvious I)A\PQ(}IEI{

cancerous sores off - like mum's the ‘\NARNING nn n [ng
word on (then Alderman) Campbell al- ,

most frothing to get Vanderzalm in as | (:LA&I\I
Mayor of Vancouver in '84,

The same scenario is happening with SERIOUSLY DAMAGE

Vanderzalm. I read in a paper that
the head of some Socred cult stated

derZalm could never win another elec- YOUR HEALTH,

tion. Seemed like they were all

ready to fry him at some meeting, but

they came out and said that they've & Govemment Hea]th

agreed to let Billy boy 'change' - to The "Not Voting" logo is as simple as

a human or an orangutang, didn't . can be. Our collective health will be
matter - to let them lull us with seriously damaged if any of these parties

massive TV ads about how well he's do- remain in power. The Civic Election
ing, the old harangue about "socialist deadline for registering to vote is
hordes" - while the whitewash goes on. AUGUST 20. Do it!

Moving on to Mulroney, he's still Bv PAULR TAYLOR



