Reseda High Memories

BUJI

The Buji was the annual creative writing journal published by the English Department. It contained the about 100 pages of the collected poems from all the
Robert Frost wannabes on campus. Below are some examples.
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TRANSCENDENTALISM

Emerson, ploddlng chasrfylly
Tp the rosd

Te nappy Infinity,

Came up to a large maddr
(Ard contaminated)

119 ot Dalinity®
Wnereby ne

lock his shoes off
And Jumped i
Without one glanoe
Farther up the road.

God emiled,

by

Vavida Freeman
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In pentle, airy silenee,

The 11 glides acroas my window,
Rushing, in-slow-motion,

Leaving good-ipeg in ailvery trails,

by

Fteva Sandifer
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East and Fastward i
I tunnelled round a street corner,
Enacting the wind, I
Air, clean-blue, succinct,
Real as steel,

Purging my eyes, which could
Perceive but my touch;

3ight was ahead of the
Concrete corner.

Veloecity...

Sprung, unfettered, abstract,
Orbiting the in-world's
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Balloon, \
Sheila Rish o
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Bow-minded on these tracks I coast along,
In passive pain I breathe my pre-pared air,
And every turn is right and none is wrong,
S0 go break a machine for breakfast.

by
Barry Kahn

CONFESSIDRS

ls just a fladpling--
berding at whins
and yialding at thrills.
is & gardaner
gathering up leaves
and atuffing them in my big canvas sack
shlch is heavy on my back,
s the sky
and the thousand tiny elouds
shielding the sun,
80 eager Lo plow.
is but a drop of water,
alowly beifg absorbed
in my depthless aoil,

by
Lillian Singer
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The sarth sucks at my leet,
Rungrily pulling and settlimg tene
Into patterns of pain,

Drawing blood, expelling broath.

Tugging and tugging musales and skin
Puphing hollows and foldas

With raking fingers

From the deep places of the heavy ground.

The earth is always hungry,

oy
Leanns Sehy




