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Frank comes and

by Rich E Clifie

‘When the words mayorial and candi-
me,mhnnmniw
and lawyers. Scldom docs ono find the
average working elass citizen i the ring

A.-uwllluyunflim-nddq

has the tools 10 et the job done better. -
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is that eitizen.
After living in Kansas City where he

' by
each ofher. "Being 3 young black male, I

i forsyears, be
is nowina Kiim and Go ranagerial rain-
ing program which has brought him 10
Kirksvile. He s an assistant manager at
the store on Franklin, and noy, he is run-
ning for mayor.

‘Before coming here be was involved  cussed.

thing. Itsa
hnkul‘WadgwwﬁM. ‘said Tucker.

Tueker plans to apply this knowledge
and ¢nergy towards the creation of an
‘open forum in which communtiy issues
can be mutually raised and mutually dis-

in the United Mcdia Association

‘black communities.

See Mayor, pg. 3

wm,1mne=hiunmduqm— that bikes, rollerskates, sk
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Mﬂwﬁlmthcﬂw!yaﬂuopm bringto thencighborhood
ing their 2,000 Walgreens in Novem- dsildrmlndmludiin'mlnfmive-
berof 1994, s

If Walgreens chooses Kirksville from N Amotiersssocintion concernia e os-
theestimated i

ty c
‘out America, where would it be? Although, Walgreens spokesperson

Dneplppmu{sllnuulsm:wbem- Michacl Polzin said only “about balf of
of Bal- i Al alcohol.*

|imm= and Illinois Streets, across from Not everyone protcsts the idea of
Hy-Vee, Wa ‘however, Kirksville Mayor,

The comer borders & ncighborhood  Robert ank, sayshe's forit, along with
coninig of membrs of e Ok Towse sy Kirksville residents. Comments

atthe May L city counci mesting.
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promises, such as re-angling the catrance

to the store and changing the roaf-line.
Funk

actions to be found concerning m,
‘Walgreens Company in Kirksville is

contract held. w Famidin Mils, vdng
i idence happens |

and a half

smaller business, like a medical office,

would be more appropriats in the spot.
“Somcthing low deasity that's good for

A range from, *L Competi- * said Jerry Tritz.
cated m-nvuu;ll-emmnul signfi- s peal® 16,”. ssleng astdoesnt _ Clifln Kreps,anodher NMSU profe-
their specific arca.of town, change my surface water.” sorand Old Towne member said, “Tharc's

“The association is protesting the pro- Funk said the mlamnfl(nksvﬂh

is the loriginal residential arca of mess, whi

Sound Shoppe

MUSIC AND CLOTHING  *
665-2565 1-800-717-2565
112 S. Franklin
Kirksville, MO
Mon.-Sat. 10 a.m. to 7 p.

contradicts the 1100 signa-

cny 50 much phamacy business n s

Bill Winslow of Ryder Drug, 2 phar-
acy n Kiksviles, it worrie hough
He said that Walgreens is *fir competi-
fion. They (other vh!amu) haven't set
the world on fire."

HEED NOAM'S CALL.
JOIN 7T#HE MONITOR

tract could exist at this
Walgreuns qul(ry:r-xnr&fusﬂ 10 com-
ment on that particul
Mills, however, m:tstmwhudm
of a contract. !
When asked i it was 2 good offr he

edge concoming the contract with, TItd
h:pm‘!ysmrydwulflnﬁuwﬂdﬁdﬂ

sk out néighbors if we could el
(auriows) Tidbelli asking obe cch
other's neighbor.”

s e

3 i

Honors, cont. from pg. 1 :

across the stage with this impressive mnmmmmwu:dns,m- n
award. ‘The program is open to any stu- i

s

the gencral honores list does ot imply =

| that youhave to complete the prgram, or i
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Hymﬂhumln-l:lnmh—d.
lpl‘l.lihl‘!'.m! extracting sclence from history.

As I.I‘anohnn"- marching beetles return

The Artist

He sat on his stool
At the reservation
Third from the left
Midday -drinking fire,
Breathing smoke

As if Clinton's Garcla-tied regime
so indecisive and commitment fanlty

as genes in a pool,
cotld in some way lead us back to Confucius.

Shit

I've'got shit piled up on the floor,

Piled so high that I can't reach the door.
Looks like something exploded my place,
And this shit's taking up all of my space.

And history plays Dry Dandelion blosring
throngh the breezs, never once hearing of  sled.

I've got crayons and pens to spare,
T-shirts [ never wear,
Magazines, tape cassettes,
Lamps, jars, and cigarettes.
T've got pictures and postcards
And beer cans and sandles,
Mess kits and canteens I
And pans with no handles,
I've got Jesus and Emerson
And Dalton Trumbo

Edgar A. Poe

Henry Thoreau

And though I have plenty to give and to keep,
This shit is all worthless and utterly cheap.

=Heth Slater
The Immoral

The feelings rushing in from every angle

Who is right

Even more frightening is there a right and wrong
18 years of black and white

Then I opened the door to Oz and there were colors
The game is up, bid or fold

But how much do T believe in the cards 1'm holding
My last chance

‘That could be nothing more than the chance to
screw mysell

Life flashing before my eyes in pathetic images of
morality

Life lying in my hands

Nothing more than a new toy at Christmas

Will this be one I'll dust off lor the grandkids

Or will wrapping paper be more attractive after the
period of novelty

The moral question dropped to the immoral
Debated in houses of law and philosophy

Become a dangerous toy in the hands ufyﬂung and
foolish :

Is there really a question or just a debated stage
direction in the script

Is this life even mine to decide

Do the little elves that work in the city of destiny
already have the blue prints

I'm given the choice

My life or hers

A dangerous toy in the hands of the immoral

—Jessica Walters

My conguest, u throbbing obstacle chaession,
snowballing, as science wipes cut on a sled.

--Junius Malthy, Sr.

So, you try to return

Afraid of what might
Or might mot be waiting outside.

Once the world was young,

A living dare.

His sketches sold as works by:
The Indidan boy, the prodigal boy
And were received

And  returned

With pledges of "education® £rom
Institution =, conservatory ¥.

Fromise had onoe grown in their place
But now onoly the sillousttes

Of drunkenass

Of evacuated memories

The passion days,

The art days,

The somewhat scber days.

Nothing on my mind?

You turn and glance

and catch my trance.

Do you know what's whirling lrhhln?
.+« nothing but nothing;

but nothing sounds fempting,

0 nothing continues to spin.

They always returned
Like the shadows
With the sun
Pegrouped and painfully n:tn"d,,
Intensified

Until the battle came

After sharing a smile

and smiling a share

you return to your glorius pecch,
where life and Poe dance haid in hand
yet your fate continues fo search.

again.

Bobby Penn |

Lived till 24,

Died age 40.
Sentenced by drink,
Executed by memories.

What will be done,

with a body so weak;

or a rumor 0 crecpily worn?

"I really can't say,” is

all you reply

"although green is the color of scorn.™

==J. Ruast

Green is the color of scorn?

a5 mother rebukes with an invincible storm

she argues with bolts

and counters with clashes - }

eventually leaving, SUBMIT POETRY, PROSE,

st ke e ART, OR WHATNOT TO "HY
BACK PAGES.”

to that perch as a womb;

anly to find & bedridden tomb;

with a note attached

to a body still warm, v ¥

i el m}.,,‘{ ] WANT TO w‘

Death appears,

g Sl THIS COOL PAPER, 1
~B.C. Christopher

a Proud.

¥
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Shit

I've got lhit piled up on the floor,

so indecisive and mﬂmtﬁﬂtj

- ms genes in & pool,
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Locks like something exploded my place,
And this shit's taking up all of my space.

I've gol crayons and pens to spare,
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thmq:hth-hmu never once hearing of a aled.

T-shirls I never wear,
Magazines, tape cassettes, -~Junius Maltby, Sr. .
Lamps, jars, and cigarettes. 1
I've got pictures and postcards Nothing on my mind?
And beer cans and sandles, e
Mess kits and canteens You turn and glance
And pans with no handles. . and caich my trance.
I've got Jesus and Emerson Do you know what's whirling within?
And Dallon Trumbo ;&“‘"ﬂ“l but nothing; ;

ar A. Poe nothing sounds tempting,
miq-'!hnreau s0 nothing continues to spin.
And though I have plenl:y to give and to k!'EP.- ‘::u,m;,ﬁh
This shit is all worthless and utterly cheap. you refurm 1o your glorius perch,

where life and Poc dance hand in hand
—~Beth Slater yet your fate continues bo search. i
The Immoral What wifl be done,
; wilh a body so weak;

The feelings rushing in from every angle or 4 rumor 80 creepily worn?
Wha is right Emﬂjnm*luhn-h
Even more [rightening is there a right and wrong you .
lEmnnfMukden-huu : Mgm[-&::ﬂud‘mm ;
Then 1 opened the door to Oz and there were colors Green ia the mlord‘lmra? : 57
The game is up, bid or fold a3 mother rebukes with an invincible storm
But how much do I believe in the cards I'm holding  * she arpues with balts :
My last chance and counters with clashes
That could be nothing more than the :'Iume to eventually leaving,
screw mysell © the !rbn!e place h ashes.
Life flashing before my eyes in pathetic images of
ok o
Life lying in my hands L
Nothing more than a new toy at Christmas mr::lml lﬂml Sonaky 2
Will this be one I'll dust off for the grandkids A ‘m!, S et
Or will wrapping paper be more attractive after the ' giating merely:
period ol novelty * Death appears, L
The moral question dropped to the immoral " 4o be the color of scorm.

Debated in houses of law and philosophy
Become a dl.lr,ercrm toy in the hands ufym; and "
foolish !

'Ilﬂ):remllyl question or just a debated mg¢ :

direction i in the script
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At the :u-:uﬂ.nn

Third from the left

: m -drl.uﬂng‘ fire,
 Breathing smoke

‘Afraid of what might

..or might m h ui.t.ing outaide,
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A living dars. ;
ﬁ-uht.nhlilnldunmbr
The Tndidan boy, the prodigal boy
And were received

With pledges of "education” from
Institution =, mummy
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But now only the sillousttes
0of drunkeneas . ]
Of evacuated memories

The art days,

The scmewhat scher daya.

They always returned

Like the shadows

With the sun

Regroupad and p-intn.‘ur u-tnud.
Intennified

| Ontil the battle came again.

Bobby Penn |

Lived till 24,

Died age 40.
Sentenced by drink,
Executed by memories,
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