
Drunkenly, vrhich wake of dreams I walk, wh ch watch I wait

the riot mind to fade the silver sunsoaked hand-

And thoug hts l 

john .... asas 

' ' I 



journey

Silverflirt g leams-

The soul 

occasionallya drink -

themusic 

Upon the ruptured body -

To lean

Winddrift thought s -

Shape
ed 

Sunsail/minds.

john casas 



Widows Walk

At the gallows n ea tly hung outs ide the village

the widows wa lk to the winter woodlands h e rald, XXX~~ 

tinting ponds below .-

Wha t lig hter lights does one he a rt tremble, sig h -

whereup on such graceful steps ha ve t aken mu f fled 

voices touch. White to b l ack the g owns, eternity' s 

thread tread - ) How long the eyes st a y closed and d
flowers 1 

john c asas 



Cycle Pickers
Ptit ~RY.-

Sunlight pla ys throug h musc a tel 

b ott l es st a ining the p a vement rosy on 

curbs pain ted with l a st night ' s wine 

gushed f orth fromspigots of t i r e d flesh and 

worn ov e rcoats -

Agains t the b a cke round of rusted filig r ee a nd 

pitted f a c ades -

,9?bi 2 Pt I -t h e 8 PC B-+ g f e @ i~ 

~ spirited old foo l s with only the wind 

as a chambermaind to change newspaper 

l i nen - ask who could find a mor e noble b e d 

than the unive rs t ity st e ps -or the p eoples s a loon - fit for a gentleman -

lordkeepers of the streets , pity of the 

mi dd l ecla ss - a nickle ' s worth ! 

\ 
\ 

I 

You think they would pay mo r e for such an honor 

b e stwoed upon one another

Look how we a ry they grow from such a t a s k -

swollen hands , fe e t still numb i n June 

Sunken red eyes XXIXX thoug h s t ill sharp enoug h to . 
pick lice off eachot he r - Ro tted t eeth , d ry tongues 

lost
a nd soul s d ancing , sp i nn ing , cra ving t o b e ~ in 

memor ies - found in one l a st d rink , the curb , nom incommu . 
2 line rl ~)\ 

Mu s t I thank them a f t er they have nourished me. For it wa s 

no favor, merely the thoug ht of it -

john ca sas 



X 

.-Seven-thirtyty AM they let the madman out , 
I 

Hobbling legs . Mangled hands . 

Gaze upon the sterling beaches

A heart awakens!

People flock to the square

the jugglers play the day 

The circus grinds a f ad ing light. 

The moon disperses. 

To the alleyes ~~~ 

no joys they sing -

But rest 

On stones and curbs I 

Splattered with rooming house remains . 

Lingering thoughts of sun, moon and stars , 

The t a ste of dawn fresh in my mouth . 

How they look to me with scorn 1 

X2 

As if the country air 

the feel of s weet lips wa rm 

we held e a ch other in the meadow

Herfirm small breasts to mine. 



X 

'E-fte Quietie t rains 

Shafts of gold -

our images cast onto the ponds 

asindian sum re r wept 

myface turned toward the bow,

the sun crimson towards the east . 

Agentle spray -

The taste of s a lt upon my lips 

Indigo wa ters 

silveredmoons

Frozenbeache s talked to winds

Emptying their burdens, embraced.

Beaches disappear -

The phantom dog of night

Barksblack / 

john casas 



SHE

LiLingering afternoons \ 

OpOpium days 

The love of liqor in her mouth 

I taste.-

The viol ent nights 

She did not dance 

.· 



John Casas circa 1969 



John Casas aboard trap boat Charlotte circa 1969 



left to right: Debbie Richardson, Jeanie Van Arsdale, Marilyn Rodes, 
John Casas, Lauren Richmond at the Christopher Ryder House 



John Casas, chef garde manger, in New Orleans, LA circa early 1970's 
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