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When the regular chores we
perform become repetitive and
sometimes boring, many of us
turn to such diversions as sports,
gardening, woodworking, lishing
to relieve lension. Insurance
agent Gregory Bolosan has a
hobby which allows him to
express himself in an unusual way
— wriling poetry,

His x‘ur%egnd :{ with all facets of
life and daily living. Included here
are a few samples of questing
talent at work, showing Greg
Botosan is nol your average in-
{;“E:G“H.TI il'}TDSﬂH surance !‘ﬂieﬁmanl
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“ASTRONAUT'S
) COMMUNION"

Arisa alas! Go forth to the calling

Of swirling heavens and galaxies,
Commence at once, the stars enthralling
Forever enguifed with eternal spreas.

“Tis quiet, this still, the beauty here
Non-descriptive prevailing; Sojourn!
Awe encounter, fultiliment of fear,
It's natura that's willing to learn.
Crest upon crest of spacious bask,
Stunning the mind with its lure,
Equity of fate overwhelming task
Refating to wings of unsure.

Question not unanswerable sight,
Forwarned of destiny - Trespass!
Unveil the infinite delight;

God's faca is seen at [ast.

. Brings uncertainty of which is true.

REASON”
“REASON™

ason 15 not understood,
nsual response:

pever could

ceptions and wants.

The process of reason 15 not understood,
It depends upon sensual response:

Few there are whoever could
Understand its conceptions and wants.

apt to explain,

elf apply;

pn 1'm sure that it's plain,
art with is “why'?

| for one am not apt to explain,

More than to myself apply;

Referring to reason I'm sure that it's plain,
The question to start with is “"why™?

the answer to bear,
aths to pursue;

ith reason that's there
of which is true.

Logic, it seems is the answer to bear,
Conducting the paths to pursue;
But being logical with reasan that’s there

"THESE CREATURES"”

sne and then the other,
other belong;

e can gather

right and wrong.

Routine | live day by day,

| pay my bills as wall as | may,
Respect of places, people and things,
These are the habits my life brings.

Wea may use the one and then the other,
Betrothed to each other belong;

From this then we can gather

The conditions of right and wrong.

b states af such
rong are found;
it leaves us much
bwn qround.

Creatures there are many a kind

But none like man you'll ever find,
A bird will make 3 home anywhere,
No bills to pay, or clothes to wear.

But this applies to states of such
Where right and wrong are found;
Beyond this point it leaves us much
To explore unknown ground.

with tools at hand
ical use;

pcess cannot stand,
o lose.

The bees don't need a grocery store
And flies don't bother to knock on the door,

A flower inherits a plot of ground,
MNo taxes to pay, no one to h-:::un-:_i.

Proceed we must with tools at hand
That lead to practical use;

And when this process cannot stand,
The mind is sure to lose.

absolute,

ys despair,
to the truth
2 1o share.

MNa life hut man has celebrities

To applaud himself in all he sees;

One thought that lies with him at least,
That he's better off than any beast.

But then again if absolute,

A word that brings despair,
Can lead the lessar to the truth
We'll all have more to share.

we've come so far,
Id fill with gloom;
puld seem to mar,

ohstructs to doom,

I'm sure that now we've come 5o far,
The questions would fill with gloom:;
This way of IHe would s2em to mar,

The unreasonable obstructs to doom,

ay it looks,
e sight of unseen!
written in hooks,
the serene?

it's not at all the way it looks,
There's hope in the sight of unseen!
We may study the written in books,
How will ane find the serene?
mption, unreason is real,
ds untrue,

a persan will feel

gion called you,

We'll start by assumption, unreason is real,
Comparable to fact as untrue,

I'm sure that this a person will feel
Bevond the extension called you.

Id that all’s percewed
tward toin;

ce of life is believed
have been.

But we cannot hold that all's perceived
Reflecting the outward to in;

It follows acceptance of life is believed
And always must have been,

eptance s first,

oned state,

suench the mind’s thirst

if we conclude acceptince is first,
With life a conditioned state,

None other may quench the mind’s thirst & a word called “fath”,
Than introducing a word called "faith™,

if something is
By reason we say if something is _ “THE STRBANGER YOU" must be:

We're sure that it must be:
There's only one thing wrong with this,
It just takes us as far a5 we see.

hing wrong with this,
far ns we see.

if you feel a love for one
You may feel a love for all
For it's all contained within the you.

reason in time

x gverything,

in one's reasoning prime
hing it cannot bring.

| know it's sard by reason in time

We're bound to see everything.

But time runs out in one’s reasoning prime
And there's something it cannot bring.

When you see a smiling face
Then the warmth of it embrace .
And shake hands with a stranger called you.

ill where eternal flows
jected to states:
and whoever goes,

If a thing you may detect
From inside it may raflect
tt belongs within the realm that is you.

It's the state of still where eternal flows

For the living subjected to states:

The doors are open and whoever goas,

It's but “faith’" that conveys through the gates.

Look around the world you see
You may find the parson me
And you'll wake up knowing that it’s you!

at conveys through the gates.

“THESE CREATURES"”

Routine | live day by day,

| pay my bills as well as | may,
Respect of places, people and things,
These are the habits my life brings.

Creatures there are many a kind

But none like man you'll ever find,
A bird will make 3 home anywhere,
MNo bills to pay, or clothes to wear.

The bees don't need a grocery store

And flies don’t bother to knock on the door,
A flower inherits a plot of ground,

MNo taxes to pay, no one to hound.

No life but man has celebrities
To applaud himself in all he sees;

One thought that hies with ham at least,
That he's bettér off than any beast.

“THE STRANGER YOU''

If vou feel a love tor one
You may feel a love {or all
Foar it's all contained within the you.

Whn;'n you see a smiling face
Then the warmth of it emhrace
And shake hands with a stranger called you.

If a thing you may detect
From inside it may reflect
It balongs within the realm that is you.

Look around the world you see
You may find the parson me
And you’ll wake up knowing that it's you!
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“RELENTLESS"

Strange as it seems with fantasy
In dealing with things unknown
Cannot portray all that we see
And what time inside had grown.

"POSSESSIVE"”

When you're born, you have a name,
You say "It's mine".

Would you believe that all is nought?
But more than aye can Know;

Soaring through heavens eternal sought
The questioning mind will show.

Mather, father, with family came,
And you say “'It's mine”.

What one can do, he that will,
Is not anough in time

Than being inspired in the still
Of boundless love sublime.

Certain school you did attend
And you say “It’s mina",

To church your parents send,

Oh poverty of flash restrained, »All mine. all ming"”

Adarned for time to endure,
Would shed a raiment so refrained

i sweet loving girl,
To transcend in state of pure. Find a 94

You say “she’s mine".

L1

First romance you give a whirl,

"Mine, oh mine"’ 4
e Cames a time to fall in love ¢
] “This is mine"’

With a marriage blessed above,
“Yeas, yes its ming”,

Raize a family, girl and boy,
“Oh God, they're mine™.

Fills your life with joy
“Mine, yes mina”’.

Time goes on, and takes its toll,
“fot mine, not minal”’

When all is gone, where is the goal?
“0Oh God! Not mine!™
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SKETCHES BY

“MY JAILER”

Behind these prison walls

He stood guard beside my door,
Pacing up and down the halls

In a path that he had wore.

| pleaded to turn me loose
But my cries he would ignore,
How could this man refuse
| just couldn’t stand anymore!

My life was sinking low,

Mo nourishment to be had,
Wherevar my jailer would go
Brought more of this state 5o sad

1 asked him for a drink

He filletl my glass with brine,
My life continued to sink

As | prayed for light to shine,

For it was dark in the dungeon there,
On his face the light did shine

One look was all | could bear!

The face | saw was mine!



