Dance the night in rags,
of vineyard grey

Move like a willow water,
gushing through the gates
of dance

The chance of love in the
twilight, bejewelled
tassels binding the
startangled skys, like a
fisherman

Motion toed. loping up the
hillocks of youth, like a
furry soul, drinking with
your sweel springing
mouth, hooded by the
stroam ol Pan

Then the morn and simitar
rain ond poin on your
bruised hips ke o locket,
but the wine 18 hidden and
the key i1s thee., and the ..‘.‘......‘.'.
troupe hke a hoop ascends
the hills hke a sleep, and
the day hike a wheel 15 ever
rning

CLupus Music. From The
Warlock Of Love by Marc

S Loientine

When your
mum or gran
starts screaming
about your
favounite stars,
just show them
this picture of
Rudolf
Valentino,
heart-threb of
the 1920s) Here
he's pictured
with Misg.
Norma Niblock,
winner of the
American
National Beauty
Contest in 1922.
Some taste, uh!

SORAIED
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If there's one thing Wayne Osmond worries
lbomiuhmgatinghmmlbeaﬂwhm
the Osmonds are in town.

“The last thing we want to happen is for

hurt bcaut;lirh—nlh'l
hwu':e Therewasa Montrea
who(dlduh-md ltalqn.ll’ Id do
anything ran over
wonhh.ll-chuwelovemhn.ilf-.m
person gets hurt, it's a disaster.”




