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Someone has BROKEN
humanity; taken the
fragile toy of love and hope
and desire that KNOWS
we are loved and smashed
it to the wall in an idiot
child tantrum.

Ten million marching
elegant, knee-length
boots are stomping
the FRAGMENTS

into a billion grains of
crystal DUST.

ust will blow across
continents and BLIND
us all to love and the
world will never see.

means to slow their lethal STEP,
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mile; Confess and let the airman §
live--mend the beautiful,
imperfect, WONDROUS toy.

I

—

sig




THAT'S THE
FUNNIEST THING ¥
I'VE EVER
HeARD!
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PO YOU NOT
SEE? IF THE
AIRMAN HANGS,
BRITAIN LOSES
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...BUT IF YOU
W HAD ANY REAL
AUTHORITY, I'D
BE SWINGING
_ ALREADY.

KARL
WEISSMAN
LOOKS AFTER
NUMBER ONE--LET
A THE WHOLE WORLD
A BURN FOR ALL T
CARE.
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