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Muey (sp?) dankes to the many special people in our various past and present lives. Marc Antony and Romeo, not to mention William Shakespeare
(our father). Of course the boys/men of Chippendales, the Greek god in fond memory (the ex-love of my life), Barefoot Jaimie (for auld lang syne), Adrian/
Duncan, Antonio Banderas (my newest obsession), the unmentioned and unthought-of, the voices (they told me to do it), future aspects, my cats (as always),

eople who invented the scanner, familial figures, and everybody else. Dang that's a lot of people. ’
o g yhocy 9 £Eop ~ Cori Kargel und Shea MacLeod

(P.S. Apologies are extended for the unforseen delay i 5
in Rhapsodical publication. Happy B-Day, Brendon.) (Rhapsodor-in-Chief und Sub-Rhapsodor)



