THE OLD MAN AND HIS STORIES
November 2001

He is silver of hair,

With velvet coated voice.

You listen when he speaks,

He rarely gives you a choice.

The old man called Gus,

Tells stories so fair,

Each word spoken wisely,

With great tender and care.

His tales are mythical in nature,

Far beyond who, what, why and where,

Who better to give an account,

Than the old one who was there?

He speaks of JoJo and Pee Wee,

Guarino and DeFig.

His fondness for Dreitzer,

And of Bucky as a kid.



In a sense, he is like Santa,

Gathering his children around to listen

Sharing the gift of his stories,

Like a falling snow's glisten.

It doesn't take much,

Just a cocktail, or two,

And the words begin flowing,

So real and so true.

He transports us all,

To a place void of time.

One where there is reason,

And folly and rhyme.

I hope both never cease,

The old man and his stories,

For they depict the purest sense,

Of the corps and all its glories.
A SKYLINE ALTERED
(September 2001)
Oh, beautiful, 

For spacious sky, 

Whose wonders make me ask why. 

It's shattered peace, 

And broken scape, 

Has made me sit and cry. 

For brothers lost, 

And sisters missing, 

I wonder as I pray. 

What type of beast, 

Could have possibly planned, 

This most destructive day. 


My skyline, 

Has been altered, 

And will never be the same. 

My spirit, 

Has been burdened, 

With great sorrow and pain. 

The skyline, I'm sure, 

Will rise from the ashes, 

In all its brilliance again. 

Just as those we loved, 

Rose to Heaven, 

To be with the great I AM. 

THE GYPSY CRIED

 (01/00)
The Corps played on,

Though heads turned away.

Something was not right,

On that most fateful day.

And the Gypsy cried,

For the Spirit had left his post.

What was left on the field,

Was merely the reflection of a ghost.

The crowds took pity,

And were filled with sorrow.

For the Corps they loved,

Might not see tomorrow.

And then it happened,

As Silence befell the Corps.

The Sounds of the City,

Would be heard no more.


But young blood took hold,

Challenging the silence to cease.

A rebirth occurred,

Giving new life a lease.

And the Gypsy cried,

But now with tears of rejoice.

For the deafening quiet,

Had been given new voice.

And she cried even more,

For the Spirit had returned.

To mentor with his heart,

The sound for which he yearned.

And there was great joy in all the land,

And no longer wake for what had died.

A coronation of all that was new,

....And the Gypsy cried.

THE TOUGHEST CALL
(11/99)
The toughest call,

Is not made in a game.

No penalty is assessed,

To measure the pain.

The toughest call, 

Is private...with tears.

It signifies the end,

To challenge through the years.

For the toughest call is made,

The day you say goodbye.

It is made on the phone,

With no contact of the eye.



The body has fully given,

All emotion has been drained,

A constant running image,

Is all that will remain.

The words fall from the tongue,

With tremendous strain and grief.

And when the deed is done,

There is no imaginable relief.

And...time will stand still,

Leaving only pictures on the wall,

The day you have to make,

The toughest call.
BECAUSE OF YOU
(2/99)
I asked my child, 




Teach the children well,

Once long ago day,




And they will respond.

Why she liked the corps, 



They will pass on your story,

And what did she say?



To generations beyond.
Not for the drums,




For the day will come,

Nor the horns,





When you look your child

Not the color guard’s flair.



In the eyes.

Not for the uniforms,




And ask that simple question,

Nor the history,




Seeking truth ...

Nor the sound that fills the air.


Without disguise.

“Because of you”, she said.



I hope the answer spoken,

And it took me by surprise,



Is one you want to hear.

For I suddenly understood,



For you must accept their retort,

She saw the corps through my eyes.


Without shame ... without fear.

I had no one to teach me,



Will you be ready to embrace the answer,

I had to learn for myself,



Once the question is asked?

That the corps was the source,


Will there be joy or anguish,

Of a very special wealth.



In the reflections of your past?

Not wealth of the pocket, 



And when your child gazes back,

But treasures of the heart, 



As only a child can do,

Which bond us together,



May you hear the loving words,

Whether near or far apart.



“Because of you”...
TO ALL THE CORPS I’VE KNOWN
- Andy Lisko (3/98)

To all the corps I’ve known before,


We always had to raise our guard,

I’d love to see you just once more,


At contests where we fought so hard,

With lines that were so straight,


But, when the show was done,

And music that was great,



We’d drink and have some fun,

You really filled my heart with joy.


It really was a special time.

To all my friends I’ve known for years,

So, this is what it’s come to now,

Through all the sweat and all the tears,

Alumni groups so very proud,

I never said it then,




And when you stand and boast,

But, I remember when,



I’ll raise my glass in toast,

I was the biggest fan of yours.


To all the corps I’ve known before.


WINKY
Winky, Winky

Little Star.

How I wonder 

What you are.

Out in front 

You stand so proud.

Yelling “Yo” and “Corps”

So eternally loud.

Give us a speech...

Prepare us for the fight...

Spread your magic dust, Winky...

Make us winners tonight.

Would you sell your soul?

Would you cut off your arm?

Was Lombardi that great?

Or just part of your charm.

You gave us the courage

To go out and compete.

To cherish sweet victory

And stand tall in defeat.



Oh...Winky, Winky

Little Star.

I know very well now

Just what you are.

You’re the Leader of the Band...

The force of emotion...

The man with a heart

Full of love and devotion.

You’re the Skyliners, Wink,

And you’ll be to the end.

I’m so glad that I met you,

And can call you my friend.

Thirteen minutes of stardom

Was all that you asked for.

Yet you gave back to us all,

So very much more.

And when the show is all over,

The crowd will cheer beyond measure.

And I will smile and say “Thank you”,

For it’s been a great pleasure.


DON’T CRY FOR WINKY...HE’S OKAY

- Andy Lisko (12/97)

Don’t cry for Winky...he’s okay,

For he is marching once again.

I heard he say Hy and Lefty,

And they greeted him with a grin.

It was always his desire,

That the Corps not dwell in grief.

Treating life as one big party,

Was one of his beliefs.

So on this day of atonement,

When we realize all we didn’t do.

Think only lively things of Winky,

As we bid him adieu.



For a time we’ll all fell sorrow,

But Winky always looked ahead.

Tomorrow was not just another day,

It was the start of all the rest.

So, join me in a round of applause,

For the Leader of the Band.

Though the curtain closed for him on earth,

The show up above fills the stands.

And when your eyes swell with tears,

As you relive this most difficult day,

Remember...

Don’t cry for Winky...he’s okay.




SING A SONG FOR US, LOUISE
- Andy Lisko (3/96)

Sing a song for us Louise,



So, sing a song for us Louise,

And make our hearts light.



And let us applaud now for you.

Sing a song for us Louise,



Sing a song for us Louise,

And make our outlook bright.


And receive your just due.

Smile that smile,




Ever so positive,

That so often appears on your face.


In the face of great pain.

Charm us with that charm,



You are one to be admired,

So flattering, and with taste.



For you rarely complain.

Sing a song for us Louise,



I wish I could capture time,

And tell us of love so real.



So that all the world knew.

Fill us with a melody,




The courage you give us,

So that a kiss we might steal.


To live each day anew.

You have been a part of our life,


I won't ask for any favors,

For so many years.




But, just once more if you please.

Providing great comfort,



Help us look for that silver lining,

Through our blood, sweat and tears.


And, sing a song for us Louise.


HY
- Andy Lisko (1/96)

I was humbled by his presence,

Many young people responded,

I was impressed with his style,

And emulated his way,

I was genuinely awed,


If they could pass on a message,

By this man they called Hy.


I'm sure it would say:

His life was a legend,



Tell Hy that we miss him,

That famous pipe and smile,


Tell Hy that we care,

He was ever the mentor,


Tell Hy that his music,

This man they called Hy.


Will always be there.

I was shaken by his loss,


Tell Hy things are different,

And left feeling hollow.


Although quite the same.

So many would never know,


And that he is respected,

This man that we followed.


And his work was not in vain.

What was the secret,



Tell Hy we'll remember,

To his Pied Piper spell?


And try never to ignore,

His simple demeanor?



The many lessons he taught us,

Or the stories he would tell.


About music ... and much more.


BUCKY'S WORLD
-  (5/96)

	In Bucky's World

Where we go to escape,

There is never a frown,

Or a tear.

It's a world full of welcome,

And smiles, and joy,

Where no one need cower, 

Or fear.

Bucky's World is festive,

With music and drink,

Where camaraderie lives,

Through the year.

A chamber of fable,

And legend, and myth,

With his fanciful stories,

To hear.
	
	It's to this special world,

That we always return,

To see Swanee,
The musical seer.

For his impish grin,

And devilish style,

To our hearts,

Is so very dear.

With a nickname like Broadway,
He is surely a star,

An eternal child,

Still filled with cheer.

And to keep him that way,

In Bucky's World,

If you treat him nice,

He'll let you buy him a beer.




FOR THE LOVE OF ERIC
 (3/97)

	For the love of Eric,

We would face the sun.

For the love of Eric,

We would forfeit the fun.

To gain his respect,

We would play till we bled.

With sticks raised to our eyes,

Never turning our head.

"Play the part as written",

There was no need for discussion.

Words from the master,

Who turned drumming into percussion.
	
	But, did Eric love us?

Much more than he could show.

Did Eric love us?

Subtly, he would let us know.

For, he gave us "The Tilt",

Wore "Banana Shoes",

Said "Dooba Dabba", "Mamma Dadda",

And adored left handed cues.

And, when he let his hair down,

It was a moment meant to last …

For the love of Eric,

We now relish the past.


	
	
	



50 ... AND BEYOND
 (11/95)
Reflect with me a moment,


Remember the feeling,

Through history's vault,


Being a rookie once again,

On the life of a corps,


Living in the specter,

Now 50 years old.



Of past Skyliners' reign?

How gallant a journey,


How ironic it seems,

How magnificent a feat,


That the older we get,

To celebrate,




The younger,

This anniversary gold.



The Corps must remain.

Garbarina-Mazarakos,



We all share the losses,

The beginning of New York,


No matter the year,

Born with all the grandeur,


And lay claim,

That followed a war.



To Championships won.

Skyliners clad,




Keep true to your love,

In bright Red & Black,



For the Big Red Machine,

Kindling new traditions,


As we live through,

We now call "THE CORPS."


50 ... and beyond.


BIG JOHN
He stood ten feet tall,



He loved the corps,

In his shako and plume.



With all his heart.

And his hands,




It was almost,

Were the size of your chest.


As if they were wed.

A gentle giant,




And though he went,

With a heart of gold,



His separate way,

Who approached life,



He remained loyal,

With gusto and zest.



To the great Black and Red.

Sticks looked like toothpicks,


And he will be dearly missed,

In his enormous paws,



This larger than life lug,

But, when he played,



For over the years,

He was one of the best.



He had formed special bonds.

Sturtz taught him the basics,


And I'm glad for those,

And Eric approved of his rolls,


Who got a chance to say goodbye.

While Wes put his talent,



Goodbye to a friend,

To the test.





We called "BIG JOHN".



- Andy Lisko (8/95)

POWER AND EMOTION

2/95

Me and Bobby,

In the middle of the line,

Power and emotion,

Side by side.

Eyes like steel,

Commanding a dare.

Judges would approach,

Then retreat from our stare.

Power and emotion,

A combination unnerving.

A Skyliners' treat,

For fans so deserving.



Winky was the architect,

Of an emotional tower.

While Wes had the task,

Of harnessing the power.

A special bond was formed,

From many battles endeared.

And twenty-two in a row,

To be forever revered.

I think that I,

Shall never again see,

Power and emotion,

Like Bobby and me.





THEY CRIED
(5/94)
They said they cried,




The years do move on,

As they read the words.



And bonds are thought dim.

Do you think that strange?



But, when the words were read,

Do you think that absurd?



Came emotions from within.

What was felt in the heart,



And as they read, they wept,

Translated to tears,




For they were overcome.

For the verse as written,



With memories deep inside,

Only a Skyliner hears.




Of things they had done.

What was the line,




Maybe it was the guilt,

That gave cause to remember?


Recalling faces rarely seen.

A mid-summer's dream,



Not knowing where they are,

Or a cold day in December?



Or how they have been.

No matter the thought,



But, they need not despair,

The result was the same.



For as they dried their eyes,

For moments past shared,



Someone thought of them,

Were not spent in vain.



And said that they cried.

JOJO DOESN'T LIVE HERE ANYMORE
(11/93)
I tried to reach Pepe,



So, I called up JoJo,

But, he was gone.



But, they said he just left,

The same with Lefty and Hy.


He was invited to play with this corps.

No Manny, no Pee Wee,


They needed a solo,

No Rodriguez or Butch,


For "Sing Sing Sing",

I just looked around and sighed.

And that he was picked for the chore.

For I recently heard,



And they said he left smiling,

Of a corps up above,



As he was sipping his beer,

That had this incredible sound.

Telling someone else to sweep the floor.

And I wondered if others,


For he was going to be a star,

Had heard the same,



And if anyone should call tell them

And knew where they could be found.
JoJo doesn't live here anymore.

HE WAS SO YOUNG
   - Andy Lisko (9/93)

But, he was so young,




Do you know what I mean?

Was the cry heard by all.



Can you hear what I say?

There have not been many,



Bow your Skyliner head,

That stood quite as tall.



On this most mournful day.

A leader in our eyes,




Remembrance of good times,

Full of love and devotion.



Will eventually come.

A true bearer of our name,



And thoughts will turn happy,

With full sense of emotion.



Over things he had done.

I was stunned by the news,



But, for now we must sigh,

Thinking another was gone.



As tears flow from our eyes.

Not Butch for God's sake,



For he was so young,

For, he was so young.




And we must all say goodbye.


IT'S NOT A JOB ... IT'S MY LIFE
There was never a paycheck,



How can I ever compete,

No promise of glamour or praise.


With words spoken so true.

At the end of the season,



They depict the very essence,

There was never a raise.



Of things that we do.

On the field is where it happens.


A job is for the money,

Not in meetings or the like



And we live but for the show.

I was moved upon hearing,



Those that must judge us,

"It's not a job...It's my life".



Will simply never know.

We all give up something,



That to be part of this corps,

To be part of the corps.



Takes a "special" kind of skill.

Yet, it never seems to be enough,


And to be one of its leaders,

And you want to give more.



one must learn to instill.

But some seem to shine,



When I heard those words,

Through their efforts and fight.


I was affected but not shook.

Which gives all the more meaning to,

"It's not a job...It's my life",

"It's not a job...It's my life".



Were words uttered by Butch.

   - Andy Lisko


THE CLASS OF '72
(3/92)
We were big,




So good was this corps,

We were brassy,



We were called the best ever,

We were bold,




Even critics concur,

And quite sassy.



There has never been better.

We were the strength,



But, all of the glory,

We were the might,



And all of the pride,

So full of passion,



Never mended the pain,

So full of fight.




Of a loss we can't hide.

We were New York,



To all of my brothers,

In its finest hour,



Who were part of this crew,

Adding to the legend,



My heart will lover forever,

With distinguishing power.


The Class of '72.


MY CHRISTMAS WISH
If I were to share a Christmas wish,


My wish would be for people,

Like a melody from the heart.



To come and join our fight,

Where would I begin,




And learn of power, grace, and charm,

Where should I start?




Like the strands of Silent Night.

My wish would be for a present,


My wish would be for instruments.

All wrapped in paper bright.



All bright and shiny new.

With bows and frills and ribbons,


To provide the sound of Silver Bells,

Put under the tree at night.



By many, not just a few.

My wish would be for happiness,


My wish would be that yours is mine,

For a bonding of the minds.



As you read these lines of verse.

Christmas brings time for healing,


And that you'd share your feelings,

With wounds left far behind.



No matter how brief or terse.

My wish would be for victory,



My wish would be for everyone,

In uniforms worn with pride.



As they search the heart for truth.

Like traditions of the Tannenbaum,


And realize the future rests,

Whose branches never die.



In the renaissance of youth.

God bless you all this Holiday Season,

Andy Lisko (12/91)

