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The Fight

On a bicycle down by the railroad tracks,

he whips out his frustrations, pedaling wildly as

the dust flies up from his spinning wheels, when
suddenly

—

he is stuck in the sand.

The wheels grind deeper,

every hard-fought inch

only traps him in a deeper grave,

his face scrunches up in concentrated determination,

his knuckles white as he grips the handlebars fiercely,

his body taut even as he totters. . .

then,

with a final jerk

—

he is released,

weeds closing around him as he fades into the pink sunset.

At a kitchen table in their one-bedroom apartment,

she clunks down a half-empty bottle with a thud,

scattering crumbs across the formica surface, when
from the far corner

—

a baby wails in protest.

The chair scrapes backward,

she lifts the glass

and downs the Southern Comfort
in one quick gulp,

her face blank of any expression,

her eyes vague, unfocused, watering from the sting,

her body sways as she stumbles

then,

with a gentle scoop

—

she presses the child against her,

shadows shrouding her as she stares out into the pink sunset.

J.L. Wineinger
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The Fortuitous

The phalanx of greatness is replete with names
Of men who entered early graves

Leaving the mortal few who lived

To wonder what more they had to give.

What could they have done if they had lived

Any differently from those who lived;

They too with time would have grown old,

And lost that air that seemed so bold.

Fortuitous were those who went in their prime
For they live on in people's minds,

And those who stayed to get the gray look

Languish within dusty history books.

Vikram Kapur

Spaces

I talked to this guy
He was dying

and he asks me why.

I say, I don't know man.

Please don't burden me
with your memories.

I have no spaces left

in which to put them.

Ah! Says he.

I'm not looking for a savior

just the favor

of a smile from a friendly face

as I have but one space

left, yet to fill.

Adrian
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The Creation of Hell—Brad Squibb

Virgin at the Foot of the

Cross by Eugene Carriere—
Acrylic Copy by Brad Squibb
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Riverfront—Michael Gadomski
I Am Tired

I am tired.

Tired of being afraid of my fellow-man:

Of oil explorations and oil spills:

Tired of pollution (and being part of the

problem):

Of dead sea turtles, drowned dolphins,

slaughtered whales and clubbed seal pups:

Tired of the destruction of the rain forest

and global warming:

Of nuclear power, dammed rivers, and industrial

waste:

Tired of chemicals: in my food, my water, the

very air that I breathe:

Of people stacked on people and racial

disputes:

Tired of apathy, greed, and human supremacy:

But most of all—I am tired of being tired.

Elaine Hall
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Unaware of the Missing

unaware of the missing pieces,

the children cry

in the distant sunset,

weighed heavily upon
by the winds of time.

splintered hopes lay quietly

resting,

fragmented dreams
swept away,

the glimmering cheeks of the children

cooled by the wind
then fade...

Craig Kozlowski

Ethiopia's Child

An imploded stomach
Hides

Under a small T-shirt,

A frail thumb
Sticks

Between two thin lips,

And puffy eyelids

Fall

Over the brown eyes

Of the starving baby,

Captured by sleep,

To dream of his dead mother's milk.

Ron Speir, Jr.
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On Borrowed Time

On borrowed time

we live our lives

upon a whim
all may die

The dogs of war
shall eat the flesh

The four who ride

will take the rest

—

to sacrifice upon the altar

in worship to the God of power
and anointed with the oozing oil,

consecrated blood that boils.

Millions cry,

though none take heed

of the nameless, faceless hordes

it seems

—

as if in righteous anger wrought

the silencing of the lessons taught

by those who before us found

the virtues we so expound

are a cruel veneer

to hide the truth

that peace is just

an excuse for war.

Elaine Hall
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Fool's Gold

You leave town at the first sign of spring for a Sierra Mountain trail.

And you walk to places where other men have tried to go,

but where other men have failed.

You're high up in the mountains, with the clouds around your feet,

Shivering with the cold, as you anticipate what you seek.

You dig down deep to find the strength to struggle with one more ton.

And you know that death is creeping closer, when your day is done.

You're running on empty, as you start to feel like your life's blood has been spent.

Then it's a day too late when you get to wondering where your future went.

And that's just about the time you'll hear those mountains,

Laughing down at you.

There have been many good men lost up there in those hills.

And the late night campfire stories, fill you full of chills.

Each nightfall brings a thousand dancing prospectors' souls,

Condemned men still searching for their fortunes made of gold.

It's been this way since times forgotten, men want to get rich fast.

So they rape the earth and scar its soul, but nature laughs last.

They tear the heart out of the earth, never caring about its needs.

A man loses his perspective when he's overcome by greed.

And that's just about the time you'll hear those mountains,

Laughing down at you.

Don Robinson
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There

Mannequin—Mimi Georges

"I almost love you
but would have cast, I know,
the stones of silence."

Seamus Heaney, "Punishment"
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Sailing

When the lenient wind blows

I think of the summer day
I was at the helm when it

tickled the sails with steamy,

salty air as it pushed us up
the Skidaway River.

It was the same day
the mischievous wind made the

waves spit spray on us, while

whitecaps frolicked across

the wavetops that pulled the bow
deep into the Vernon River.

I fought the tiller that July day
the wind turned wild and the

bow shook water over us again

and again as she wrestled to

be free of the swells.

Not storm winds, just wicked winds

as Nature, cat-like, flexed her claws.

And I in reverence, not fear,

was glad I was at the helm to greet

the lenient wind
and the mischievous wind
and the wild wind
that summer day.

Cecilia Morett

An Aubade

The sky lies below a blanket of haze
As the night's cover is lifted by sunrise.

The waking sun will light the darkened shades

And you will rise groaning, rubbing your eyes

—

And break my embrace when they see clearly.

I will follow and beg for one last kiss.

You will refuse—raise brows and say, "Really,"

But just before leaving press lips on lips.

I will wander onto the round terrace

And water roses that stand in earthen pots;

The morning breeze will drift against my face

And cool the cheeks the warming sun makes hot.

The roses release more fragrance under sunlight;

But somehow if I could arrest the night. . .

Vikram Kapur
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Artists Passing in the Street

On a cool, dry day in the city,

I saw my reflection as I passed

a mountain of a thousand mirrors.

They're built that way, you know,

in an attempt to make those outside feel ashamed
to be so casually out in the breezes,

while the jaded, paraded masses within slave away,

near-choking, on the silk nooses they choose to wear.

Anyway, as I walked along, ignoring

the distorted image of myself

which gladly conformed to every reflective corner,

I glanced up and caught sight of another.

He, too, was enjoying the cross-signals changing

so that we alone could walk.

Times before, I'd seen him at places

where works of art gather themselves.

Also, while the remainder of humanity
confined itself to the glass towers,

I'd spotted him roaming the streets for inspiration,

as did I.

So on that late winter's day, we nodded,

each toward the other, silent acknowledgement
that we were prisoners of another world. . .

.

But for the unreflected souls, peering down
from their shimmering, forty-story jails,

those must have seemed to be the glances

of passing royalty.

A king and queen of leisure,

Companions of the night,

Artists passing in the street.

Christi Manley
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Trestles
Ron Speir, Jr.

I didn't eat lunch that day. It was Thursday.

The photography class I was taking for extra-credit my senior year of high school

met on Thursdays, and we had an assignment due—our first "perfect" prints were to

be made.

I met a classmate at the photography lab at 12:30. Since we had two free periods

following lunch, our schedules allowed us to work uninterrupted until the 3:30

photography class. We took advantage of this unusually large block of lab time, and

we were becoming good photographers because of these extra hours.

I made a few prints, trying to decide which picture I wanted to concentrate on and

slave over in doing the assignment. Finally, I decided. This picture would become the

best I've ever done and always hold a deep meaning within its silver and black tones.

It was a picture of train tracks on Hutchinson Island. One rail emerged from each

of the lower corners of the picture, converging into a train track. Raccoon or possum

footprints walked down the rails and cross-ties, leaving a trail in the creosote. Trees,

bearing new leaves with the coming spring, bordered the clearing the tracks cut down

the middle of the small island. In the distance the rails split into four parallel tracks

that continued to stretch out, disappearing in a gray haze.
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I worked on the picture for almost four hours.

When I finally developed the perfect print, I devel-

oped one extra. I wanted to give the photograph to

my grandfather, Henry Lee Speir, Jr. He owned a

company that built train bridges and had liked an

earlier picture of train tracks I had taken—a less

perfect picture.

Granddaddy formed Coastal Wrecking and Con-

struction Company in 1971. At first the company
only wrecked things, salvaging the scrap for a good

profit, but one day by accident Granddaddy found

himself stuck with a contract to build what he had
been tearing down—a train bridge. That accident

led to a hard life of spending weeks in the middle of

Alabama, Georgia, and South Carolina woods battling

gnats, heat, cold, rain, and time to build one train

bridge after the other. When he chose to come home
for a weekend, he would come home on a Friday

night and be back to thejob site Sunday night. Since

he was always working, I never really saw him for

long periods of time, until right before his death.

One Sunday when I was twelve he asked if I

wanted to go for a ride. I knew that he really just

wanted to go to Dairy Queen. "I'll go," I said, acting

like it was I who wanted to go get a banana split,

"only if we can go by the D.Q."

"O.K.," he replied with a gleam in his eye.

As we rode through downtown Savannah, he
broke his usually modest ways and shared a proud
secret with me. "I built that train bridge," he said,

stopping the truck near a train trestle. Continuing

on, he pointed out another bridge. As we rode past

the tallest downtown building, the Desoto Hilton, he

stated, "I tore down the Old Desoto, the one that was
there before this one."

Even though he was only stating facts, he acted

like he had told me a secret. He had taken me into

his confidence and shared a part ofhimselfwith me.

His modest, introverted shell did not allow him to do

this often, but on that day, he revealed his whole world

to me—his work.

The next summer, I went with my dad out to

Garden City where Granddaddy was building a

train bridge unusually close to home. I saw him work
for the first time. At that young age, I was impressed
by his command over thirty men. He had them
running from one side of the bridge to the other,

moving cross-ties, lowering cranes, and everything

else imaginable. I was amazed. A few years later

when I worked for him for a month, I realized that his

job was harder than I had ever suspected, and he

worked others hard. The men worked as hard as he

demanded, and they didn't complain about the dawn
to dusk hours or the consecutive long weeks of

working without a day off. He ran his business with

a strict hand, but he rewarded those loyal men and

bailed them out oftrouble whenever they needed his

help. He worked hard, the same dawn to dusk hours,

and he expected others to work hard also. When I

worked for him, I was not his grandson, but just

another employee. I learned what hard work was.

I rushed home with the intent of eating a quick

supper and taking the picture to his house. He would

be getting home from two weeks in the Alabama
woods where he was currently working, taking an

unusual Friday off since it was Easter weekend.

When I drove into the driveway, my younger

brothercame running out ofthe house. "Granddaddy
Speir is dead," he hurried to tell me. "He had a heart

attack and died."

I managed to walk into the house. As I sat down,

the phone rang, and my Dad told me what he knew.

Granddaddy hadjust eaten lunch. He backed a truck

up to the work site, got out, walked around to let the

tailgate down, and collapsed. He died at the age of

sixty-three of a massive heart attack before he even

hit the ground. He died while I made that photo-

graph for him.

The suddenness shocked the family. After the

many years of hard work leading up to the perfect

retirement, all his efforts had gone for nothing.

Looking at his body in the funeral home, I felt a

weird nausea sweep over me. I was partly stunned

by the fact that I could look at the body. The gray suit

he wore made his face look brighter than it was, and

the pale smile was forced, not the natural smile

rarely seen on his lips. The large coffin made his thin

five-eight frame look even smaller than when he

stood next to me. His closed eyes looked naked

without his wire rimmed glasses framing them. I

wondered if the glasses were tucked inside his well-

worn glasses case inside his coat pocket. Before, I

could never bring myself to look at a dead person, no

matter who it was. But I looked at him, and it wasn't

the Granddaddy that I had come to know just re-
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centiy. I remembered how he smiled that smile

when he ate his Frosted Flakes.

Actually, he never called them Frosted Flakes.

"Mama, we're runnin' low on Tony Tigers," he would

tell Grandma, hinting for her to buy some more
Frosted Flakes. Every morning he would sit there

and eat a bowl while reading the paper and drinking

coffee. Occasionally he would slip an extra spoonful

of sugar on top of the cereal, and other times he

would settle on some fruit that my grandma offered.

Back then I didn't think anything odd about a

granddaddy eating Frosted Flakes.

He never really smiled much. For the longest

time one of the only smiles of his that I knew was
from a photograph of him at ten years old standing

next to Henry Ford and looking up with a schoolboy

smile to see a similar smile.

Only a few months earlier I had finally earned a

smile from him. I was in a play at school, Waiting for

Lefty by Clifford Odets. The night before the opening

during dress rehearsal, I severely sprainedmy ankle

and had to have it placed in a cast. The next night,

after keeping the ankle iced and elevated all day, I

managed to hobble smoothly around the stage. I was
so good that many people in the audience didn't

realize I had a cast on my foot, my doctor included,

until the reception afterwards. At the play,

Granddaddy smiled, "Nice play." I don't know if it

was because I was bold enough to stand in front of all

those people—something he would never do. He was
uncomfortable saying grace before dinner to a large

group of people, even if they were all friends. Or
maybe my stoic performance impressed him. Either

way, he smiled that schoolboy smile.

But I later coaxed a bigger smile out ofhim when
I asked him about Georgia Tech. He graduated from

Tech in 1950, the first member of his family to

graduate from college, and every year since, he

would go to one football game. And every year I

received a new Georgia Tech souvenir: a pennant, a

stuffed yellow jacket, a seat cushion, a mug, a pro-

gram, and on and on. But the day when I told him I

wanted to go to Tech, his eyes lit up like I've never

seen. "Good," he said in his most excited voice.

Never mind that I wanted to be a computer science

major and not an engineer—he wanted someone to

carry on the Tech legacy. I le even offered to help pay

for college when he heard that finances might keep

me from going there. It was so important to him that

someone in the family go to Tech that I began
wondering how he ever let his youngest daughter,

his last child with a chance to go to Tech, go to the

University ofGeorgia. After he died, the enthusiasm

I had for going to Tech died. I settled on another

school.

I took one last look at his smiling face before I

walked out of the funeral home, remembering the

final time I saw him smile. My grandparents let me
hold an oyster roast at the house one cool day the fall

before he died, my senior year of high school. It was
the weekend before homecoming, and the party was
to plan the senior class homecoming activities in a

social atmosphere. Even with all the oyster roasts

and low country boils I had been to at Granddaddy's,

and all the times I watched him prepare the main
seafood dish, I never saw him as happy as he was
that day steaming open oysters, throwing them out

on a long table covered with newspaper, and helping

seventeen year old girls learn how to open an oyster

that didn't want to open. I never saw him smile any

bigger, except in a photograph in one ofmy grandma's

photo albums where he is holding me—his first

grandson—in his arms for the first time. I don't

know why he was so happy that fall day. Maybe it

was his dreaming about his first grandson being the

first family member to follow him to Georgia Tech.

Everyone in the family noticed how happy he was.

A year after he died, he and I became closer

friends. I had to do an English paper on a member
ofmy family I didn't know too much about, and ever

since he died I had thought about how little I knew
about his years before he was my granddaddy. And
one day over lunch, my grandmother told me who he

was before I knew him.

I never knew he was superstitious. He was so

scared ofblack cats that ifone ran out in front ofhim

while he was driving, he would turn around so as not

to cross its path. One day he ran across the path of

a black cat before he could turn. He had three flat

tires before he could get the remaining two miles to

the job site. And he never started a work job on a

Friday for fear of bad luck.

I never knew that he kept a silver dollar in his

pocket his entire life. He had gotten the silver dollar

for his tenth birthday. After he died, I saw the coin,
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as did many people in the family, for the first time.

It was worn smooth and thin from being rubbed by

his calloused fingers whenever he became nervous in

a trying social situation.

I never knew he kept his wallet under his mat-

tress. He did this for privacy, my grandmother told

me. "Certain things were too personal for anyone
else to have any business with," she explained, "and

his wallet was one of those things." He even kept it

under the mattress at home. After he died, my
grandmother discovered three pictures of her in his

wallet. She had sent him each of the three pictures

while he was in the Navy during World War II. He
never replaced them with a newer photograph.

My grandmother never knew that friends had
confided in him for years. When he died several

family friends told her that they had been calling

him with their problems for many years. He never

told even his wife that he talked to them.

One fascinating thing that I learned was about

the house I had helped build. It meant more to him
than most people knew. His father, Henry, Sr., had
inherited a large farm from his father. My
granddaddy grew up on this farm, loving the large

house they lived in and the endless woods to wander
along. He especially loved the river that ran through

part of the farm, and he fished there every day. He
decided at that young age that he would live on that

river forever. During the late 1930's with World
War II looming in the background, the Army came in

and bought the thousand-acre farm for a fraction of

its worth to build Ft. Stewart. His father took the

money, which was still a large sum since the land

was worth so much. My granddaddy never had a

home that he felt comfortable in again until the

house on the Ogeechee River was finished—the

house on the river that he had always wanted. He
had found the land the house was built on ten years

before they built the house, and he knew then that

was where his house would be. He dedicated his life

to building a home on the banks of a river. But just

when he was ready to enjoy that home, he died,

losing everything those long days and weeks ofwork
had gone toward building.

The Sunday after he died was Easter. A sunrise

church service had been held at my grandparents'

the previous Easter, and a similar service had been

planned that year. My grandma insisted that the

service still be held: "He would want it that way." As
the preacher finished his sermon, which frequently

crossed back to his eulogy a few days earlier, the sun

pushed aside the clouds to shine across the river onto

the gathering. All eyes focused on the rising sun,

watching it rise above the marshes that the Ogeechee

River snaked through on its way to the Atlantic

Ocean. It was and still is the most brilliant sunrise

I have seen.

Every once in a while I'll stop what I am doing.

Following an urge deep inside me, I'll go look at that

picture of the train tracks and try to see what lies

behind that grey haze on the horizon.
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Papa

1 remember his eyes,

like warm ice,

gazing thru panes of glass,

and his skilled hands,

that I so loved and feared

—

(though never did he bring to bear those gentle

extensions of himself);

1 remember (with a sense of wonder),

how all creatures seemed to follow him,

as if powerless to resist his lure,

(yet he did not manipulate or deceive);

I remember his simplistic greatness,

so carefully wrapped in tissue,

creased and worn with time

(he was well-loved by Chronos, too);

But I remember most clearly

the day he left

to join the One who loved him best,

(and I never had the chance to say good-bye).

Elaine Hall

Life Goes On
(For my Father)

The sun rises

dew fades

leaves rustle in the wind

birds fly

cars go by

tides come and go

children laugh

radios play

flowers bloom

rain falls

dinner's cooking

a child is born

a cat purrs softly

chores done

the sun sets

tears flow through

another day
without you.

Marguerite Dismukes
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Solitary Confinement—Laura Beth Cohen
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The Comrade Griffith Show
Brad Squibb

Picture this. Adimension ofsight and sound, space and time, apple pie and lazy summer days.

Agame ofcheckers at the courthouse with Deputy Barney Fife or a relaxing discussion ofthe nature

ofman with Floyd the barber. Aunt Bea has just put a roast in the oven, andAndy and Opie skip

rocks, fish with homemade rods, and ponder the existence of private property. Communism has

swept the countryside, and there is no longer a struggle between classes in Mayberry. Also gone

with the "radical rupture" of"the Communist revolution" are Mayberry's "traditional ideas." You

have just entered The Marxberry Zone. Dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee ....

* * *

"Gee, pa, sure is great that all the labor in Mayberry is equally shared now. We sure have a lot oftime

to fish together, but golly, so does everyone else! It sure is crowded at our private fishin' hole today!"

"Well, Ope, it's not our private hole anymore. There isn't any private property anymore. The

Communists abolished private property."

"Why'd they go and do that pa? Don't Commies like to fish?"

"Well, ya see, son, the Communists fought for the attainment of the immediate

aims, for the enforcement of the momentary interests ofthe working class."

"What?"

"They wanted what was best for you and me and Aunt Bea and Barney and Thelma Lou

and Goober and Floyd and . . . .

"

"Even Otis, pa?"

"Yep, see, we were being exploited and only them Communist fellas had the clear

understandin' to see what was goin' on, and to start our proletarian movement."

"Well, where are they now? How come I never see any of'em?"

"Oh , they're around, I guess. I don't rightly know where they went after they set us straight."
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'Ya mean, they came to Mayberry and organized

the revolution and led us through it and after it was
over they just left?"

"I guess so, Ope."

"Hey, pa! I got one! I got one!"

"A Communist, Ope?"
"No, a fish! A fish!"

"Well, now, son, that fish doesn'tbelongtoyou. That's

a public fish. You have no right to claim it for your own."

"Aw, gee, pa! This no-private-propertythingmight

not be so swell after all!"

"Well, son, us proletarians didn't rightly know
whatwas good forus until we got set straight. Andnow
it's obvious that we're better off, don'tcha think, Ope?"

"Well, gee,Iguess so, pa,butwhycan'tlkeepthefish?"

* * *

"Yeah, Floyd, I could tell them bourgeoisie folk

were up to something fishy."

"Oh, yeah, Barney, h-h-how c-could ya tell?"

"Well, ya see, someone with as trained and sharp

senses as I have can detect these things way in ad-

vance. Them bourgeois fellas slowly and carefully

resolvedeveryone's personal worth intoexchangevalue

.

They converted the physician, the lawyer, the priest,

the poet, the man ofscience, even you, Floyd, into paid

wage-laborers!!"

"O-o-oh, yeah!"

"I could tell right from the start that them bour-

geois fellas were sneaky and greedy and only out for

themselves. They veiled the proletariat in religious

and political illusions and substituted naked, shame-
less, direct, brutal exploitation! Them kind of people

can't help but exploit people politically, economically,

and religiously. It's egotistical calculation! It's their

nature. Just like the proletariat nature was to be

oppressed and live a slavish existence of mere race

propagation. And there was competition between the

workers as well as the bourgeois."

"Hey, Barney? What happened to a bourgeois'

nature when he became part ofthe proletariat? Did he
have to change nature, or could he keep his old one?"

"Oh, be quiet, Goober! Anyway, those Communist
fellas came along and nipped the whole thing in-the-

bud! Ya see, Floyd, the proletariat movement was self-

conscious and independent . . . .

"

"But, Barney, that Mark feller said the proletar-

ian movement was inevitable. How could it be self-

conscious and independent?"

"Goober! One more word . . . just one more word

.

. . You see, Floyd, the proletarians were called into

existence."'

"O-o-oh, yeah!"

"But, Barney?!"

"Goober, just nip it, nip-it-in-the-bud!"

* * *

"Oh, hello, Thelma Lou, come on in! I was just

putting a roast in for supper tonight."

"Oh, Aunt Bea, speaking of roasting, it's a good

thing those fixed, fast-frozen family relations and an-

cientandvenerable prejudices and opinions were boiled

away with the revolution."

'Yes, for all that was solid melted into the air, and
it wasn't long before man was faced with his real

conditions of fife and his relations with his kind."

"Absolutely, Bea, but why aren't there any black

people in Mayberry?"

"I don't know, Thelma Lou."

"Maybe Communism abolished classification of

races and racism with religion and morality."

"I don't know, Thelma Lou."

"Ya know, Bea, sometimes I think the portrayal of

women on this show is exactly like the bourgeois—

a

mere instrument of production!"

"I don't know, Thelma Lou."

"What about the differences in age and sex erased

by the bourgeoisie? And the Communist revolution

that supposedly broke down all class struggles? Are we
still basically copies of each other or do we have the

power ofindividual choice or expression?"

"I don't know, Thelma Lou."

"If the foundation of the bourgeois family was
based on capital and private gain, what is the founda-

tion ofthe post-communist revolution family? Are we
in families? Oh, God, Bea! You might nothave a family!

And God!? Is there religion?"

"I don't know, Thelma Lou."

"But, Bea, is our system ofvalues the same? Are

all men equal? Is Goober just as good or bad as my
Barney? Is Marx's theoretical society very practical?

And what about Otis? Otis and Marx could actually be

related!!"

"I don't know, Thelma Lou. We better wait 'til

Andy comes horiie." * *

Submitted foryour approval. A world ofcontradic-

tion and parody. A world caught between there and

here, then and now. Each individual with valid ques-

tions and seemingly few answers. But then again . . .

This is the Marxberry Zone.

Dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee-dee
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To Those Who Were

To those who were
.... Too blind to see,

may you forever see my face,

.... Too deaf to hear my cries,

may you forever hear my scream,

.... Too busy to help,

may time forever stand still,

.... Too scared to try,

may I forever haunt you,

.... Too foolish to do anything,

may my blood forever remain on your hands.

Heather Mitzi Crow
Kentucky Oak

Kentucky oak standing in the corner,

Tape at one end, scars at the other.

Soft tan grain in perfect blend,

A small crack was a fitting end.

Descending Liquid

descending

liquid

interrupted

pools quietly

in the night

An old man in a rocking chair

With sagging eyes and thinning hair

Rises from his seat to get it

And curses the spinning sphere that split it.

Cory Hill

the

liquid

runs,

purifies,

nothing

remains.

Craig Kozlowski
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The Drunk and the Poet

I

"How do you live, O man of rhyme,

Without the sweet taste of wine,

Does your heart hunger not

For succor from time to time,

Doesn't your soul crave to soar

To lofty heights scaled through drink,

Doesn't your mind wish to behold

Wonders that Bacchus can bring;

Men of whatever hue or kind

At one time all are slaves of wine,

But you're truly one of a kind

For escape seems not to seek your mind,

Do tell me what O man of rhyme
Keeps you from the quart of wine."

II

"Though in this world my self is seen

My mind does from time to time

Escape to a world unseen,

And behold truly wondrous sights

Sights that so delight the heart

That it knows of torment not a part,

And leave the soul so deeply touched

That full of vigor it rises much;
Thus, in mysticism escapes my mind,

And needs not escape in wine,

But other than that we are both drunks,

For intoxicated you are with wine,

And I'm just as drunk on rhyme."

Vikram Kapur
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