
The T a r n i s h

The a f te r n o o n  f a i l e d  o f  i t s  p ro m ise  and th e  sun  
H id  in  a t h i c k e t  o f  c lo u d s  on i t s  downward c lim b ,
The b r ig h t  d a y ’ s p e t a l s  t a t t e r e d  and f e l l  a p a r t  
L o s t  as a tow er c l o c k ’ s v o ic e  a s le e p  a t i t s  ch im e.
I  ro c k e d  on my h e e l s , saw th e  s l e e t  w i th  rowdy hands  
Rum ple th e  t u l i p  bed w h ile  a c o ld  w ind  goaded  
A c h i l d  a t  p la y  t i l l  she  c r i e d , I  tu r n e d  to s ta r e  
A t a s h a llo w  h i l l  w here th e  t o p s o i l  had e ro d e d .
The sm a ll mean f a u l t s  o f  th e  day l i k e  b l i s t e r s  b ro ken  
R ubbed raw , w ere s lo w  to  h e a l , I  f e l t  tim e  s wedge 
S p l i t  n e e d  from  th e  o r d e r  o f  t h i n g s , l i k e  a farm  rundown
By shabby i n t e n t i o n s ,  a p low  w ith  a r u s t y  ed g e .
My p r id e  re a d s  omens in  m i s c h i e f ,  and my hand to s s e s  
E n t r a i l s  from  s tu n t e d  dream s in  th e  a i r  as p o r t e n t s ,
I  c a r r y  my d o c t o r ’ s d e g re e  on th e s e  o c c a s io n s  
And speak a t  l e n g th  on th e  t a r n i s h  o f  sm a ll l o s s e s .

- -  James Hearst

Wonder

U n m i s t a k a b l y
L i f e  i s  a l a r g e  d a r k  p u z z l e ,  
I n  t h e  s m a l l  b o y s  e y e s .

- -  Camille Yawin
B o w lin g  G reen , O hio
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