
C o n s o l a t i o n

He te n d s  to  h i s  g a rd e n ,
I t  i s  b e a u t i f u l .
He te n d s  to  h i s  w i f e ,
S h e  i s  u g l y .
He te n d s  to  h i s  g a rd e n ,
I t  i s  b e a u t i f u l .

- -  A l ine  Musyl Marks 
L in coln Park, New Jersey

H o r s e s  On O t h e r  B e a c h e s

You are fo rg o tten  in Samos.
You do not ride  my h e a r t 's  horses;
They roam the beaches fr e e ly ,
Hungering fo r  the b it .
N ight breaks in to  the water,
Wasting i t s  s to re  o f  darkness,
And waves have touched the rocks, 
Leaving a mark o f  th e ir  own.
Hear the muffled  gallop  
Of horses on o ther beaches;
You are fo rg o tten  in Samos,
Who found our sea too small.

- -  Norma McLain Stoop  

Greenwich, Connecticut
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