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THE HEARTLESS SIDE OF 
LOVE
By Gyendor

The ebb ,  s o m e t i m e s ,  
is d e e p e r  t h an  t h e  f l o w .  
The ways  we f e e l ' s  
no t  a lways  how i t  goes .  
Th e  w h y s  f o r  w h i c h  we 
love ' s
no t  a lways  wha t  we know,  
not  a lways  wha t  we know 
a t  a l l ,
a s  how i t  s o m e t i m e s  is  
wi t h  love.

The t e a r s  you cry
a lone  a t  night
b r i n g  b a c k  f e a r s  you
t h o u g h t  died
in t h e  shade  o f  l i gh t ;
e v e r y t h i n g ’s w r o n g  and
no t h i ng  is r i gh t
and you ' r e  winning ,  n o . . .
y o u ' r e  l o s ing  t h i s  l onely
f i g h t  a lone ,
down t h i s  winding road o f  
love.

The w a n t s  you wi l l ed 
t h a t  wou l dn ' t  be;  
t h e  t r u t h s  you 've  f e l t  
bu t  c o u l d n ' t  s e e .
The r ea l  deal  t h a t ' s  f a l l e n  
on your  r e a l i t y . . .  
t h a t ' s  f i n a l l y ,  sad ly ,  
t o r n  y o u r  l i t t l e  w o r l d  
a p a r t . . .

AN ACROSTIC  
B y  G y e n d o r

D e a t h  
R u n s  in  
U n d e r  
G r o u n d  
S e w e r s  w h il e ,

In
N O D SV ILLE,

V A G U E,
E m p t y  
In h a b it a n t s , 
N e v e r  a g a in  
S e e n ,

C o n s u m e

A n

U N
S e e n

E v i l ;

P a in f u l l y

A s c e n d in g

In t o

N o t h in g n e s s .

DESERT STORM
ItY GYENDOR

H E R E  ALONE I  S T A N D ,  

ONE MAN,

AMONGST ONE M IL L IO N  

OR MORE

LIKE GRAINS OF SAND 

ON THE DESERTS FLOOR.

S w i f t  s a n d s  t h a t

DRIFT,

SHIFT,  AND MARK TIME 

L IK E  T H E  W IN DS T H A T  

BLOW

THROUGH TH E F O R B I D 

DEN CHAMBERS 

OF MY MIND.

SWIFT SANDS THAT STOP 

TO TAKE

A COOL DESERTS REST,  

CARESSED TO SLEEP 

BY A MOON IN  F U L L  

DRESS.

S W IF T  SAND S,  CLOUDY- 

EYE CLOSED

TO T H E  B E A U T Y ,  I F  

OPENED,

THAT WOULD REVEAL HER 

POSE AND FORM.

SW IFT SAND LULLED TO 

SLEEP

BY TH E Q UIET T H A T  IS  

HER N O RM .. .

LIKE THE RIOT-CALM 

BEFORE THE STORM;

THE QUIET CA LM.. .

THE DESERT STORM.
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ATTENTION POETS
The N i t i o n a l  L ibra ry  of  P o e t r y  h a t  a nnounced  t h a t  ^ 1 2 , 0 0 0  In p r i z e i  wil l  be a w a r d e d  t h i f  

y e a r  t o  ove r  2 5 0  p o e t i  in t h e  No r t h  Ame r i c a n  Open  P o e t r y  C o n t e s t .  The  d e a d l i n e  f o r  t h e  
c o n t e s t  is  March 3 1 ,  1 9 9 4 .  The c o n t e s t  is  o|>en t o  e v e r y o n e  and e n t r y  is FREE.

Any p o e t ,  w h e t h e r  p rev ious ly  publ i shed  or  n o t ,  can  be a w i n n e r .  Every poem e n t e r e d  a l so  
has  a cha nc e  t o  be pub l i she d  in a de luxe ,  h a r dbound  a n t h o l o g y .

To e n t e r ,  e n t e r  ONE o r ig ina l  poem,  any s u b j e c t  and any s t y l e ,  t o  The N a t i o n a l  L i b r a r y  o f  
P o e t r y ,  1 1 4 1 9  Cr on r i dge  D r . ,  P . O .  Box 7 0 4 - Y F ,  Owings  Mi l l s ,  M D 2 1 1 1 7 .  The  poem shou ld  
be no more  t h a n  2 0  l i nes ,  and t h e  p o e t ' s  name and a d d r e s s  s hou ld  a p p e a r  on t h e  t o p  o f  t h e  page .  
E n t r i e s  m us t  be p o s t m a r k e d  by March 3 1 ,  1 9 9 4 .  A new c o n t e s t  o p e n s  Apr i l  1,  1 9 9 4 .

t h e  h e a r t l e s s  s i de  o f  love.


