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P R a l R P

s l e a z y  bap, l i fe  On t h e  run, 
too m uch alcohol not enough luck 
The flee of SpadeS.

^  4

]^apalt^)a induces an incubus untrue, 
iHan0 menJracittes ^rispell conHict, 
®eat|) Jri0at)otos Us r̂ iapso&v.
Prejudice
Cities bum in righteous moral feruor. 
fl beautiful color causes a death,
Dogs are color-blind.

Gr am im o tfi-er

Sootfvlng m usic jU lzd  the atr 

WFviCe In walked- tfiose who  realty cared.
A n d  the atmospliere w as ratfver grim  
WPicn. they  reatlzecC It could-'ve been them.

A n d  In. the corncr taltC a  book- upon, lace,
One. that recorded each nam e anct face.
A n d  friends  of tfie Jam lty tfiat tvere so cCear,
MacCe com m ents o j  ivlsPvlng tfvat sfie ivere stilt here.

rtoM^ers upon Jtotvers talcC against the watt
White som e ivatfeecC by sfiecCcClng tears ancC som e not a t att.
And. not a  cotor o j  the raln&ow ivas seen In the room;
AU, H>ore btacfe. to shacCe tfve gtoom.

In  her Jralt hancfs w as but a  slngte rose to PvotcC 
To keep her com pany w h en  the nights grew cold.
»^nct the sm ite she once gai>e to keep me atlt»e 
Was flxect on her m outh wltR nothing to hide.

A n d  as they w alh ed  by, they often  salcC,
Sh« tooks aw jutty  gooct cfesplte the fact she's dead."  

Without tfvem know ing, 1 knew d ra n d m a  PiearcC 
Their efery com m ent a n d  crack, of w ords.

They rottecC the box on a  stretcher bteak- 
A n d  oh! H ow  the wheets d id  squeak-!
This w as her Jlnat trip to tok-e;
Life had  le f t  her no more to seek.

1 sotem nty remember ev>ents mcwCe to tast:
TFie p a in  the tears /atClrvg too fast.
A n d  1 caught myseC/ In a  prayer/ut encCeat»or 
".. .A n d  1 w ltt cCwett in  tfie house of the LorcC Jorever..."

%
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The instrument of mg salvation  
Stands si lhouet ted in the doorniag.
1 reach for her  to soothe mg pain 
But sh e 's  not real lg  there .

nig imagination c rea tes  images 
Of scenarios fa r- fe tched  and unlikelg.
The m orst  that  can happen mill 
Whether it does or not.

I do not knom mhg she affec ts  me so.
We are like one, but miles apart .
Her thoughts  are  an opague mgsterg  
Just as  mine are.

What have I done to make her  hurt  so?
I do not orish to cause pain.
The void in mg exis tance is like a black hole 
Sucking in the unexpecting.

nig intentions a re  nothing if not honorable 
But like a guided missi le  gone amrg 
Emotions don't  do nihat  I tell them to. 
Helpless, 1 lose control.

Pass ive  avoidance sgs tem s come into plag. 
I t ' s  not as  free or honest  as  in the beginning. 
Qnce perfection,  obligatorilg flaoied.
Reali tg confirmed.

Love is double edged, Janus faced.
The happiness  brought bg giddg emotion 
Is crushed bg i t s  own meight 
When force is exerted.

Whg is h indsight  so c rgs ta l  c lear?
Like looking through both ends of a telescope, 
m i s ta k e s  looked back upon are enlarged, 
minimized mhen encountered again.

The ache of a hea r t  split cangons tuide.
There is no perfection,  no normalitg .
I am not like the others  here.
I feel too much.

Like a jigsao; puzzle missing keg pieces. 
Desting d ic ta tes  a life filled mith nothing.
The candle flicks and dies, smoke r ises .  
Silhouetted images disappear.

J
I  look into gour eges and wonder
i f  tbeg're so far awag because of thoughts of me
or of thoughts which are far awag from me.
lUaghe gou 're thinking of someone else,
who is fa r awag from both of us
get remains close to gou in spirit.
Hnd magbe gou're wishing that I  was she 
or that gou were there, or she here.

I  don't know, but wish I  did. Then,
I  would know just bow far awag 
to keep mgself from gou.

 Mlchette Rogers — Jill Stricklin


