Stephen F. Austin State University

SFA ScholarWorks

Student Publications English

1975

Sun, Moon, Stars, Rain, Vol. 1 No. 1

Jeff Lindemann
Stephen F Austin State University

Keith Harvey
Stephen F Austin State University

Bonnie Raines
Stephen F Austin State University

Leslie Lubinski
Stephen F Austin State University

Sarida Steed
Stephen F Austin State University

See next page for additional authors

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs

b Part of the Poetry Commons
Tell us how this article helped you.

Repository Citation

Lindemann, Jeff; Harvey, Keith; Raines, Bonnie; Lubinski, Leslie; Steed, Sarida; Woodall, Webdy; Rosp, Gary;
Sullivan, David; Farris, David; Couch, Tim; Peavy, Asa; Jeffers, Robert M.; Rubick, C; Halladay, Terry G.; and
McGowan, Steve, "Sun, Moon, Stars, Rain, Vol. 1 No. 1" (1975). Student Publications. 10.
https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs/10

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the English at SFA ScholarWorks. It has been accepted
for inclusion in Student Publications by an authorized administrator of SFA ScholarWorks. For more information,
please contact cdsscholarworks@sfasu.edu.


https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/
https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs
https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english
https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs?utm_source=scholarworks.sfasu.edu%2Fenglish_studentpubs%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=scholarworks.sfasu.edu%2Fenglish_studentpubs%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://sfasu.qualtrics.com/SE/?SID=SV_0qS6tdXftDLradv
https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs/10?utm_source=scholarworks.sfasu.edu%2Fenglish_studentpubs%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:cdsscholarworks@sfasu.edu

Authors

Jeff Lindemann, Keith Harvey, Bonnie Raines, Leslie Lubinski, Sarida Steed, Webdy Woodall, Gary Rosp,
David Sullivan, David Farris, Tim Couch, Asa Peavy, Robert M. Jeffers, C Rubick, Terry G. Halladay, and
Steve McGowan

This article is available at SFA ScholarWorks: https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs/10


https://scholarworks.sfasu.edu/english_studentpubs/10







To see the sun he looks for the moon,
And where the moon goes he has followed.
But the stars are his eyes,
They glow and glimmer,
Burning embers in the night,
Yet cold and glaring,
silently staring.
They pierce the heart
And set his soul on fire.
Inward they seek,
Deep into the canyon, deeper they hunt,
for what? And Why?
What is there they find to be nothing.
And the moon flees across nights lonely
skies as he soon gives way to the
red orb that brings morning.
As the songbird greets the dawn with sweet sound,
The multi-colored skies pale and drift away.
All the forest is bathed in the morn's yellow
haze.

And still he has not foun his answer.

Thomas Hartz
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Vending Machine

Half black, half wh :e

The body is a rectangular prism.
Squares stars from under

A name-brand forehead,

Eyebrows molded from st ips

Of _uminum form a frown.

No ears, no hairs trim the box.
But a mouth gapes every second,
Hoping to be allowe to speak.
E :h chance, though, is ruined
by a quarter bribe, it buys

A h :2cough. Speeches are
stifled with kicks and slaps.

Wendy Woc 111
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THE T.AY OF ARAGORN

Over withered heath and blasted moor,
Scourged black by the Dark Lord;

'Midst darkened stumps of once-tall trees,
Laid low by the Enemy;

Through nights when no stars shine forth,
Through mists of far-off Pelenor;
Down~river, past the Rauros Fall,

Where stands Dol Amroth, fair and tall,
Where Sea~-Winds whisper through the night,
And Sea-Birds wheel in endless flight;
Bast, where Mordor plagues the land,

Where the Ring was cut from Sauron's ! nd;
West to the Kingdom That %as Lost,

Arnor, and Last Hold, Fornost;

And the hidden valley of Rivendell,

Where fair %¥lves in peace still dwell;
Mountains Misty and “hite I have seen,

And Rohan--ah, the Wold so green!

Pursuits that I though would never stop;
The attack of the Nine 'neath Weathertop.
The scorn of many I endure,

“While I strive to keep their lands secure

From the Power that lurks in Barad-dur:

For I am the Heir of Elendil,
And I bear the Flame, Anduril:
And 'tis told my line wil never end,

For my Race is of the Kings of Men.
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THE LAMENT OF ARNOR

Do you see that line of hills my friend,
The hills that wind and twist and bend
Their way towards the Great East Road?
Well, upon the tallest over there,

Stood once a Tower, tall and fair,

But that was all so very long ago,

Now from that, the tallest crown,

The Watch-Tower has been thrown down,
And naught remains but a ring of stones,
And here they whisper to the winds alone
Of memories of Days long gone,

For there, 'tis told, stood Elendil,

While the Wind from the East blew about him, chill,
And White Banners flew proud in a wanning sun,

And 'tho it touched him with a deadly breath,

The Wind couldn't vanquish the Star of the West,
For his last great task was still undone,



Then from the Parapet he withdrew,

And the Horns of his Realm a8 great blast blew:

And he didn't look, for he knew

That towards his Gates Gil-galad drew,

And for a last fleeting moment, the sky burned blue.

O Arnor, Fair Arnor,
Thy gilded Towers high}
The last mighty Watch
'Pon the Weather Hijills
Whilst Gil-galad drew nigh}

Never a Host will be seen again

As the Last Alliance of Elves and Men,
While the Rowan Trees above Parth Galen
Still bloom.

For Elendil ard Gil-galad,

While they strave mightily at Dagorlad,
Their final hour of glory had

On the slopes of Oroduin.

But yet Arnor struggled, a fading Star,
Holding the North against Angmar,

Until in battle she met her End.

Still, ever-ready the Rangers stand,

With a fire in their eyes and Sword in hand,
Until at the Last Call they ride again,

C Arnor, Lost Arnor,
The Home of Men so grim!
I watched with saddened eyes,
As your Flame grew small and died,
By the shores of Evendim!

David Sullivan
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HULK

A voyage-

Families laughing, crying- uncertainty
Destiny plotting; fate
weaving a web of death...
a torpedo streaking onward.

A scream-
Sounds of tearing metal, flesh,
Her oily blood polluting
the shiny ocean's surface
blue, gray, red merging.

A plea-
The shrill electric spurts moan.
Her agony in ripped from
deep within the wounded
bulk..lost hope!

A death-
Bowels smashed...pouring, crushing
Walls of softness- destruction,
steam, explosions, all... all
¢ ipping downward; over.

A man-
In some distant room... planning
Battles are solemn men,
joyful victors, weeping losers,
innocents, only, are hurt!

Tim Couch
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Second Coming

i wondered how God would feel
to see his beachball floating down the shore
with the wind, carrying the lost souls
screaming,
screaming
to the edge of the world
and God running far behind
like alittle child
calling helplessly:
come back
come back.

Or maybe He just stood
and stared
uncomprehending
or waited faithfully
for someone downshore to pick it up
and bring it back to Him.

Or maybe He laughed
as the dot grew smaller
and smaller...
a good, resounding
cosmic laugh
as the ball floated away.

Then
He might bend over
laughing still
and toy with the wet sand
wondering whether He should buy
another ball

And the screams would fade
as He chuckled to Himself
and the stars came out to stare
to stare with a
Who-cares-we're-always-here-anyway-shine.

Robert Jeffers
23















not change from the blank sleepy stare that was so much like the man in the river
who stared upward but could not see the high willow trees. He turned away
quickly, rolling the two small heavy boxes of shells over in his hands. ‘Their
weight amazed him. “Don’t take them out of the box til we get to the house,”” his
father said. The day was gone before they reached home. It was too late for
hunting.

The pasture seemed different in the early afternoon. There was little wind and
he was sweating. He leaned the rifle against the sagging rusty barbwire fence
and wiped his hands down his faded levis, leaving two damp marks below the front
pockets. He had not seen a rabbit, very unusual, had not even surprised a dove or
ground squirrel-nothing but a few speckled grasshoppers that catapulted from the
grass around him, making fast clicking noises as they flew away. He glanced
down at the rifle and a wave of excitement swept through him. The practice that
morning after church, shooting at broken bottles, old cans and the large square
empty coffee jars, had gone well, but he had used half the shells.

Beyond the fence lay the flat open field, sparsely covered with kneehigh grass,
each blade and stem waving independently yet in a loose rhythm with the other
blades and stems all bent by the southwest wind like the leaves of the tree by the
house. Without sound a large jackrabbit sprang from the high grass, its long light
grey ears upright and rigid. He jurnped for the gun, but the rabbit disappeared in
the swaying grass, leaving only a thin cloud of dust where it exploded from the
ground and a fading imprint in his mind of the animal poised in midair. “Damn.”
He grabbed the rifle and stood, breathing heavily, but there was no movement
other than the wind in the grass. The rabbit was gone. A sudden gust of wind
caused him to sway, rolled back his blond hair. What had it looked like? Long stiff
ears, hind feet stretched out, he could remember nothing more. It must still be
there, hiding close against the hot brown earth. The wind made him take a step
back so he turned and followed the broken fence that divided the low hill before
him. Occasionally he glanced back into the grass until he noticed the thin wingline
of a bird above the fence at the top of the hill.

The raven flew lazily down the fenceline toward him, flapping its long black
wings with end feathers spread like fingers. He stopped, raised the gun to his right
shoulder and waited, his short legs apart. The wood of the gun stuck to his cheek as
he followed the raven. He drew in a deep breath and held it. He would never hit the
bird but...“‘If you're real good,‘‘ Mr. Roberts had told them, ‘‘you can hit a big one
like a crow with a rifle, but mostly you got to use a shotgun.” He was glad he had
therifle. The raven was large and would pass right over him if it didn’t see him. It
would turn any moment. Surely it must have spotted him. It was very near,
continuing its hand-like flapping up and down mechanically like the stroking of the
metal pump rod on the windmill. He was afraid to move as it floated nearer-a huge
silent black kite guided by the fence. It must see him there below about to end its
life and bring down its black ugliness, stop the continuous flapping wings. His
hand jerked, and the gun fired. The raven swerved abruptly, making a sharp
angle away from the fence and flew swiftly towards a large willow tree in the
distance near the base of the hill.

He fired too soon, had not squeezed the trigger, but he had to stop the black
bird’s flight towards him. He stared after it. It slowed, flying steadily for the tree.
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Mr. Roberts would want to see. The fox must hear his heartbeat as he heard its
loud fast breathing. It did not seem to care if he heard. He squinted down the
barrel, sighting on the motionless head. It was perfect, a flawless head, carved
from some red wood, short ears, pointed, fine hairs inside, pink soft tongue and
brown eyes that stared up the gun barrel into his own. But the expression,
complete indifference, he didn’t understand. It should be afraid. He had to shoot
before it was too late, but his hands wavered, the end of the gun barrel moved
across the sharp clear face, shoot now, but his heart tore inside mm in rhythm to
the breathing. The eyes, like nothing he had seen, staring into him, through him,
The panting grew louder with each long second he stared, louder, echoing in his
head with his heart. It would burst. He had to stop it. His hand jerked and the gun
exploded, the sound instantly coming back with the wind. The fox was not there.
He stumbled towards the small mesquite, a windy gust almost pushing him over.
He wiped his forehead and eyes on his shirt sleeve. He looked around the bush,
There was nothing-no footprints he could find, no blood on the ground. He searched
for several moments. It must be the right place there beside the bush, the soft
furry feet, tongue dripping, but there was no trace.

For some time he squatted hunched over the ground near the bush ther. rose
and slowly made his way down the hill toward the house beyond the pasture. The
gun hung heavily at his side. He had seen it all right. It was in the grass,
somewhere, perhaps close to the jackrabbit, butitmbetterthanmerabbit,
better than the picture in the book at school.






Photograph

We've lost ourselves
within two worlds.
I reach out and try

to touch yours
and find I only leave

Robert Jeffers




A distorted twin shadows you

As you run, slip and grapple

In the sandpile with the neighborhood boys.
He trails you to the schoolhouse
Preferring to play baseball.

He's the twelfth football player,

A silent chaperone on dates,

Your free guest at the dance.

He receives your two diplomas,
signs your wedding license,

Holds your newborn boy,

And stands at the window watching
As your son slides in the sand.

He is woven within your life.

Even as you sleep, a piece

O0f your twin mimics your spectacles
As they rest on the nightstand.

Wendy Woodall
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The concept of something being unfinished is an extremely important one in
the life of Asher’s mother. At the sudden death of her only brother, Yaakov, she
suffered a type of emotional breakdown. Rivkeh had lost her parents at a fairly
early age, and as a result was remarkably close to her brother. They were a great
deal alike in physical appearance and in personality. It was naturally quite a shock
for her when he was killed in a car accident at the age of twenty-seven, while
traveling for the Rebbe. Rivkeh apparently plumbed the depths of depression as
she mourned him. It is stated that she “cared nothing. . .for the things a person
must do t5 stay alive’’ (p. 21). For months she appeared to be completely removed
from the externai world. It seemed as if only her desire to finish her brother’s
work for the Rebbe made her return to reality. She stated her conviction about this
early in the novel when she said to her husband, ‘‘Aryeh, it is wrong to leave things
unfinished. . .You taught me that Aryeh. It is a victory for the sitra achra to leave a
task for the Ribbono Shel Olom unfinished. . . I want you to remember that, Aryeh.
..” (p. 45). Again, a few pages later she spoke to him, saying, ‘My brother’s work
is unfinished. . .I want to finish my brother’s work. . .Do you know what it’s like for
something to be incomplete?. . .The sitra achra would love his work to remain
incomplete.” (pp. 49-50) Eventually she persuaded him to talk to the Rebbe, who
gave his permission for Rivkeh to enter Brooklyn College. Yaakov had been
personally chosen by the Rebbe to become a student of Russian affairs, to becomne
an adviser to the Rebbe, and to travel for him. As a result Rivkeh studied Russian
history, the Russian language, Russian politics, Jews in Russia, etc. She was one of
the very few Ladover women the Rebbe had allowed to attend college. After
graduating from college she started working for a master’s degree in Russian
affairs. Asher’s mother wrote many papers, dealing with topics such as the
musder of the Russian Yiddish writers and the false charges which had been
brought against certain Jewish doctors. She seemed driven to study these matters
and often would sit up all night, studying and writing. As Asher observed,
““Sometimes I woke in the early morning and found her at her desk, asleep over her
broks near the typewriter, the pale sunlight shining on her face through the open
slats o7 the window blind. I would . . . draw her asleep over her books, her face
cradled in her arms, all of her at rest like a child.” (p. 154). Throughout the novel
frequent references were made to her extensive studying. Then we learn that she
hag finished her dissertation, and is going to travel with her husband throughout
ziurope, assisting him in his work. All of these things she did in an attempt to finish
her brother’s work. If he had not died she probably would never have even thought
of entering college and studying Russian affairs. She believed so strongly that it
was wrong to leave something unfinished, and so intense was her desire to com-
plete his work that she changed her way of life.

Asher’s father also felt keenly this compulsion to complete his work. During
the time of his wife’s illness he had been forced to stay in Brooklyn and to care for
her and his small son. Later, when Rivkeh had recovered and had entered college,
he resumed his travel, but made only brief local journeys, going no farther than
Boston or Washington. If any changes in schedule came up he would telephone his
wife immediately. He did this because Rivkeh was still somewhat unstable, and
was terrified that her husband would be killed while traveling for the Rebbe, just
as her brother had been. Then in the summer of 1952 Aryeh heard of the death of
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The mourning disciple speaks

"here'd he go? (vertigo)

He spoke of being, of belonging--

But what of longing?

He spoke of the fold--

But what of svindling and mutilation?

He gave out peace of mind with loaves
tna fishes., He is gone;

Anc we, the witnesses

Cf great, half-understood events,

Lre nOw alone, Like an arm cut off

But still alive, I fear my independence.
Anc the searing pain of doubt burns home
The <reacful weight of my new name:
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THE LONG AWAITED
RETURN OF LE VI

Terry G. Halladay

The wind had been building steadily over the long fall afternoon, setting loose
small whirlwinds of dust that raced from one corner of the yard to the other,
gathering twigs, scraps of paper and leaves up into their funnels, shaking and
throwing them about, higher and higher, then suddenly dying and dropping the
refuse in the path of another dervish, more insane than the last. She had seen the
front coming, its dark thunderheads and patches of blackness, isolated sheets of
rain slashing across the empty horizon, and had gone to spend most of the day in
the middle rooms of the house, turning her back on the storm and trying to com-
pose herself for his visit. The storm was now above her, moving from the west and
the far side of the house. With her right hand she struggled to close the window, the
curtains whipping and beating wildly against her thin arms. The first large drops
of rain hit the screen and shattered into tiny droplets, rising as a faint mist, cool
against her face and neck.









of the town. She chewed her lip when she saw that the meat and gravy were
becoming dry and pasty; if only he would get here and she could serve him dinner.
She looked out the window and saw that the rain had almost stopped, patches of
clear night sky were again visible. She touched the glass and felt the cold from the
outside that the front had brought. With a small smile, she went over and got the
still steaming pot of water from the stove and held it a few inches from the window,
fogging the small panes with a light coat of water droplets. One of them received
too much and the drops gathered at the top and ran down the pane, ruining the
effect. But the others were just right and she put the pot back on the stove. She
stood for a moment and watched her successful panes to make sure they didn’t run
as the other one had. She leaned closer to the lowest one, her nose within a few
inches of the hazy surface. She breathed on it slowly and was disappointed to see
that it had no real immediate effect. With her index finger she started in the middie
of the pane and traced a tight spiral out from the center until the circle touched all
four corners of the frame. But this brought the moisture together into larger drops
which ran down and ruined it. She was left with the top two squares; they would
have to be something special. Carefully she printed her name in the one on the left
in capital letters. SHARON. Then on the right she printed his name in the same
way. LEVI. Unfortunately she couldn’t write with the clear hand that she had been
so proud of in school but Levi told her that soon she would be able to write again,
better than ever before. The thought excited her but also reminded her of his
lengthening tardiness; she went back to watch her dinner ruin itself slowly. She
wished that her window writing would remain legible until he arrived, he always
enjoyed the small things she did like that and asked her all about how she had done
it and if it made her happier and in what ways.

The room was getting a littie warm now so she turned off all the burners on the
stove and moved some of the wood away from the center of the fire; she could heat
dinner up again when he came and it wouldn’t take too long and they would talk
until it was ready. Maybe he had to work late and couldn’t phone her; maybe the
phone was out with the storm, it had been so long since someone had called her to
be sociable. There had been rumours and stories told she was sure. All her family
and their friends had been at the wedding with presents and happy smiles but they
had soon heard about the trouble she had gone through and perhaps wanted to
avoid her rather than make her uncomfortable with their questions and forced
kindness. She thought it wiser to work these things out by herself, being sure that it
was all right and settled within herself before she tried to explain it to the others
around her. She felt ready about now and intended to write letters to her friends
and everyone who had been at the wedding that day explaining about how things
had just not worked out at all and her husband had been resentful and violent and
had often beat her and left her with the house and the money worries for weeks at a
time and then come back and said nothing to her about where he had been and
where he had spent the money that he had taken from her before he left. They
would understand; a few of them had taken her aside before the wedding day and
asked her if there might be some benefit in waiting a month or so until she was sure
that she wanted to marry and live with him for the rest of her life. She had asked
Levi to bring her some envelopes and stamps so that she might write those letters;
he understood completely what she wanted to do and often encouraged her to tell
him exactly how she wanted to word the letters and had suggested certain changes
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mill, and then spent the rest of the time when he came to visit talking to her and
taking her for walks in the fields and for drives in his car after just talking to her
mother and father for a very few minutes about the job that day and the money and
the care and all the business things that she couldn’t keep straight in her mind.

Lights flashed across the windows and she got up and went into the other room
to see if it was Levi. But the car kept going on past the house and on down to the
other farm that shared the road with her house. So it was clear for cars to come
along the road now; she could expect him any minute. She straightened her robe
and went back into the kitchen to heat up the dinner for him again. She looked in
the pots and kettles and was sad about what was left of her dinner for him. She
would be ashamed to serve it now eventhough it was his fault that it had over-
cooked so many times. She cleared all of the pots off the stove and put them in the
sink, after scraping the food out and putting it in the dish she left outside for the
cats that lived in the hay barn across the road from the house. She hoped that he
hadn’t eaten something that had made him sick or too tired to come see her but
that was silly and she set to cleaning all of it up and putting the dishes away so that
when he got there in a few minutes he wouldn’t feel bad and sorry for being late
and wasting the dinner tonight and she was sorry that she had fixed so much food
just for herself and thought that it was awfully wasteful especially since she wasn’t
paying for the food but was getting it free from Levi and he had never asked for
anything in return except for her to tell him the truth about the things he asked her
and that she try to do the things he suggested after their talks and the things he left
around written on the small pieces of paper that he printed so neatly. Now it was
clean and tidy and he would never know that she meant to eat so late in the evening
and they would be able to spend all the evening together and hopefully the night.

She left the fire burning in the fireplace and went back into the living room,
leaving it comfortably dark, and sat in the couch that faced the window and
wrapped herself in the blanket that she kept there because the window never had
closed all the way and she was often cold when she sat there watching for him to
come. And she sat and watched until she was tired of seeing nothing but the lights
of the town in the distance that eventually turned off one by one except for those
along the highway that ran through the middle of the town and she finally fell
asleep there with her watery eyes part way open and ready to let her know when he
arrived.

But he didn’t and she was awakened by one of the cats sitting on the outside
window sill, crying at the small crack and trying to squeeze through it. She wat-
ched and felt sory for the cat as it meowed pitifully and then stopped and picked up
the headless sparrow it had set beside it and tried to squeeze in again, trying to
carry the bird with it. The fire had burned out and the room was dark except for the
light from the newly risen moon. She got up and chased the cat away by sticking a
broom handle through the window and giving a hard swat to the cat’s hind legs,
sending the bird carcass flying across the porch and in to the damp grass and mud
of the front yard with another swat. She fed the cats and loved them eventhough
they often made a mess, leaving the bones from their kills all over the porch and
sometimes on the window sills where they might be shoved through on to her floor
where they remained unnoticed, hidden under the ruffles at the base of the chairs
next to the window until they got rotten and stank. Levi wasn’t coming and she
couldn’t remember the last time he hadn’t come without telling her he wouldn’t be
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there. She sat down and tried to make the fear come again, tried to make the
furniture move and change the shadows with it and tried to imagine what the front
of the house looked like and if it was all strange and different again. But it would
not come and she gave it up as something that could be only once and never again
in the same way and felt sad about how the misery of her inarriage kept repeating
itself over and over again until she left it and how the good things came once and
were gone before she could understand them and feel their goodness, like the fear
that made her hurt until she thought about it and realized how nice it was. So she
gave up and perhaps Levi would come before morning.

She made sure that the door was unlocked so that he could get in if he came
during the night. The stairs were steep and dark on the way to the short hall that
connected the three rooms upstairs. She stopped and thought for a moment,
looking down on the dark room below her. She would sleep in her old room, the one
she had moved out of so thal if Levi came the other room would be fresh and clean
and they could just walk down the hall and climb into the fresh clean bed for the
rest of the night. It didn’t matter that her bed in the little room was unmade
because no one else slept there except her when she first came home. She took off
her robe and hung it next to her housedress that was on the back of the door and
crawled under the covers away from the cold and felt the goose bumps rise all over
her body as she shivered against the sheets. It would be warmer in the other room
but she must save that for Levi; it was the special room for guests when her family
had friends over and she had to stay out of it and keep it clean for the guests.

She hugged herself under the quilts, drawing lier knees up as far as they would
go and felt her joints ache and resist and her flat and sagging breasts against her
arms and felt for some warmth between her legs but drew away in sadness from
the dry and shrunken mound with the very little hair after all these years and cried
some into her pillow as she thought about Levi and when he had come to help her
when her parents died and had come just to keep her company and talk to her and
check on her to make sure that the food was being brought out at the beginning of
the week. She worried sornetimes that she might stay in the old house, away from
everyone until ghe died, not really knowing what was happening. Sharon cried and
choked back her tears, her face hard against the little satin pilow with the em-
broidery around the edges but then stopped and remembered that Levi was sup-
posed to bring the food tomorrow and maybe they might talk and maybe they
might make love in her clean room down the hall. She turned over and lay on her
back, watching the shapes of the shadows change and move about the room. The
rain had stopped and she was very glad and turned teo look out the window at the
thin strip of road that led to the town that shown in the moonlight and hoped that
ghe might see a car.
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Like a Wish Down a Well

Words, thrown like a wish down a well,
Winking into the sun until the wish
Like the word, like the coinj

All become tinted by age and inactivity.
No soft hand to shine the gloss and
Warm the heart.

No deep pocket to shield the light and

Hide the scars.

Words, thrown like a wish down a well.

But they were nice wishes with respectful
intention,

They always are.

All become silenced by weary repition.

No more dreams to light the hearth and

Brighten the glow.

No more substance to break the day and

Replenish the morrow.

Words, thrown like a wish down a well.

Words, lost for strangers to drink.

Steve McGowan
St
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