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Our Own Ice-Patch

Nightly

I ankle around the howling ice
Bumping into you

Doing Figure 8’s

(Backwards, scarf flying).

“We cannot go into it here.”

Coatbound,

I wobble on, black wdol evidence
Bulging paper tissues

Used to blot Spring’s weepings.

Sheet lightning. Hail. Silence.

Under me alone

Widening lies crack into
The clear ice-crazed surface,
Black water swirls beneath
Trapped in the middle.

*®
In June-green woolen earmuffs and matching vest
You whistle tunes and tap your skate shod steel toe
Watching me gurgle to the muddy bottom.

Gracefully

You leap the rift, take a bow

And skate to where the water meets the seawall,
Crisp as a postcard reproduction,

For a fruit drink or a beer.

Judy Ham




The hard bell
over the cotton
singes

bright C-notes
in the wind

its glassy mouth

hangs, flicks red

arcs across the field—
pulled taut as a snake

in the hand of a pharaoh—

it revolves on its axis
roped like a dead man
from its blind head
cathedral chimes

dawn. The “darkness crumbles away’’?

in Tyronza, Arkansas

where colors heave up blood
through skin too worn

for countries’ lines—

decay in scythed palms

and faces—cropper veins splintered
blue in the lands’

gold-green embers

where nothing rose—

the slightest pod!

but the milecloud

The STFU!

(For Howard Kester)

of Kings—

breadless, a waterless fall
down the dark cells

of cottonseed

the treewells’ brimming leaves
now stumps for burning—

this land of white ash

and shanties—Kester, Mitchell,

and you, and you—

Southern Tenant Union dreamers—
Great tongues have woven morning:
Illiterate prophets

whose children’s bones
webbed fields burning—
whose lungs bleached—

a clotted crop—

first picked the notes to form
the rising

in our black-white Midwest streets.

A. Jozefiak

' The Southern Tenant Farmer’s Union, begun in June, 1934, marked the first recorded time
in American history that black and white sharecroppers joined forces against the

semi-feudal plantation system.

% Taken from Isaac Rosenberg’s “Break of Day in the Trenches.”




Panic! Leonard Ladd




Late Walk On _The Gravel Road

The day’s hunt ends

in a flamingo sunset

under the equator.

In heartland

night creeps all around.

Two batallions of crows
loopdown on black furrows
near the boarded warehouse.
I'll stop here alone

to walk along the forgotten
fields.

The old brown barn

still standing —

schoolboy running

over loose gravel

with his bamboo pole —

no dormitories back there then
over the roof

against the first star —

the creek’s mirror wasn’t so black then;
your eyes weren'’t so gray then,
brown-black: spotting water-
bugs rippling the silence —.
Over the wood bridge

no creak,

now concrete cracks

patched by crabgrass.

A barking dog raises me

to Orion;

welded on my canes

I feel as close to the Aeonian
hunter

as the shiver in my bones.
Windows glow still,

like owl eyes.

Success caught blindfolded

in the daybreaks

the importance of making sense.
A family, wealth, name.

In stardom — late.

And too late,

after the goals, the accidents
even deaths

we return

palm on the cooled face,
limping on dimmed pebbles;
absorbed in night

amidst the glowrise of perching towns
and trillions

of clustered stars.

Gus A. Vasilopoulos










