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‘Reflections

I'sit quietly in my swing and watch him.

Slowly, meticulously, intuitively he maneuvers the plow.

The apple-red tractor snakes its way along the long rows,

It's not just butterbeans he plows -

It’s earth, his land, gifts of the soul and spirit.

His gray head bobbed by a dirty cap,

His still-muscled body clad in a son-in-law’s striped shirt

And his own frayed jeans.

I'sit where I sat some 30 to 40 years ago -

New house, but same home.

Flashbacks of hig earlier toys - tractors, dozers, saws, campers}

Flashbacks of his hard work, iron will, incredible strength.

Call it Nostalgia, if yoy like.

[call it cOntentment, peace, pride, and pure love.
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Amos Grace sat In'the pew the Sunday after his conversion and wept, wept for
the boy who had lost his heart, the boy whose life was beaten out of him. He wondered
about that boy or should he say, “‘man,” whose momma gave his heart away so he could
continue to love. His mother sald that at ten the boy had the experience of a lifetime.
He and thousands of others stood around the reflecting pool and listened to ‘I Have a
Dream™ and wondered about America, the land of the free and the home of the brave.
The boy knew that the lyrics were not meant for him. America had written his people
a bad check that had come back marked “Insufficient funds.” ‘

As a black boy growing up In the Mississippl Delta, the future seemed bleak,
but he had dreams. He would finish school In the one room schoolhouse where Miss
Annie Bell and Miss Davis did not spare the rod. He had dreams. The bus took him away
and brought him back. He had renewed hope. The rows of cotton were long, the heat
oppressive but that did not matter. He was going to be somebody. He finished school
and moved to Washington where he taught school, coached little league, and became
a youth leader at the AME Zion Church.

This weekend he was back In Money where he was born. He walked into the
general store and smiled at Miss B. They had grown up on the same plantation. Her
husband frOWl]E(I. The boy was a bit too uppity to suit him. That night they came
to his mothers house, dragged him down to the river and beat him within an Inch
of his life. They took him to University Hospital. They kept him on life support, but
decided It Was hopeless. His mother was approached about making him an organ
donor. She consented and his heart, eyes, liver, and numerous other organs and tissue
were harvested,

Amos Grace, too, was near death that morning. He had been in the Sunflower
Hospital for three months. “Mrs. Grace, | am sorry to tell you this, but your husband's
conditlon has deterjorated. He has less than six months to live If he does not get a
transplant. The wajting (st Is long. Even If we do find a donor, there Is the question of
finding one With matching tissue. Without a new heart your husband wiil die.”
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Then the call came. “We have a donor. Get
your husband to University immediately.” Through the
Mississippl darkness they sped. Headed to Jackson and
a new heart, perhaps a new lease on life. The wait at
the hospital was Interminable. Laboratory work up was
necessary. Finally, word came, “Everything is ready.” The
surgery took hours. He was In the hospital ten days.
Finally he went home. He was happy to be alive. He felt
better than he had felt in a long time.

As he sat there on his porch staring across
the deita he wondered about the donor. Whose heart
did he have beating In his body? He had to know.
What happened to the donor? How did the donor die?
Was the death his fault? His prayer, his family’s prayer,
had they in a way caused the death? He had to know.

After several months, he spoke to his wife.
“Sugar Baby, | got to know whose heart | have. They
sald the Information is available if | want to know.” His
- Wiie and other famlly members advised against It, but

he Insisted. “You have the heart of that black that was
beaten almost to death on the Sunflower River.” He was
told. He sat there In disbellef, stunned, shocked. He
had a black heart beating in him.

He, a loyal supporter of the KKK and even the
Kludd or chaplain for his chapter at one time. At ten he
had stood with his father in the middie of Old Man White’s
fleld and watched the ten feet cross cast its gleam over
the night sky. He listened to the Grand Dragon as he
told of the dream he had, a dream that America would
be the land of the free and the home of the brave, a
place where white people were free. To make sure that
the deita continued to be the land of cotton where old
times were not forgotten he went on many night raids
(o make sure that the “N------ s” stayed In thelr place.
Now he had a black heart, the heart of a N----- that had
been beaten within an inch of his life for smiling at Miss

B Who he had grown Up on the plantation with,

Amos Grace SPent days and weeks pondering

et that N----- g
and talk to her. He didnt K POyS momma




black heart. But day after day he sat on that porch and
prayed as he had never prayed before.

Brother George, pastor of Mt. Olive Baptist Church,
came to visit him often. They talked of the operation and
his new lease on life. Finally, he poured out his feelings.
“Brother George, | done done wrong and now my heart
Is heavy. | dont think | can go on. | got a N----- heart
in my body. | just cant take this.” Brother George was a
good man. He prayed for and with Amos trying to help
him understand Gods grace and mercy. He told him the
story of John Newton, the author of ‘Amazing Grace.” He
sald that Newton had been the captain of a slave ship.
One night the ship encountered a violent storm. Newton
said he knew that he would have died but he called out
to God. Newton married, gave up the sea, became a
minister, and later composed ‘Amazing Grace™ and other
songs. After Brother George left that day, Amos sat
there on the porch in his rocking chair humming ‘Amazing
Grace™ and reflected on his life, the life of John Newton,
and prayed for deliverance.

Amos asked Brother George to set up the meeting
with\Walter’s mother. She was shocked to learn who had
gotten Baby Boys heart, but she agreed to meet with
him. They were to meet down by the river. Both were
fishermen. She brought her pole and pail. She cast her
line in the water and waited. Finally Amos Grace and
Brother George walked up. She glanced sidelong at Mr.
Grace. The last time she saw him at the general store he
was all bent over and his face was as white as a sheet.
Now he looked healthy, alive, but she knew what Kind of
man he was. She knew about the white sheets. She sat

- and walted. He sat down and cast his line in the water.
Nelther sald a word. He got up and walked away. Brother
George sald, “This Is hard for him; give him time.” She
didnt say anything but cast her line further out in the
water.

On Thanksgiving evening Annie Mae was sitting in
the swing on her porch. A pick up truck pulled up in her
yard. She just sat there. The swing creaked. The fireflles
lit up the night. Frogs croaked. The white man just sat
there in his truck with the motor running.
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Neither said a word. He finally backed out ofi h
drove away. He stopped at Mt. Olive when he saw. the lights on' as he
passed by. Brother George was sitting on a bench in'the yard. He Invited
Amos to stay for evening service.

The choir began: ‘Amazing grace how sweet the sound that saved
a wretch like me | once was lost but now | am found was blind but now. |

| found out about the author of ‘Amazing Grace?” John Newton was born
in London in 1725. He was the son of a commander of a merchant ship
that salled the Mediterranean. At eleven he went to sea and served on
several ships. Finally, he became a sallor on a slave ship. Finally he
became captain of his own ship, one Involved with the slave trade. He
had some early religlous upbringing from his mother who died when he
was a child. May 10, 1748 as he was ditempting to steer his ship through
a violent storm, he experienced what he called his preat deliverance. He
belleved that when he called out to God ‘Lord, have mercy upon us.” God
answered and spared his ship. Newton later gave up being a slaver and
became an ordained minister. Between 1760-1770 he wrote four verses
of Amazing Grace.” :

“That’s great, Amos. You read all about John Newton, but did you
learn anything else? The song tells us that with grace we can overcome,
With grace our sins can be forgiven. We have much to be thankful for.
First and foremost, we must be thankful that 2 child was born to a virgin,
that at twelve the boy was found in the temple sltting In the midst of the
doctors hearing them and asking them questions. When asked why he
tarrled, he sald to his parents, 1 must be about my Father’s business.” That
business was healing the sick, piving sight to the blind, making the lame
walk. - Through many dangers, tolls, and snares we haye already come.
Grace has brought us safe thus far and grace will lead us home.”

At the end of his speaking Brother George sald: “The door of the
Church is open the door of the church s open. All you have to do Is give
your life to Christ. On this Thanksgiving evening we have so much to be
thankful for. In a month we will Celebrate the birth of Christ but we are
most thankful that He lald down His fife for us and that on Easter Sunday
He arose. Is there one? Jesus Is calling. He's tenderly calling today. His

grace has brought you safe thus far and
YOu come?” his grace will lead you home. Will

gmos came forward.
Do you wish to say anything Brother Amos?”

Yes, | once was lost but now I'm found was blind but now | see’

That night Amos Grace pulled into the ( D
yard at Walter’s
house, turned off the €ngine of his pickup truck MAthers

see.” After the singing and praying Amos stood up. “Do you'know what
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The Guardian

An old picture fluttered from the fingers of a girl. The wind was strong at the top of
the building, carrying the picture over the side and down towards the crowded street below, A
shadow had fallen over the building as the sun hid behind a cloud. No one was there, and there
were no places to hide. She was determined that today, she would finally meet him.

It was all so perfect. Why hadn’t she thought of it before? Running in front of the car had
been stupid, of course. The car could swerve and miss her, and how would she have spotted one
person on the crowded streets? Her attempted drowning had also been stupid. There had been
too many people there also, and the lifeguard was there for a reason. Cutting herself had been
another failed plan. Even if she was starting to catch on by then, she had forgotten her parents,
who had interfered that time. There had always been someone else to interfere, but now there
was no one, and today he would finally have to come out.

People said she was crazy, and part cat, claiming that is where she got all the extra lives
she seemed to enjoy throwing away, but she knew that this wasn’t true. She knew that he was just
behind the stage, pulling all the strings to keep her safe, and he was always getting someone else
to do the job for him, which infuriated her.

She grinned.
The funny part about it all was that he couldn’t control her, or at least not directly. She

could always tell when he was interfering; a friend could be talking to her about doing something
that her parents probably wouldn’t approve of, and then suddenly they would stop and bring up
something completely different. In a weird way it was like having a second parent slash guardian
angel that was just a little too perfect at his job. So, by purposely and randomly putting herself
in danger, she was successfully thwarting him in controlling her life, or at least giving him a
headache.

Yet today was the day he was going to have to come out. Up here on this building there
was no one else to control. Up here there was just her, and he couldn’t control her. Yes, she had
finally come up with the perfect plan, one not even he could stop with mere puppets. She would
call him out today, a call he would have to answer.

Carefully she stepped up onto the foot-wide ledge and kept her eyes glued to the sky. She
had a fear of heights, but as long as she continued to look up, she was okay. Now that she was
ready, her stomach began to knot in fear, and her determination started to waiver. She admitted
that she had at times wondered if her imagination weren’t just over active or if perhaps she had
been hanging out too long with the strange people she called her friends.

Yes, her friends were an interesting topic to think about, but she shook her head. Now
was not the time to dwell on them. She had to act fast before he realized what she was planning,
Up till now it had been just a normal day with her being forced to go with her dad to work.

After the little cutting incident, which Amber blamed on Trix for giving her the idea,
her parents had decided that she could not be left at home alone. Her mother had a particular
patient to see, which Amber had absolutely refused to go anywhere near again, and that had left
her with her dad, sitting in his small, dull, four-sided, white-washed office. The sad part about
it all was the computer and phones were confiscated by her dad who was doing “work,” which
meant he couldn’t be disturbed, which meant Amber had been left staring at the random things
scattered about his office.

After counting the ceiling tiles for the fourth time, she had asked her dad during a break
between calls if she could go and get a snack, complaining that she was hungry. Well, that had
been her cover story at least. Her grand idea had come to her while she had been staring at the
ridges of a balled up sheet of paper lying a few feet from the trash can. She knew if she had
asked to go up to the roof that her dad would have flipped; hence, she came up with her cover
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story. He already thought she was suicidal, even though shehad expl quite clearly she was

neither crazy, nor suicidal. Then again who believes someone thatrand nly gambles with her
life?

At the moment, she was standing on the edge of the roof contemplating how best to Jump
Maybe they did have a good reason not to trust her; she was sure she wouldn’t trust herself if she
were in their shoes.

“I wonder if this is what people mean by their life flashing before their eyes?” she
wondered aloud. Well, it was time to act or back down, she thought, and so she inhaled a defep
breath and leaned forward. Time seemed to slow down even as her heartbeat sped up, sending
her blood racing through her veins. She felt gravity start to catch her, and a wild excitem.ent
lurched in her stomach — like when you suddenly drop and your stomach seems to jump into your
throat. She didn’t know whether to be afraid or happy, and then the thought that maybe she
really was insane and he wasn’t coming crossed her mind. What if she had jumped to her doom,
believing in something that wasn’t real? Boy, would she feel stupid standing in front of the golden
gates.

Then suddenly she stopped. Gravity was still pulling on her, but something had caught -
her shirt, which was at the moment choking her. Whatever had grabbed her shirt pulled her- Dac
up straight so that she was again standing on the edge of the building, but now wearing a shirt
stretched almost a size bigger. )

It took her a second to realize that the streets with the cars flashing by and the Sl.de:;‘;‘links_
alive with people moving on them were not getting any closer. Her nerves were still set in falling

to-death high alert, and she shook slightly all over as the realization that she was not falling

g i d
finally came home. A wondrous feeling of joy filled her as she realized she was going to live, a1
only after this realization did she w

onder how she had been saved. Fearing
That is what brought her back to why she had done all of this in the first place. to try to
that in her dazed state she had given him enough time to re-disappear, she spun S
find her savior.

He wasn’t that hard to spot, however, wearing only a simple black shirt ﬂndlt’lu:d;::s,
with slightly wavy black hair and brownish-amber eyes, and drinking a coke t.hrl ?un g a];e like he
Amber wouldn’t have been surprised if he had saj i pans CZel:'ed on
was in a coke commercial at the moment, seeing that he looked so relaxed that 1t boxl.)er realized
boredom. However, his eyes seemed to be watching her movements closely, and A™ ecting her
that it was because she was still standing on the edge of the roof, and he zughehs ;xfmish teacher
to make another attempt at taking her life, Well, as people say, or her feash grac,ie ¢ tupid
said, don’t be afraid to try things once, but if you don’t like it the first time, don't il ffpthe ledge
enough to try it again. Not wanting to test her luck a second time, she hopped S
to show she had no intentions of trying to jump again.

“Who are you?” she asked.

He just sipped his coke, like her question didn’

“Can you talk?” she asked again.

“I can talk. Iwas
watch the clouds,”

“I was waiting for someone,”

“Let me guess. You got tired

t need an answer.

. . t to
Just wondering what you were doing up here. It’s apparentlY no

. be.
she replied, a litile snappier than she had intended to

it of waiting?” he asked back sarcastically. A I
Yep!” Why not mess with his head a little? Yes, it was obvious; she had given him

n_luch time to think about what she had been pPlanning. Drat him for being so darn smart il the
time, but she did wonder from what little dark corner he had dragged this guy out.

This guy had stopped his sipping to stare at her for a few seconds. Then, as if he’d come
to a conclusion, he resumed his sipping and said, “Crazy.”

“I'm not crazy!” she said indignantly.

:YO“ ":’el‘?’going to jump because Someone was late. I’d call that crazy!”
No, silly,> she said with a grin that actually gave her a slightly crazy look. She was such




a good actor, she thought with a hidden smile. “That was to make him come!”

“Him? As in a boyfriend?” the question had a queer undercurrent to it that Amber couldn’t
figure out. Amber thought about it for a second, wondering how much more she wanted to mess
with his head before she finally decided on telling him the truth. The truth was always stranger than
fiction, according to her history teacher.

“No, my demon guardian.”

This statement just so happened to catch him at the exact moment he went to swallow his
drink, causing him to start choking. She wasn’t sure whether or not to settle on being mad because
he obviously didn’t believe her and consider her job of weirding him out a success.

Finally clearing his airway enough to talk, he asked, “Your demon guardian? You are crazy!”

“I’m not crazy!”

“Then prove it!”

“Fine. I will.” She went to pull something out of her jacket pocket, but stopped and her face
fell slightly.

Surprised at the sudden change in her, the guy moved forward slightly. “What’s wrong?”

“My picture. I dropped it,” was all she said as tears started to fill her eyes. Her picture had
been the only proof that her demon guardian was real, but now it was gone. Oh, why had she been
so stupid that she had let it go! She felt like banging her head on a wall because she had been so
stupid.

’Hey, why are you crying? Don’t cry.” The guy was at a loss for what to do as the tears
started to fall down her face.

“It doesn’t matter anyway. You’d just laugh like everyone else.” That probably was true, she
thought to herself. Everyone had always laughed when she told them about the picture. No one had
ever believed her; she didn’t think even her friends did. At least, they were supportive, in their own
way.
“I wouldn’t laugh,” he replied in a gentle, but serious tone. Surprised by his answer, she
looked up to meet his eyes.

“Really?39

“I promise.”

“Thanks.”

“By the way, my name’s Blake,” he said, holding out his hand and putting on a goofy grin,
which actually made him kind of cute. )

“Amber,” she replied and shook his hand firmly like her father had taught her when she
had been a little girl. His grin widened into a smile and he nodded like a deal had been sealed, and

strangely it felt like one to Amber too.

“You want to go get a coke?” he asked.
She just smiled back in answer, and they left the top of the building. She looked back at him

as they walked, and for the first time she noticed the leather choker around his neck and the silver
star that hung from it. It was the same star that had been on her shadowy guardian in the picture.
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The Day My Daddy Died

When someone you love is taken away, there is never enough time. No matter if
it’ ks, months, years, or eons... . : =
§: dayff’}‘i\;eﬁeart can’t se}c(:m to handle an absence that is the beginning of its beéfl‘;-r lG Igd’s
daddy died today:..and eighty-six years of living, still did not preParfg ou}' hear;s
will. Forty-nine years of knowing him still' did not brace me as hlshhfe mmme d- o
My daddy died today and yesterday I prayed that his suﬁemng be sta}"e c’]ys o
ready toiaccept his calm face as he eternally slept in the hospltal.bed o Ffé)just
escape, wearing a diaper that made my heart ache. Needing a telltale sign thé}t lao- .
slowed and finding none, the blood 1o longer flowed. T was not ready to let hm.l bli-' g

My daddy died today surrounded by a family’s dismay, seeing his strer.lgt?ls ,E)d
away before our eyes each day. A strong; proud man never in need of a hel}_)m‘g )zifti;g,
riding a bike at the age of eighty-plus, able to out talk the lot of us. Dwindling as :

fused
sand o a small fragile man, a diminishing strength behind the pain, he steadfastly r¢
to claim.

My daddy died tod
that everlasting, the origin

wasn’t

v % % . earls
ay and we, left to mourn his passing, know within our h

memory that will forever be mine.

My daddy died teday and in the faces of my sisters, brothers, nieces, nepheW
and'my mother, [ saw the blessi

Lo . 1 sved
ngs his life had given. I saw the strength we inherit

A
wasmyfather “Now ['canlsce
point of realizing that God ha
only God can give...LIFE,

the dark cloud bl

n {04
essings of seeing his strength weake
dindeed blessed

) i thing
him {0 live; to understand the one

T 105
 Life.. this one stanted abundanly through the blessings of! a loving, overflo"" ¥
carng family oy riche

ghe
S and wealth rea[ d, : lified..-o"
day my daddy died| #€0, magnified, and deeply exemp
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TIMT

veryone has questions about life.

Some can be answered while others cannot.
Everyone wonders what will happen in the
future, what their lives will become, where
they will go and who they will meet. They
wonder who they will marry and what they
will remember. There is only one answer to
all of these wonders. It is time.

I grow impatient and I want time to
speed up. I get tired of waiting for the fu-
ture. There are also those occasions when I
wish the whole world would be still for just
one moment. Expectedly, it never happens.
Time does not slow down and time does not
speed up. It is the only constant thing on
earth. It just keeps on going and going like
it always has, and always will. No one will
ever know what the future holds. No one
will ever catch up with or exceed time.

We also are unable to control time.
We lack the ability to cease its continuance.
Time is something we cannot grasp. Time
is independent. Timing is not always per-
fect and we are left with no one to blame;
no one but the ticking seconds that perpetu-
ally advance. Time does not follow along
with anyone’s schedule. We set our day
according to it. We are slaves to time.

Time ages us. It can weaken us or
it can strengthen us. It gives us wisdom.
Time has made us who we are today, and
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it will make us who we will become. Its ‘
longevity is what we dread, and its expe_dl'
tiousness is what makes us desire it. It1s
quite contradictory that at times we wish
the clock would slow down, and at other
times we wish it would accelerate accord-
ing to our liking.

It is true that time has the ability of
conquering all of these things. It is true that
we want the detrimental moment to pass
with rapidity, and we want the enjoyable
times to linger. Ultimately, when it is all
said and done, we can all agree; it flies by
way too fast. Years pass us by in a blink:
Inevitably, there is no way any human will
ever be able to grasp the hands of time and
manipulate them. However, if we enjoy
life, take advantage of every opportunity
learn from our mistakes and finally release
our resentful grudges then maybe it will
be possible to avoid wasting the time we
have. Indeed, there is a lesson to be learned
in this. Every day, whether it is good or
it is bad, seize it. Take advantage of the
inestimable time we have here on this earth-
Take these actions, because before you
know it, it will have lapsed away faster than
you can spit out the letters, “T-I-M-E.”
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My best friend has a/wayg been wy #“f‘he-r\ o wiatter

how hard, [ife has been, we have never Faazd\ifﬁ\

support each other. He always tried his best to-provide
with whiterer | needed, cien under She sost ntor tunsde
of ruwmistances. Wafchin; wy father sfruﬁ/e wit &
! Sinf[e parent. and. going hack o w([e/ae at fhg /

ur| furylbugEhd plen purchased.at the Salumtion
y/fj%cﬂ-wamm tattered.  Coen
Wity purSituat gonay-os i£ was, wiy father

ositive outlook. His taith was the one
‘\51 e the west three years.

i\@% wy father started

77
f'arfy-fwa has intluenced wie to be a sffﬁm']ﬁér person/ ¢ {leye}, {m [ started Wiy saphamarc year of hifh

My parents ditereed when [ was twelie yzaks old.

[ wert to lie with way father in his a,oarfmgufim Buton
Rﬂuyd, Lovisiona. He was working s a door o door life
Unsurance salesmaan, and he always seemed to get howte
late. Attyr seeral wionths of struﬁ(iq to pay pills and
elping e deal with o nasty ditoree, wy father decided to
steer his (ife (g newldﬁmtiam. He had chosen to go back
fo wllge, @hd:we were woling ¢ Meridion, Mississpp
“We MoUEd:'_fo_ Migsissippi=to b chser to my
dads f, Mt[}, .- "'We"'mgc}d«f N support hust, and they wert
Wi((inf to help ug.éfakf siers We did ot have a ar; o
My (randfather would let us use Nis, which was a faded
Blae bpal that was 5o ol it did wt have an 11 redi
We tlso did vot hae o washing wiaching of @ 91yel 32
Jrindmother woulh wash our cothes. My father ot 1
joh at Wal~Mart, and we had. to get food stamips becaust
this Jeb paid so little that we could not atlord, to eat. [n

I tiny dpartuient, the air conditioner leaked: wm‘amf/y

i wiolted, ¢he wrpet, which left a wusty smell

T

sc%qp,l. '\My father excelled amdzmt'ca([y. He
was @ wiewiber of two hawpionship Schlar's
Bowl teawss, and he was President of Phi Theta
k“[’/’af which is the howor sodiety for two year
w([cfes. At graduation, he received the HM. oy
Award, along with other accolades. He grodusted
in May 1996 ot age forty~fire with a degree in
nrsing. He soon passed his board examts and
hecawte 0 &ytsz‘ered Nurse.  The pride [ folt
for wiy father culd hae filled a room.  That
fee[iwy was. redproated two weeks later when
[ j;faduﬂfdd with henors from hijgh sthosl.

As wy father stood before wie iy
his stark white wrsing wiform, [ could ot
he!}; rememibering what  he  went I‘hroufh
{o achiere thit wowent.  He was the firgt
person (n our zfawn'(y to ymduar.‘e from wﬂeﬂg_
[ will be the second. Al of bis hard Work,
endless studying, and wwairring faith rewping

wie that [ cn succeed it [ beliewe in wz}/gg[{'_
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Sun draped his arm across the horizon,

and moon spilled her moonshine in holy grails of wine
where the caged birds whistle such a sweet tune,

and sing to the blues

Twisting my tongue in Pig-Latin
Curling my lip in a mean-mug
Smooth rugs; you’ll skin your knee on the silk

So to get off the ground...strap on your wings, child
We’re in flight now

Ode to the simple things
Yes, flying is such a simple thing

Do you remember we danced with all that jazz
remember how good we were at being bad,
and we left our footnotes in undried ce
but footnotes fade like ink to the page,
and cement dries leavin’ a tell-tale sign
Of our history of “laugh out loug”

ment,

you’ve morphed into a metaphor
you remain only in my poemg now

I shall forget-you-not; you are the
where you end is where [ begin
‘cuz when the ink dries

the words will live on in echoes

Strokes of my pen

God adorned this pig with wings
so he could enjoy the simple thingg
and I may have a shiny red nose ,

but my jingle bells stil] ring. . ri
and I’m in flight now ghteously,

words don’t reach you when
so close to me
Ode to the simple things

yes, flying is such a simple thing

- .




The sun is sometimes eclipsed by the light of a full moon
and I’m in love with a caged bird that sings the blues
with wings like mine — that I can overlook

just as long as he never lets go of my hand

SO WHAT if I can twist my tongue in Pig-Latin
science can’t classify everything

and to put it simply:

I’'m nothin’ but a pig with wings

that happens to enjoy the simple things
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Your love is like a fresh hit of Skoal,

The first tasty juices exploding,

Stinging with bite and flavors that roll,

Around my gums that hang on, eroding:

To kiss you is like the woosh of a Budweiser can,

Releasing cold tastiness upon its opening,

When in your grasp I am, no doubt, all man,

And I pray that this will never have a closing.

But now YO;.I’I‘G messing with my cousin, Ronnie.

a fit of rage,
after Donnie,

And I am experiencing
You said all that was over

That you were turning another page.
this beer,

imes of yester. yea,

So Il just sit here and drink

and think about our good t
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IThe Day I Cried the Blyes

“Late Last Night” my Tups felt the
[ woke up this morning a

I had a taste byt [ want
Yea, a spicy

Boom Booy,”
ud my head felt b

of a crazy drum

ed more
sax and q trinmpet roqr

“Rag, Mama, Rag” that’s whay [
I slip on my soulful dress
“Shake your Boogic” a1
The House of Blyes

wanna heqr
ed, long and sheey
d slowch Your back
is where it’s o

[ shinmied up to that 12 String pickey
“Let’s stay together,” [ ¢uly; spered
His sausage fingers bounc

ed on the keys
That piano man sang loqy and with eqsp

Here in the South they §

In the rain, on the porch, after
lake it from me and picp
This was the day [ ¢y

chureh oy, Szmday
off your shoes
ed the Dlies
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SUCCESS
by rachel morgan
newton county high school
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THE DAY MY DADDY DIED

by hattye mcglothin jones
meridian

MY FATHER IS MY HERO
by maggie riley
meridian

A REAL TALE OF HAPPY EVER AFTER
by cathy webb
mcc faculty

GRACELAND

by mable hoskins oatis
meridian

THE GIFT
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collinsville

THE ANNUAL MEETING OF THE APPLE
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by anne mckee
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' PLACE
COMMUNITY POETRY
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meridian
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by lauren taylor
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TRANSCENDENT JOY
by paula cole
meridian
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by patsy harper
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