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Erin M. Truesdale
Let Down

Let down your hair
to cover your face
but don’t get lost in the shadows.

Let it down and be free
but don’t let its weight
pull you down.

Let down your hair
and be careful of who
gets near you to tug and repress.

Let it down and take heed
of the wind that threatens to
whip it around and rip it out.

Let down your hair
but don’t trust those who
only love you to ride in your wake.

Let it down and love
the feeling it gives you to
be not restricted, to be not held back.

Let your hair down

but don’t be let down

by the world that longs to
pull you down.
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Erin M. Truesdale

Erin M. Truesdale is an author and freelance writer originally
from Minnesota. Her poetry has been published in The Blue
Earth Review and Unstrung Magazine. Erin’s latest release

is an urban fantasy novel entitled “Breaking Away: The Man
in the Shadows.” She currently resides in Mesa, Arizona with
her two cats. Contact the artist at t.distribution@gmail.com.
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Erin M. Truesdale
Fate

Confused, scared

Sweating through my shirt.

Hands clammy and throat dry,
Hoping I won’t get hurt.

Either emotionally or physically, and
My trust has run thin.

Looking up, | see my own face
Spread my fingers across my skin.

In an instant, I know somehow

That life is worth living;

That everything I’ve accomplished

Is only the beginning.

Who cares what my friends think?

Or my mom and public at large?

I do the things that I love

And that puts me firmly in charge!
Brightening, a radiant glowing smile
Transforms my gloom to joy

As my confidence builds, I jump up
Energy rising from my soul! | destroy
All illusions of failure, all
Frustrations and fears

Are readily pushed down and hidden
| vow to cry no more tears

Because | am mighty, | am strong

I will do what brings me happiness.
Art, caring for animals, writing and laughing
Until the day I die, | say

In this wonderful fate I shall be basking!

© 2013
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Frances Tellas

Where is my mother?
| don’t know and she
stands next to me.

Her love is something
I’m not aware of.
Thoughts of her
holding me?
Clenching my little
body until the child

IS no more

Until her love for me
means rejection,
castaway, waste
Where is my mother?

Apparition

Someone far away says
She is next to you holding
your hand

Don’t you see her?

Your mother

I answer back to
the floating voice
Yes

| see her and

she is holding my
hand

The thing is

I don’t feel her

© 2013
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Frances Tellas

Poet Frances Tellas is also a home-health nurse. She has
lived in Arizona since 1989. Contact the poet at john00069@
hotmail.com.
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Frances Tellas
Psychedelic Blur

| stand by the shore

watching my child

swimming around the sea of mankind
Diving into the deep sea that makes

the inside of his head light up

in brilliant blinding hues that

help him forget about where he came from
and who left him behind

inebriating him with the need not to think
of where he is at the present or contemplate
about who he will become

or how he will get there

He dives and dives until

he cannot come back up

| stand by the shore

arms that weigh like anchors

My legs deep in the wet sand

| watch my child gasp for air
Hopelessness foaming at my feet
| watch my child drown

drown in the sea

© 2013
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Richard

Fenton Sederstrom
Eumaeus Tends

Eumaeus Tends
The old dog will come back or he will not.
It does not matter,
Not to the dog, not to me.
Not to my pigs.

If they were sheep. Sheep are different.
With sheep the dog has two choices.
The dog will herd the sheep. Or

The dog will kill a sheep. Maybe two.

With pigs it is different.
No dog will herd pigs. Pigs won’t stand for it.
No dog will kill a pig. Dogs know the danger.

Especially an old dog. Especially this old dog.

He will come back though, unless he has died.

I think he won’t die.
If it were me . . . but | have others.
| don’t need this dog.

Pigs almost never stray from the trough.
A pig far from the trough will either starve
Or he will learn to kill the biggest dog.
The dog doesn’t need me. In me
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Continued from page 10

The dog has no one to die for, no one to live for. So.
The dog will return. And if

After these years the master himself should return
Then the dog can make his choice.

He will choose to see the master, or

He will choose to die. Or some god will choose.
With me, the dog has no reason to choose.

He will come back.

And 1?

I will save the fattest pig for the master.
Then I will make my choice.

Or | will not.

Laertes
In her room in the house of her husband
Her fine knuckles chafe and crack.
Her fingertips harden with the push of the needle
In, out, a breathing in the bare linen
That informs the web of shroud. For whom?

Yes. | know.

It is good to know that one has a daughter

To care for the public abstractions of dotage and dying.
In and out.

Continued on page 12
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Continued from page 11

The needle through the embroidered cloth
The needle of breath

In and out of lungs patinaed

With the dust of these hills.

Days of too much living, if living alone is living
And not breath-borne ash of memory—

All longing these decades past—

Eurycleia young again.

The hands. Hers. Mine.
Here are hands that have gripped the sword, the bow,
The reins of chariot horses, even—

For what does it matter to a man in the settled helm
Of ruling—the handles of a plow,
The shepherd’s crook. The butcher knife.

The hands hold nothing now, or nothing well
Save to support the brow above them in its dozing
Like my grandfather

When the fragile support of his ill-formed cosmos
Threatened to drop his attic treasures down on him

The stuffed owl he bought one Friday
In a Minneapolis bar—
One of the lazy Fridays before the depressions, outer and inner.

Continued on page 13
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Continued from page 12

The fingers grasp nothing, fumble with a spoon
Ladling gruel to palsied lips

Open to the invisible wisp of a regal wave

Or princely salute to seafarers and soldiers

Sailing for Troy, errands for the corporate imperium.

Only five generations down from the creative prick of Zeus.

Odysseus sacrificed now forever
To the foam of Cousin Poseidon’s rabid fancy.

Telemachus, doomed by birth, by his wandering sire,
By his grandfather’s faithless devotion to inheritance,

Your mother is king now, boy, by my indecision.
Let me not be mad. My hand.

I shall not look upon hers, withering at her embroidery
The shroud of my only hope. | embroider this . . .

Telemachus, grandson doomed to be my heir, not his,
Only maybe doomed to survive inheritance,
I have loved too cannily for passion.

Your passion would weave the shroud
Of your mother’s cryptic love.

Continued on page 14

Unstrung = Summer 2013

13



14

Continued from page 13

Who on his own
Has ever really known who gave him life? you ask.
Look around.

It’s the unborn old poet gives us life. Death. Life.
Why do you spurn my father so?
You may well ask again.

Owl
The image is apt, | suppose. It was
Like an attic in there, cluttered with the discards
From his self-indulged permanent adolescence,
Despoiling farmers’ daughters, turning Chaos into chaos.

Worse, it was an attic, in a Minneapolis summer,
Humid, smelling of the detritus and sweat

Of forgettable generations, sloughed skin,

The skin of mortals that they cannot slough,

That swallows them whole, so exhausted

That it can neither digest nor protect its meal,

The piteous aliment of human innards.

The Great Head smelled of his duplicitous playtimes,

Of humans clawing with bloody nails

At the delusionary privilege of being what he is —
Zeus! Once out of that turbulent crucible

It is better to be an owl, even a stuffed one.

Continued on page 15
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Continued from page 14

On Calypso
If she hadn’t been immortal,
Hadn’t been made immortal,
Hadn’t been made —

Poiésis, a bricolage of doldrum yearning —
I should have travelled all the farther,
Traveled to Dido, immortal too perhaps

In the Kalliopean throes of her mortality,
The incessant torment of breathing —
If she hadn’t been immortal,

If she had been Dido instead
| should have been enthralled not
By her lust but by my own.

But what of Penelope then?

Metamorphoses: Narrators
“You remember all the things that never happened™

The stories. Laestrygonians, Lotus Eaters, Calypso.
That bag of winds. Only stories.

And they all know that.

I know that. Only stories. And the teller is meant
To tell them as though they were true.

Continued on page 16
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Continued from page 15

There’s been agreement about that
Almost since stories became stories
And not reports of neighborhood gossip
Even from far distant neighborhoods.
Stories are like this:

The better they get the more spectral they become.
Certainly the teller doesn’t regard them as factual.
Well, maybe the Cyclops bit. Maybe.

Polyphemus of less than distant memory.

Maybe.

It is hard when you begin to lose the original mood
The terror that gets lost in the telling and retelling
As the terror grows in the listeners

In the telling and retelling.

To lose that in yourself means to lose the single
Fact in the story,

The original witness of it.

So the storyteller

At the mercy of his listeners,

The mercy of what the storyteller

Learns to know of the listeners’ natural apprehensions
And misapprehensions,

The ambiguity of anticipation —

Continued on page 17
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Continued from page 16

The storyteller begins to filter all this into the story,
Even perhaps Polyphemus, the one-eyed

(Oh! The Wine!) Giant.

Even he fades into the old features

And he becomes truer and truer

And truth begins to lie

Not in the memory or in the story itself

But in the story’s future, where its truth must lie.
Truth lies the more it is truth.

Fading before him in the mists of telling
Nausicaa is born all dream.

Penelope too.
But out of the story
Penelope is as sound as his soundless longing for her.

Demodocus Deposes from a Rocky Hill in Arcadia
But still. The old gods
Were dependable. They were even comforting
In their horrifying playfulness,
Their glorious lunacy.

An island explodes as we have heard islands have done.
A great ship stands with its stone crew

As an obsidian monument to angry water games,
Phaeacia bound by insurmountable cliffs.

Continued on page 18
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Continued from page 17

We declare the catastrophe an act of the gods
Or one of them

Or the result of a spat between two of them
Or an all-out war amongst them

Or a lunatic act of lordly revenge,

Spite writ cosmic
On some poor lubber after he’s been fooled
Into holding his head too high above the sheepfold.

Nobody blamed the gods for any of this, or not much.
The gods did what gods do. Our part wasn’t questions.
Our part was to tell the story in a manner

To make grander the Grand,

Make something like wisdom

Out of Athena’s night-taloned bitchiness.

Make catastrophe of her diddling Odysseus.

Athens is well endowed with her name and her duplicity,
Her step-child, Plato.

Understand that none of the gods paid attention to subtlety
Or a well turned metaphor, especially

If we were to invent and re-invent as we sung along
And did it fast.

Continued on page 19

Unstrung = Summer 2013



Continued from page 18

Read Yevtushenko on the subject of his gods.

Consider Boswell and Dr. Johnson, David Frost on Nixon
Or university poets angle-writing for grants.

Any press is good, you can hear them thunder.

So. Thera gets blown to dust, ash,

And flecks of drifting bone,

A drying blood spot here and there.

We don’t need to question. The poet invents,
Grabs up his lyre and sings, and sings.

It was never our part

To worry about the state of Theran morality
And worry over what they might have done
That we had better watch ourselves about,

Or share the guilt with fellow sinners,

Or share any guilt, or sin. Our dying was never so petty,
Even the lowly among us, like poets.

Ours was to find a place in the cosmos of stories

To fit it all in, and then some.

It’s still the story that counts. Always.

Even for those of us who choose to stay

In the rock-strewn outlands above Tempe

Or Dorset or far Wessex

Munching the simple joys of jujubes and popcorn,
The penny groundlings and our subterranean genius.

Continued on page 20
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Continued from page 19

We vagabond wag-tongues are the interlocutors
Between the gods and their mortal masters.

To remain human without story

Is to resign our souls to politics and hapless faith.
The wine!

Drought in Ithaca
In memory of Louisa and Alfie Waters

Louisa’s dead skin is dry, has been for ages now.
Louisa’s dead skin mirrors the image of the hand that moves
Not to caress the skin
But almost to shade the skin from its disintegrating
Into discrete mummified cells
The magic caul her face was swaddled in at birth
Talisman to entice whatever Odysseus she chose.

Skin, the paper of the old paperback book of modern poems
The poets enticed me to buy when | was a boy.

Skin and paper that

Were I to touch either with a damp finger

Would slough away into the silences that surround them.
Page three hundred and ten, Pound’s Seafarer

Might depart as air

Bequeathed to drift in lacy jags of dust.

Continued on page 21
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Continued from page 20

Louisa’s skin is all of her that remembers now
Remembers her Odysseus

Gone to sea at fifteen, a long voyage before they met—
Returned as unlettered as he had started out
Unadventured too, only Alfie Waters.

But not to her!

The skin that touches with lips

The mariner’s rope-calloused hands

Heavy with dreary seamanship

Her pirate prince

Romance of the thousand and second night.

Her Odysseus shipwrecked forever on a Mississippi mud-bar
Selling paper bags from St. Louis to Minneapolis

Only a river-farer now.

A paying deck-passenger in the day trade

Dares to make money out of new-fangled grocery bags.
Groceries. Dry goods. Dry soul. Dead Sea

Leached of all but salt.

The oar Tiresias spoke of is only a tool,

And his Penelope is his Calypso

His Circe

His Scylla

His wildest disillusionment

Trapped between the storm of her sere disappointment
And the Charybdis of trade —

Continued on page 22
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Continued from page 21

His own skin nagged

Translucent long before the great age

He could not start to live to.

Translucence is the color of his pain.

Her pain grows on the frail page of my mind
To the many colored splendor of black.

© 2013

A note from the poet: Thanks to Rebecca Dyer, | think that all of the
sequence that | have taken to calling “Eumaeus Tends” has been pub-
lished either in The Blue Guitar or, now, in Unstrung.

So maybe it is a good time to say a word about the central voice
behind these poems. Eumaeus seems to me the character most likely
to have survived the catastrophe to the ancient culture that left us the
stories laid down by someone maybe called Homer. Eumaeus is the
well-travelled slave who has been content to raise pigs and wait for Od-
ysseus to return from Troy. Maybe he is waiting. He may not know.

The fate of Achaea is shrouded, hinted at through the woeful fate of
non-returning veterans of the Mycenaean grand folly. Telemachus and
his Ithaca are statistics for archeology. We also don’t know what hap-
pens to Eumaeus, but Eumaeus is only a swineherd and a slave, not
even a peasant. We don’t need to know what happens to Eumaeus, save
that we know him to be a man who understands the skills of abiding.

Eumaeus is the us of non-history, but we are the us who have sur-
vived, as Eumaeus could tell us, in order to keep the tales alive and
moving. The humble mind of Eumaeus is the sort, maybe, that would
not blanch having to create humble prose, but Eumaeus is left to assist
us to remember the voices of the poetry, when no god is listening.
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Richard
Fenton Sederstrom

Richard Fenton Sederstrom lives in the Sonoran Desert of
Arizona and Mexico and the North Woods of Minnesota. His
book, “Fall Pictures on an Abandoned Road,” was released
in 2009, “Disordinary Light,” in 2010, and “Folly, A Book of
Last Summers,” in 2011. Sederstrom’s poems have appeared
in The Talking Stick, English Journal, Plainsongs, Big Mud-
dy, Mother Earth Journal, The Blue Guitar, Memoir (and),
and Ruminate, among other journals and magazines. Fortu-
nate to have retired from all respectable pursuits, especially
teaching, he returns to the classroom as a visitor. Contact
Richard at richard_sederstrom1221@gq.com.
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
Walls Apart

When our flowering relationship
erupted it left us in rubble
Posted keep out signs
Walls
vibrate anger
Enemy territory is fraught with danger
Casual questions become invasions
All the do’s and don’ts pop onto
the battlefield leaving permanent scars
New boundary lines are drawn
A neutral observer calls for temporary
cease fire —
We eye each other suspiciously
navigating through minefields
We negotiate a dance of compromise
that moves us towards
a limping fragile truce
© 2013
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Esther Schnur-Berlot

Esther Schnur-Berlot is a transplant from New York City
where she worked behind the scenes in TV commercials and
then on to California where she taught wearable art. Now
living in Tucson, she devotes her time to writing poetry.
Esther’s poetry has been published in the California State
Poetry Quarterly, the Sonoma Collective and Desert Voices.
E-mail lberlot@qg.com.
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
Time Ticks On

During teen years
summer recesses crawled.
Impatiently | waited

to be grownup

wear lipstick,

buy the first bra,

slip into a pair of nylons
walk in high heels

try on a first kiss

work after school

Declare a Declaration

of Independence — | leave home

Hurled into the fast lane

decades fly
years get scrunched
time melds affairs
marriage of years

still here.

An out of sync

mirror no longer reflects youth

unruly silver streaks take root,

memory gets stored on I-pad.

Blurred sight and muffled sounds
are leaving

along with friends.

Blue skies turn grey

a dark cloud is forecast.
© 2013
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
In Dark of Night

the Doubting Devil
crawls into my bed at 2 a.m. nudging
me to get rid of dead wood words.
Washout clichés with impunity —
Delete all hollow phrases —
Push myself from safety
into unknown fearful places —

Let public be damned

Inhale fabulous confabulations
Love up — imagination’s voice
Smell the sensual salty sweat
Taste taboos decadent desires
Toast those outspoken outrageous thoughts
Accept the imperfect core
And Silence — the Doubting Devil

Unstrung = Summer 2013
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
City Girl’s Gone Away

She stopped running marathons
up glass canyons of ambition,
forsaking the glamorous
life — on the Dream Street
she never found.

City girl has moved on

to the mountainous desert

where memory hikes through

porous landscapes of past nostalgia.

Below the surface — prickly pear barbs
still lurk

© 2013
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
The Goddess of Malice

swooped in with a raging storm
blowing through urban canyons
extinguishing lights on an Island

that never sleeps flooding

the humbled masses’ crown jewel —

the subway.

The God of high tech
cannot stand up to

storming Sandy.

Master Google is powerless.

Land lines are cut, cell phones

lie dead, toppled trees
barricade doors.

The plague of floods and fires
engulfed the North East.

Sanctimonious ears
refused to hear:

Melting ice caps

Man made climate change
Carbon emissions

Rising sea levels

The wrath

of this woman scorned

has heaped her vengeance —
on our hokum heads.

© 2013
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Esther Schnur-Berlot
A Morality Play

The alphabet soup

of FBI and CIA were diddling

with who was embedded

in the bed of our Four Star General.
All the news fit to print

hearing the misdeeds

of consenting adults.

His last surge — “All In”

melted the metal medals

searing the super hero.

The BREAKING NEWS soap opera
keeps churning, as the Middle-East
lurches towards incineration.

\eiled in patriotism

we fail to scrutinize

our hawks calling

for unjust wars that lead
our lambs to slaughter.

11/11/12
© 2013
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Frances New
Watermelon Days

In the first year of our marriage,

Tony and | knew nothing about housekeeping.
In fact, we knew nothing.

We did not even know

how to portion our food.

| would cut a large watermelon

right down the middle, staked with popsickle-sticks
bearing our names. Never mind

that he was over six feet and | was five.

My half was always finished first.
Don’t remember

if | ever stole his.

© 2013

Unstrung = Summer 2013

31



32

Frances New

Frances New, born 1927 in China to Christian parents,
came to the States in 1947. She was naturalized in 1954
under the 1948 Displaced Persons Act; became a widow in

1980; retired as a librarian in 1996 and earned her MFA in
Creative Writing in 2004,
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Frances New
Neighbor Days

A man was building a house in the valley.
His neighbor said, “Don’t block the ditch
that is on your land. It is a natural waterway
when it rains.”

The man should know better

not to put a big window on the side of his house
neighboring the long ditch.

© 2013

Unstrung = Summer 2013

33



34

Kaitlin Meadows

Eating Andromeda

the appetite for astrophysics is enormous
and unbridled,

ravenous

and unguenchable,

like us.

we eat

unnamed galaxies for appetizers,
small tarts of smoldering

asteroids

for dessert,

the pale meringue of the Milky Way
on top,

swilled down with cocktails

of trailing phosphorescent gasses.
there is no water on Mars

to add to the intoxicants of Venus,

no sweets in the pockets of the Pleiades
to fatten our dreams,

the light that bathes us sweetly tonight
drained from the basin

of sky eons before

our great, great, great grandparents
even thought to rise up from
Neanderthals.
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Continued from page 34

we wheel and spin,

throw sparks in spangled wreaths,
and flare up dancing plumes of fire
as the ground beneath us
buckles and heaves.

after our celestial coupling
on this starry, mid-autumn night
at the end of our lives,

our backs pressed deep

into the dew wet grass,

we stare up in wonderment
exhausted and ecstatic,
made small and huge

all at once

by our finite part

in the All of it,

eating Andromeda

as one starved for light,
gulping, parched

a hundred swirling nebulae
from a tilted silver goblet,
stars like the last

bright beacons of hope
pointing the way

to an uncharted realm,
beyond all that we have seen
or will ever see

anywhere

but in each other’s

eyes.

© 2013
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Kaitlin Meadows

Kaitlin Meadows is the Mistress of Merriment at her en-
chanted art studio The Creative Cottage where she teaches
creativity and art classes, makes masks and books, paints and
sculpts, works with clay and invents mischief. She holds a
twice-monthly writing circle called Word Weavers for wom-
en interested in writing and sharing in a nurturing environ-
ment. Check out her classes at: www.thundermoonstudios.
wordpress.com or visit her website at: www.kaitlinmeadows.
com or contact her at: paloma@dakotacom.net.
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Kaitlin Meadows
Risk and Reward

To leverage a glass bridge over the Grand Canyon,

To walk a tightrope with your red umbrella unfurled,

To swim with dolphins in water way over your head,

To sing loudly when the demons pursue you,

To leap from the high rocks into a still pool,

To stand for peace in the time of war,

To swing out over the abyss in an old tire hung from a frayed rope,
To eat a trout caught in your long skirt from the singing creek,
To love the one who is unsuitable

But who makes your heart leap

Like a wild bird

Very sure of its wings.

© 2013
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Kaitlin Meadows
Sinking In

All the innuendos of wind and light
Splayed through the day,

The cryptic messages

Of ice and blood

Left in the carcass

Of the thrush

Flown into the fogged window
While we watched

The moon rise up

In its veiled mystery

Over the farm pond

That steamed

Its displeasure

At the coming winter,

Stealing the last heat

From the garden

That clings to

The impossible hope

That the one set blossom
Nuzzled by the last bee

On earth,

Will conjure

One perfect scarlet globed tomato
To eat with crispy bacon
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And fresh romaine,

On sourdough toast,

With a thick wedge

Of homemade mayonnaise,
On the very last

Summer day

Of our lives.
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Kaitlin Meadows

Trigonometry and

Other Mathematical Lies

It should make sense,

The sum of the parts

Adding up to the whole.

Not that hole,

The black, sucking vortex,
Empty and full at the same time,
Containing everything

And nothing,

Dark matter

That doesn’t matter at all.

And the hypotenuse,

What use,

And a parallelogram

Is no telegram

From interstitial space

With urgent word

That the sixth sister of the Pleiades
Has died.

And rhomboids,

What are they,

Exactly,

Vertical or spiral,

And on what axis do they spin?
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And if the dots do
Connect,

Do they in fact

Make a line,

Or sketch some imaginary
Goddess with a bow and a
Skinny dog

That you can only see

If you squint hard

And have had some wine?
Or, perhaps,

They trail off the

Edge

Of the quantum page,
Leaving algebra

To fend for itself?
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Shirley Mason
The Steps of Men

In reference to a line in T.S. Eliot’s “The Waste Land”

The steps of men stretch out

The pendulum moves only forward
A triangle of movement

Flat across the bottom

Grapes of bliss atop

You stride across with Claire
One step of yours for two of hers.
Who is that with you?

Itis only Claire and |

Who is that with you and Claire?
No one. It is only Claire and |
Eine, Zwei, Drei.

But I see steps of three

Someone, Claire and thee.
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Shirley Mason

Shirley writes: “For seventeen years, as programmer/analyst,
I wrote small software systems for installations in CT and
NY. I’m a homemaker, mother, pilot, divorcee, widow, writer

and painter, though it was hard finding time for the latter two.

During my long Connecticut commutes, | wrote limericks in
stop-and-go traffic, but time didn’t allow me to take writing
seriously until recent years. Now I’ve finished two novels,
one novella, and many, many short stories. Except for two
instances, | haven’t shopped the novels, but continue to edit
and let them ferment. Just for the heck of it, | put a collection
of eight short detective mysteries on Kindle—titled, ‘The
Hand at the Top of the Stairs,” author name Shirley Mason.

| study the craft of writing, both online and in workshops
and classes at Pima Community College. | read and work
on improving, and I’'m registered for fall Advanced Creative
Writing at Pima (for the second time).” Contact the poet at
slarsen2222@gmail.com.
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Shirley Mason
Waiting

Rubber fumes overpower me
Nothing good to read
Waiting.

Sprockets, sockets, axles, batteries
Hidden between the covers
Magazines for another head
Waiting.

I avoid TV and watch the red Mustang
Trapped on a lift
They also serve
Waiting.

Blue-shirted man spins tires
Round tires rotating, spinning
Shining wheel, a solar eclipse.

The dream spinner tire turns
Smelling rubber, I dream
Waiting and waiting.

While the Mustang runs away
Into the solar eclipse.
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Shirley Mason
The Lord Hath Made

This poem is about the Richat Structure, known as the eye of Africa. In
Mauritania, it can be seen from space and is not a crater. You can see it
with Google Earth.
There’s the Eye of Africa, did you know?
Where erosion took place eons ago.
Perfectly round, it can be seen from space.
Just what had You in mind, God, in Your haste
To make that earthbound, lasting glory hole
And allow my eye but a few poor years?
And see how few want to seek out that eye
While a million souls have gazed into mine. 45
That desiccated eye my Lord hath made
Again | ask, what dream had You in mind?
Did You not picture stark barrenness there
While giving my eye the green of oceans?
Were the eye of Africa liquid green
And my eye the dry, cement of desert
| would not have seen less this life I’ve lived
But put hope aside, | would not have swum
With the current of green leading me through
Waves of unconguerable change to row.
Oh how I’ve longed for a solid still place
Like the Eye of Africa formed in haste.
Do You use that eye to assay Your cosmos
While leaving my one to see but a speck?
Seven billion eyes are looking out now
But only the Eye of Africa sees.
© 2013
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Shirley Mason
To the Departing Moon

The following poem is about the fact that Earth’s moon is departing at
the rate of one inch per Earth year. One day, millions of years from now,
earthlings, should there be any, will not know we had a moon.

The moon one day will never be the bright round orb at which we leer.
What fickled scheme, who found it apt to move it out one inch each year?
Darkened skies do weep and curse the fate to see the moon depart
Who causing such, which vile God showing lack of heart.

To lose yourself, to fall in love, no moon to dwell hereunder?

Poor us below—all passion spent, despair does rend asunder

And creatures of night, and those of us who walk in dark

Will surely stumble, the lightless trail no mark.

To not attach our hearts to it was not a message warned

It retreats and dimming so, its partner Earth does mourn

What fickled fate who wills a moon for us to love and lose

And Earthlings will never know it’s not for us to choose

Stars amid a blackened sky will find the Earth abashed

Like when you pulled from me your lights and so my love you trashed.
© 2013
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