
A l l  the Tired Horses in the Sun 

Brian Skinner 

A sigh grazes over 
the afternoon-soaked hil ls, 
brushing ripples across the aquamarine 
b lanket; 

A thousand sprink led 
d ots of chestnut 
and bay are wading 
in sleep. 

The New Cat 

The nim b i  
litt le  bone 
hard ly m a ke a pop 
when hopping off 
of a counter-top, 

but sti l l  I think 
of thick bracken crack l ing 
under m y  tires. 
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