
T i ge r F i ne C u t  

Too sweet 
N ot m u c h  s a t i sfact ion 
N ot strong 
Too f i n e  
L i k e  h a i r  t h ey s a i d  

S o  I sw i ped a p a c k age 
From m y  f a t h e r's store 

Father  d i d n ' t  a p p rove 
O f  s w i p i n g 
O r  tobacco c h e w i n g  
By c h i l d re n  

Leonard Exner 

A n d  both together  was a d e a d l y  s i n  

W h i c h  m a d e  the c l i m b  
To (he roof of t h e  barn 
M u c h  more t h r i l l i n g  
W i t h  the T i g e r  F i n e  C u t  s a f e l y  h i d d e n  

A n d  m a d e  us stuff  
The tobacco i n  our  c heeks 
L i k e  lop-s ided c h i p m u n k s  

A n d  m a d e  u s  t ry t o  beat e a c h  other 
With tobacco j u i c e  r ivers 
To the edge of  the s l o p i n g  roof 
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NORTHRIDGE REVIEW 

Over ha lf  a centu ry's gone 
A n d  I ' m  sure I nd i a n a's sti l l  there 
But the barn's gone 

And I 'm stu c k  with what's between the ears 

X m as T ree 

Looks m o re l i k e  a n  erector set. 
I t  doesn't d r i n k  ou r water,  
d oesn't s m e l l ,  
doesn't l e a n  t o  one s ide.  

M ike Lawson 

I t  doesn't wigg l e  when you e nter the room . 

Eve ry year, the same perfect isosceles, 
the s a m e  ornaments,  
the same b l i n k ing l ights. 
I 'd l ove to burn it  on N ew Years d ay, 
but i t's f l a m e  proof. 
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