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Spectator Slowdown 

The telephone pole 
rests lazily across the hood 
as the man steps from the metal heap 
the eighty-proof bottles 
forgotten on the back seat. 

Shards of tinted glass lie inert 
reflecting the vultures standing, 
feasting on the sight 
while the form of a little boy 
liquidizes and flows into the gutter. 

Janean L. Hall 


