we sftbut but the taster wé .EO, we
enjoy
‘the nde of -our day in. the track

Hali ‘way down, reliet' the lce
-wears thin -

and ‘softens to spax‘klmg powdery
_snow,” °*

still ‘slick, but’ slow: and the valleys
in revtew <3

‘as’'we shde on forced by the phn

coming. fast. Then we flash back

to the top of the hill, where ice was
slick )

and traditional curves, now old
hat,

|
Until we see the end-of the chute ‘

are gone. Grotesque, on our plastic
pan 4

tired, leaded, we stand to look Irom

.. the sleigh,

praying to tmd a way out but we
see

our ride has been on the pomt of a
pin, p

N’on-sludent mmxon, Ffrst Pﬁze i
"MemioTo An Unborn Daughter -
By WILLIAM J.'KING °
All right. Survive, Exist
within this hostile hosi
tithe may make your’ mother,
We cease. the war, embrace
you — enemy —- as .our own,
abandon pills, curettes, and anger,
Come: on. But understard
acceptance only nmwers
now, not what we'll do
to subdlvxde such love again
that——enough for one, deceiving
two— '
must months from here acknowl-
‘edge you,

chlldrens nmuu;. nm tuu : i,

Mh;mmu. Airplanea,
Alfriose every dayiT séean airplanes|
But' sometimgs 1 don't’ see an
catrpline o ]
ands and brings
But fiot much mail -
Then: tl‘IGaVeu !
And flaps Its tall
ey | [ T
Much A T
Mail Y

0y




