13.  Indiana State Federation of Poetry Clubs Award
Jacqueline Williams         1    







1431 W. 7th Place









Mesa, AZ  85201









AZ State Poetry Soc  


A Poet’s Exercise in Pathetic Fallacy

Tiles in Time






I

I am ancient yet always here to see beginnings, endings 

of dynasties, ages, epochs. They put me, a brilliant blue,

in a mosaic of meaning, my Chinese heritage moving 

around a great wall in a great room in a palace I call my home.  

Dignitaries come and go, touch my vibrant skin with Ah’s

of pleasure. I see opulent cloth swirling about women 

with downcast eyes, tucked under toes and pale skin.

I have only to worry about the wars that come and go.

II

I am a member of a flock, strutting, pecking, preening

around the border of our dear lady’s kitchen.

With love and care she crafted us

true to our families in the wild.

This will be a bad day. She has had an offer on the house.

We cannot follow her. She will shed some tears.

Hoping to gain the admiration of the new occupant,

we will keep strutting, pecking and preening.

III

Sometimes I want to crack and give way entirely

to those emergencies of day and night.

My life is a sanitized stark white

decorated at times by designs of spattered blood

smeared by rushing feet hurrying bodies from place to place.

Even my kin on the walls are white.

Do they think we absorb pain, grief and death

more functionally if we are only antiseptic white?

IV
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I am modern, different, designed with unique qualities                                                     

to protect a capsule of equally unique space travelers—

we who have seen the stars. I suffered pricks of space dust 

yet kept my tenacious hold to protect my seven visionaries 

from speeding debris of asteroids then flaming heat. Somehow, now,

I lie under the sky, not moving. The stars do not tell me where I am. 

My last memory—a searing gas melted my seal forcing its way 

under my skin, until—oblivion.

