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PRISON VISITING-BOOTH

My
hend

on
chilling
walls
ground
from the
grunting
. souls

of

union (no doubt)
laborers

on

cement
forms
sparsaly
cove

with »

thin pretense
of

wood

your voice

over wire

twisted by

one

who

doesn’t own stock
in the company
and voted yes on the
death penalty

and can’l afford 1o
cease the strain of

years that twist his mind

like wire

your face

through plass
poured with tho pain
of men lo whom

s poem is
no
thing

your body
wrapped

in

khaki cloth
stitched

by factory fingers
tight and

toiling in dim
light

(no doubt)

What love

to lubricate

tha lsbor?

ta give breath to
the desd hours
spent

constructing this concrete cublicle

in which we crouch
divided

by
50 much more than
gluas?

no love, no breath
1 gesp

the space

Haelf

rocks gaseous

of dead

mind and dreama

by Cynthia Tyman

| would have the glass e sand
the panelling as tree

the concrete walls as gravel
ppotiing a moving sea

1'd dissolve the v

the heat that fused, s sun

the time spent forging all these things
for you and | as one

we two

tast into our separaie pain

are merely

poured liquid glass

cooled to impenetrable crysial
and polished 1o high lustre

we can no longer soe sach other
our surfaces reflect

our fragile love a thin veneer

beneath which

I grow numb

numb as the arthritic hands of the sesmstress
as the concrete face of the worker

my breath comes hurd
and shallow

and too cold

to

melt the glass to
sand

1 leave you

black receiver
cradled still within
your swesting hand,




