short poems 1961-1963, by Ron Boroson





      the Ache

            


        Those few

        

 
 
  short  in

                 

  
       
    ch

                      


       es

     



     from the

                  


  
    sloping willow

            


         throat

     


       to the curving breast…

                                          _____________ 

                   
              Whimsy 

      

                Why does he sigh -- the

   

             young girl’s legs crossed high -- the

                          
    
                  friendly rub of time.

                                           _____________  

                       

         Glow
            

    Soft plush of the pale

              

    Willow-touch caresses smooth --

              

    A shy beauty’s cheek.

 _____________ 
          


        one song

        


          yellow hair

           
                    flow of her smile

            


 tease, whisper

            


 through my touch

 _____________  

                                     Appearance



 Farce of pale lipstick 

                              


    in a corner --




 Flutter of ashes covered

                                                                by baby powder 


                        

_____________

                 

                 Taste




            Quite a pair:

       

 
      James, who is a rich

               

           vanilla cake iced over

                 

      
       with thick frosting,  and

       

 
      Elaine,  a  clutching

              

   
      connoisseur of pastry,

                      

   
      on a binge. 

_____________ 

       

      
     
    Adornment style


   
  
Kathy is a 

        

 

silver necklance 

                

 

 lying in the 

                      

  

 jewel-box and 

                            

   
 waiting to be worn.

      



Escort seems a 

         

      
       
        self-winding watch that 



  
   
   glows  





       
       in the dark...   

______________  

            


     Freeway




   Clack of




   Red heels on a 




   Downtown street, while a grey




   Shattered man clanks a cup on the




   Sidewalk...

                                       ______________

    


       Venom-Ripple




  Jungle-




  Mind bursts into




  Cancerous clusters of




  Purple snake-thoughts -- crawling out of




  A mouth.

                                       ______________ 

      


             Progress march




     A pale-




     Spotted faun glides




     Over the wall -- and stares




     Into the leer of a smashing




     Black car.

                                       _______________  

      



   Victim




   An old man whimpers

 


    While door-hinges squeak -- snickers




   Slip into his room.

                                        _______________ 

                



Piqued

          


A witty flick of 

             


Time’s whip

    



Puffed him into empty air.

                                        _______________ 




Oak leaves

              

         pinnacled

                 


    by fine

                    
                pointed

                 



 needles,

              

         splitting the starry

                                   

           and


                                 
                  passive

                   


Sky into

                        


     scattered 

                             


patches of

                                                                     Ink.  

_______________

                                         Queries



      Why do animals have faces?



      Does beauty always make you sad?



      Can you laugh at murder?



      Why does it bother you that the devil is more 



         sensitive and knowledgable than god?



         God is the cruel one.

