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CHOICE 

as the spigot is turned 
coffee 
becomes 
down 

and we drink of the cup 
some with sugar 
some with cream 
some without 

and we live on 
because . .. 

I have been so long alone, 
Sequestered. Life has dimmed away. 
Isolation buries me. 
Endless time becomes the day. 

Long ago were turbulence 
And tempests, and I had to pay 
For leaning toward the frenzied storm. 
Endless time becomes the day. 

Caution knocked at muddled brain, 
And I exchanged my fine display 
Of feeling for a blind reserve. 
Endless time becomes the day. 

I know quiet, and my hell 
Is meted out. It leads the way 
For stark insensibility. 
Endless time becomes the day. 

Max Steele 

Joan S. Popke 
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