
In Shape 

 

Sometimes it comes down to mathematics. One plus 

one equals two a fair bet to remain true no matter what. 

Other times the math doesn’t add up, and one begins 

to wander further and further toward the edge. But edge 

of what? Do bees buzz, or do our minds just tell us this? 

Mind and spirit soaring in tandem over rainbows remain 

intrinsically separate so as not to surrender their shapes. 

 

~ ✽✦✽✿✽✦✽ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Sojourner 

 

          I’ve followed the entire Freedom Trail there in Boston, but admit I felt  

my rights being trampled when I cried out “Go Yankees!” at a Red Sox  

                 playoff game. I was only exercising my First Amendment guarantee, 

yet several of the spectators threatened me with considerable bodily harm. 
 

          I didn’t ring the Liberty Bell, but was accosted by jackbooted and  
well-armed federal agents dressed in black for not crossing to the other side 
                 of the street fast enough during my usual early morning jog. Maybe  
they thought I had explosives concealed somewhere on my sweaty body. 
 

          I wandered all around the Alamo, but only after waiting in a long line  

of people being closely scrutinized by security. God forbid that Mexico  
                 takes us on again. There was an exorbitant entrance fee, so if you  

 want to walk hallowed grounds of Texas lore you’ll pay through the nose. 
 

          I’ve been to Gettysburg too. And while I’m a Southern sympathizer,  

I must say Lee made pitiful mistakes. He threw it all away at Gettysburg 

                 and the slaves went free. But that didn’t totally ameliorate 

racism in America. Throughout the deep South it’s still prevalent as ever. 

 

          Along the railroad tracks somewhere between Albuquerque and Austin  
I jumped off a freight car and accidentally broke my trusty wine jug. I was 
                 long-haired and filthy in those days. I trudged to the nearest bar  
to secure a replacement, and did. But before I could take as many as ten steps  

 

          outside I was stopped by plain clothes police and arrested for  
having carried a weapon into the bar. It was the threatening Bowie knife  

                 strapped to my side that got me pulled in. They sure don’t cotton 
to Second Amendment rights down in Texas when alcohol is in play. 
 

          I used to prep my deer in a garlic marinade before grilling, however 

In Thailand they ate all the deer decades ago. I heard Putin may up and nuke 

                 Chicago. But before he does I’d like to go back for one more  
of those incomparable deep dish pizzas, washed down with a cold local brew.   
 

          Mt. Rushmore is a real sight to behold, faces of the four patriotic heroes 

carved out of sheer rock. Its Black Hills are ancient sacred grounds of Sioux, 
                  but they were ripped off by voracious gold seekers. Deadwood was  
the headquarters, Deadwood scene of the most ribald chicanery, and murder.  
 

          I stayed at the Renoir Hotel in San Francisco once. A copy of one of his  

paintings hangs over the clerk’s desk. The hotel is located a couple of blocks 

                 from the Tenderloin district full of junkies, where you don’t dare  
walk after dark unless you’re carrying a blade, pistol, or at least brass knuckles.   
 



~ ✽✦✽✿✽✦✽ ~ 

Worrywart 
 

This morning I woke timorous, in fear 

that the previous day I hadn’t attained 

certain goals such as figuring out 

why so pitifully few people comprehend 

the sublime confluence of poetry and music 

circumnavigating their souls.  

 

Would only they visit 

a Paradiso such as this,  

spearhead-shaped promontory  

they named Lovers Point. It pierces 

fierce ocean swells that pound resoundingly. 

 

It’s mid December and the cleanest, 

clearest sky permits a palatine panorama 

of greater Monterey Bay. 

 

Shorebirds frolic here, and foam 

undulates under a spring-seeming sun. 

 

This may well be my future livelihood: 

a row of photographers, cameras on tripods, 

and gusty winds propelling breakers against 

rugged granite ridges. 

 

Too numerous for a mind to grasp at once 

the varying hues of blue that shimmer softly 

across prim ocean waters. O beware you 

frisky little sea otter, a great white shark 

may be lurking out there somewhere 

that would take a nasty bite out of you, 

inflict a mortal wound, then spit you out, 

not liking your thick coat, and instead 

find a fat sea lion to hone in on! 

 

Thomas Piekarski is a former editor of the California State Poetry Quarterly. His poetry and 

interviews have appeared in publications internationally, including Florida English Journal,   Poetry 

Salzburg, Mandala Journal, Poetry Quarterly, Pennsylvania Literary Journal, and Boston Poetry 

Magazine. He has published a travel guide, Best Choices In Northern California. His most recent 

poetry books are Ballad of Billy the Kid and Monterey Bay Adventures. 

 
~ ✽✦✽✿✽✦✽ ~ 

 

The Pangolin Review, Issue 14 (8 January, 2020) 


