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r.ANSAS THUNDE:RSTORM 

B1'Irs of l1ghtning 

Are £older",d to th," sky, 

Illumln1ltinq the highway 

Uke 11 slick Il:lard's tongue, 

Volatile 1Ind hungr;.'. 

We are exposed in thiS 

Eery Clrcus light. 

Clouds .;oiled 

In serpentine slyness, 

Wild prairi," grass tWlstlng 

In wanton pantomime, 

The devil posing 1IS a cow, cringing 

As new aer1al stripes 

Thre1lten to divulge 

Our sudden fear of mirrors. 

Door handles, and country sLdeshows, 

Jane Ellen Stock 



• 
~;;"-
"t:;!!!':-, 
~ 
~r-

Ii',,'·
I",.. , 
~ 

~. 
~( 
t; 

.. 
,,,,,,,.A " l. 

; 

-­

TORM 

:);y, 

M'y 

tonque, 

THE RACE 
for Jondthan 

The greyhound breaks 

And streaks across the Kansas sunset. 

His course Is charted 

Only by the rabbit he pursues .. 
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1ITors, 

Dl.mlry sideshows .. 

len Stock 

I watch your auburn hair 

Glint gold and red 

In the fading light. 

EXCitement ruLes your gaze, 

As you realize thllt no fence 

Marks the periphery 

Of your training ground; 

Yet, your rabbit Is still. in sight. 

You tense, waitIng to begin your run. 

Jane Ellen Stock 


