Volume 5
Issue 4 Summer

Article 18

7-15-1986

Levels of Love / Wheat Harvest / Eastward Bound
Yvonne Carpenter
Jill Carpenter
Dick Chapman

Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview
Recommended Citation
Carpenter, Yvonne; Carpenter, Jill; and Chapman, Dick (1986) "Levels of Love / Wheat Harvest / Eastward Bound," Westview: Vol. 5 :
Iss. 4 , Article 18.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol5/iss4/18

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at
SWOSU Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Westview
by an authorized administrator of SWOSU Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.

Mis c e l l a n y

Explorers

Levels Of Love

Wheat Harvest

By Yvonne C arpenter

By Jill Carpenter

C linging to an ice floe
In an a rctic ocean,
Cold buoy in the chill.
Break off a weapon, less
Standing room aboard. Beat
A nother w ith cold club,
Fewer warm com panions.
Bore the frozen mass to
find ice at all levels.
Each ice dw eller decides
How deeply to explore.

A mighty force

Eastward Bound
By Dick Chapman
Spreading wide from hill to hill
roily red and rolling
never soundly sleeping
only w aiting fo r a chance
to dem onstrate its m ighty power
and make the w illow s dance.
C ottonw oods w ill shudder as they bend
before the tide that throw s the
debris out and on before the waters wide.
Ever rolling eastward
claim ing its right to move
never satisfied to stay w ithin a grove
reaching w ith m ighty wavelets
all w ithin its maw
since before the tim e of man
was the restless Washita.
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Sensuous signs o f harvest

C halky wheat dust coats me
in a dry film .
I coax the tru c k into m otion.
Pregnant w ith grain, it roars
and gripes across the tracks in low
gear.
clu tch sh ift gas
Second is a relief to us both.
W ind stirs the dust and candy
bar w rapper on the flo o r board.
The m otor com plains loudly;
it’s u ncom fortable in second,
clutch shift grind grind gas
Dreaded th ird gear achieved.
A short calm, then the m otor
starts to work on o u tg ro w ing third.
Looking out th ro ug h the steering
wheel, I feel outsized.
The tru ck smell o f dust, exhaust,
and suspected rodents settles into
my skin along w ith the wheat dust.
Ignored stop sign sim plifies
the process and
clutch sh ift gas
Fourth gear soothes the m otor
w hich settles into the pace,
chug
The tru ck loses power
Panic
clutch grind shove chug
T hird gear doesn’t help
clutch gas
N othing
Inertia carries the load a block
tra ffic horns stares
The m otor turns in endless circles.
Brakes o nly slow the rolling
Pride and assurance are
backed over.
Surrender Defeat
a level side road
abandoned.
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