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2019 WEST END POETRY FESTIVAL

Sponsored by the Town of Carrboro & Coordinated by tBerrboro Poets Council

Wednesday, October 16 Saturday, October 19

October 18-19", 2019 will mark thel4" anniversary of the annual West End Poetry Festival
in Carrboro, NC.Four days of poetry featuringsomef t he Sout heast 6s N0 S |
celebrating the many exciting and varied poetic styles. While the Poets Council is still working
on the format for the festival, we are very pleased to announce that our featured poets, s@|far,

will be Allison Rollins and Jonathan Farmer. Stay tuned for more information.
All events are free and open to the public.

News Letter

eV E ST EN D More detailed information is available at
FOETI{\( EH FESTIVAL www.WestEndPoetryFestival.org
I Contact Person: Fred Joiner, Carrboro Poet Laureate
Y fred.curates@gmail.com

October 18 Time TBD
Venue TBD AllAges Free

October 1 Time TBD
Venue TBD AllAges Free

October 18  6:309:00pm
Flyleaf BooksChapel Hill  All Ages Free

On October 19th, longime supporter Flyleaf Books will anchor the third night of readings,
along with a wine and cheese reception. Starting at 6:30 pm, the fesures
Jonathan Farmer, Jacinta White (still to confirm) and Eduardo Corral.

October 19 Noon -8:30pm
Century Center,Carrboro All Ages Free
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Dreams

The dream catcher

hangs on my window,

‘g“ sacred to the Cherokee.
\ 2
74 N\

Midas' touch turning
‘ q g‘ cornfields into gold.
<X K>

&k _j‘ ) Two sunflowers volunteer
5»‘;#5 . their span of time,
‘V’ . heads lift toward

the light shimmering

over sapphire hills.

The honeysuckle races
across the splirailed fence,
a Wind Song fragrance
fills the Brasstown Valley,
goldenrod pulse on a breeze.

A dozen wild geese
resound over the Groves' farm,
they splash on Hiwassee River

like a cathedral window.
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The Late Year s DNicreember 30, 2018

The clock ticks steadily in a quiet house.
No bird calls for the hours. My heart

al so ticks in quiet but regular rhythm.
I dondét see my doctor again for three
ths. Some mor

mor e mon I ngs when |

dri ve at dawn to the am and the | ake

el y
fog. Only me, my dog, and my truck?os
d
t

nw o =S

beyond, | can bar ee through the

headlights to guide me. My dog waits
qguietly, expectan
knows weob6re near.| t

y
I nt o my I de to be |
S

0
s
of f the headlight
s
n

undo my eatbelt, 1o

often tangled in her

stand down, ready to

in fog, iIin sun, even

when | get out my whi

The sun will be behi

sl owly turning pink.

in the northwest turn pink, and the water.
A steak of orange | ight on the southeast
horizon. Birds high and determi ned.

Even eagles, maybe, at their height,

|l canodét tell. The fog dissipates, more
birds filgyulovser I think. Are

those wild ducks? | do recogni ze

the heron, with its slow, steady wing
flaps. And once, up cl ose, |l saw a

fully mature American bald eagl e.
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Toddlers

These days, you and | toddle

Like babies learning to walk.

We hold onto one
To steady ourselves and the other
Lest, in kissing one another

We take the other to the ground
And fall upon our faces.

We have farther to fall and

Our bones are old and brittle

We must be careful, cautious.

Our legs will not grow stronger

Nor our gait become more firm.
What can old toddlers foresee?
Helplessness, diapers, and death?
Hopefully, a new celestial body

In which to ambulate for all eternity!

ano

] John Delaney Watson
3“ Rubber

°There's nothing that | wobylndn' t

On faith, | bid you grand slam in hearts, beloved.
Call my bluff and double down. | shall redouble,
run the table and count my thirteen tricks in red.
Then we sea if you really serious trouble.

Since both of us do read cards, let's be very honest
with one another and admit the obvious.

My dummy, his cup overflows wine to our west.

It cannot quench my thirst for thee and thus

| propose a wager: my soul to the devil;
if, given the chance, our hearts cannot beat as one.
These are serious stakes. It is not a child's prank.

A lifetime of happiness could be waiting still.
This is not a game that can ever be played alone.
You shuffled, | cut, our hand is dealt. Choose your bank..
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AGAPED

Ancient prejudices have
Victimized you and me
| know | should love you
With skin another color
With opinions and practices
That may oppose mine
Have sympathy with me
Give me understanding
that you seek
Help me to love you
Love me

Do not destroy my
dignity attaining yours
Walk proudly, uprightly

And, please, let me

Respect me for myself
Expect respect from me

Forgiveness redeems the past
Frees us from its pain
We need each other-
to love each other
for we are both
Children of one Heavenly Father
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