View metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk brought to you by X{'CORE

provided by UNA Scholarly Repository

Lights and Shadows

Volume 52 Lights and Shadows Volume 52 Article 24

2009

Colored

Cayla Buttram

Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows

b Part of the Poetry Commons

Recommended Citation
Buttram, C. (2009). Colored. Lights and Shadows, 52 (1). Retrieved from https://ir.una.edu/
lightsandshadows/vol52/iss1/24

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by UNA Scholarly Repository. It has been accepted for
inclusion in Lights and Shadows by an authorized editor of UNA Scholarly Repository. For more information, please
contact jpate1@una.edu.


https://core.ac.uk/display/198424301?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows/vol52
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows/vol52/iss1/24
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows?utm_source=ir.una.edu%2Flightsandshadows%2Fvol52%2Fiss1%2F24&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=ir.una.edu%2Flightsandshadows%2Fvol52%2Fiss1%2F24&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows/vol52/iss1/24?utm_source=ir.una.edu%2Flightsandshadows%2Fvol52%2Fiss1%2F24&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://ir.una.edu/lightsandshadows/vol52/iss1/24?utm_source=ir.una.edu%2Flightsandshadows%2Fvol52%2Fiss1%2F24&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:jpate1@una.edu

Colored

Cayla Buttram

I saw a man today,

Cast as a dark shadow

Against the charcoal waters

And ashen sky.

His denim work pants crinkled

At the hips as he bent

To scoop a handful of rocks

From the pebbly shore along the choppy river.
Moving his hand from side to side,
He let the rocks bounce and rattle
Like enclosed dice in a game of chance.
Then, he threw one rock

Across the water

And watched it skip, deliberate.
Satisfied, he looked at the rocks

In his hand.

I watched as his beautiful black brow
Furrowed deeply with concentration.
His weathered hands

Felt to find the next one,

And I wondered:

Did he judge them

By color?
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