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for Ariel and Ezra

"After The End is a poetic lament, a meditation on loss, grief, sorrow, and the search for hope. Through tanka poems and tanka prose, David C. Rice focuses on the loss of his mother, his daughter's passing, the destruction of most of the Lassen Volcanic National Park during the Dixie Fire . . . and the looming climate crisis plaguing the world. 
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There is a sense of nostalgic fervor to these poetic narratives that adds to the rich and emotionally powerful themes . . . All in all, it was an inspiring read for me. If you're a poetry lover, I can't recommend this book highly enough."
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Pikasho Deka, Readers' Favorite, 5-star review

dark early

solstice soon

I rotate

around her sun

in an endless orbit
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late afternoon

fall silence

if we could start over

I'd start with birdsong

and humility
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FLIPPED— PART I
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Gentle Sorrow
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mom

didn't want to live

to be a hundred

wish her wish

had not been granted

deleting photos

from my phone

a sunset . .. a sunset . . .

I should have taken

more pictures of mom

seventy-two hours

since mom died

an owl hoots, hoot, hoots

closer, closer . . .

did she just say goodbye?

we open the bag

by the birch she planted

spread her ashes—

my daughter tells me

to take more vitamins

Monday morning

mom still gone

appointments to keep

I tighten the bolts

on another day

for the last time

I walk up the driveway

she had repaired last year— 

my inheritance

just keep going

my daughter takes
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