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BLINK

When you can’t see them anymore,

their outlines permanently flashed:

against dirt, once grass

against asphalt, and brick

against will

washed clean by endless tears

they are never gone

in death they still run:

into the earth

down drains

from thoughts

Blink not to forget

but to cover individually

with pleasant-past

/ blink

When you close your eyes

their lives inverted silhouettes:

hidden in memory

hidden from the children

hidden inside

washed away by a sleeve

they are gone

in reality you still drive:

away from the flames

down fiery lanes

into smoke

Blink not to remember

but to let go

of the loss

/ blink

When you pick your random non-random moment

their images temporarily erased:

replaced by sandy beaches

replaced with smiles

replaced recursively

from the mind over years

they are forever

alive and never still:

but linger

as reminders

of compassion

Blink not for closure

but to overlay

one atop the other

/ blink


PRELUDE

You call me Mother,

but this isn’t about you.

I make your home,

give you breath,

spider webs

and sap of trees

to mend your ails,

share the warmth of my sun,

life with my waters,

harvests

challenges

pain

wisdom

a place to live,

a place to rest.

You make a great deal of noise

as you rend and rape my body

Whatever now,

it’s all on you;

my sisters

couldn’t care less.


FORECAST

100% chance of snow is expected at all elevations now through [time / date], starting at high elevations and progressing to sea-level overnight. 12-24” of coverage in rural communities, with light cover in surrounding areas and dustings elsewhere. Be cautious of falling trees, limbs, and other debris. Report arcing / sparking powerlines by calling 911.

This storm watch is in effect for the following counties: [all].

Now through the end of the week, high consistent winds are expected between 30-70 mph, with gusts in the high-40s to low-hundreds over the next 12-[TBD] hours, with insignificant reduction in wind speeds beginning [time / date]. Those living in impacted areas are advised to find alternate shelter.

A [fire]tornado watch has been issued by the National Weather Service and is in effect until [time / date]. When driving, avoid roadways, and make room for first- and second-responder vehicles, including police, sheriff, fire, ambulance, as well as gas and electric service vehicles.

Temperatures will remain in the 90s through the end of the week, with lows in the mid-60s. Heatwaves are expected all hours, ranging between high-hundreds and low twenty-six-hundreds.

An advisory is in effect to avoid high-heat areas.

Those living in mountainous regions, as well as those in highly-populated rural communities, are asked to stay outdoors for the foreseeable future, or to seek shelter at one of the following locations: [n/a].

This storm watch is in effect now through [TBD].

No other warnings will be issued.


MON AUTUMN

Little pieces from me fall,

Jagged-jigsaw bits of memory

I try pounding them back in place,

But they no longer fit.

Their necks just bend

And so they fall / no longer fit

Little pieces from me fall,

Wadded-sticky bits of mind.

I try gluing them back together,

But they no longer stick

They just fall apart

And so they fall / no longer stick

Little pieces from me fall,

Fast-forgotten bits of past.

I try, I try, I try to remember,

But they no longer stay.

They just go away.

And so they fall / no longer stay

Little pieces,

These little pieces from me,

These things,

They fall.

I try,

These things,

But,

Like weathered leaves,

They crumble at my feet.

I step on my mind,

A labyrinth mind,

My mind,

All but ash.

Within my fingertips

Lies

My past.

I try,

These things,

Forcing them back inside,

But they no longer live.

They just get smashed.

And so they fall / no longer live.


COLD TOMORROWS

The boy is worried. His little sister won’t stop crying, and both of them are very hungry. His father left last week, dressed in many layers to ward off the cold. He said he was going to fix the generator but he didn’t come back. Momma has gone to sleep and he can’t wake her up. The cell phone is dead, no electricity, so he can’t call the pastor or the school or the police. When he went outside, the winds were so great he barely made it back to the house. He looks at the supplies left. An Oreo cookie and a can of diet cola. Vaguely he remembers Pastor John’s story about Jesus and the Last Supper. He makes his sister wait until he says grace. He gives her the last cookie.


ANGEL WINGS OF DEATH

Turning the handle

A mad wind takes hold

Pulling her outside

All three hinges shot . . . 

There, a crackle

Takes her very breath

Amid a melee

Silent screaming mouths . . . 

She joins the chaos

Steps on broken glass

No, she realizes

Black tumbling bay leaves . . . 

They cover the ground

And spiral freefall

Casualties of war

Angel wings of death . . . 

She holds out her hand

Catches one mid-air

An ugly snowflake

A chrysalis shell . . . 

Crumbled by fingers

Still warm to the touch

What to make of it

All these dying trees . . . 

Death-rain from above

Draws her attention

She looks to the sky

Eyes of hot embers . . . 


HERO

White hot embers

barraging her trailer,

a fallen tree blocking her driveway,

Darlene can’t budge it.

A light appears

on the empty street,

the squeak of chain,

a boy turns up on his bike—

brand new Schwinn

he got for his 12th birthday

two weeks ago on a Sunday,

but Darlene doesn’t know that part.

He stops to help her (a woman

who his family calls trailer trash),

the boy doesn’t judge;

even together, they can’t move it

Kid disappears down the road,

returns with a fireman in an SUV.

He wouldn’t get in with her,

wouldn’t leave his new bike,

so they left him racing the flames,

saying he’d spread the word.

She wonders if he made it out.

Two years later a bike wheel is found

in a mound of ash, frame melted,

tire missing, just past where

Mrs. Armstead’s cottage used to be.

Nobody told Mrs. A. about the building renewal.

Being dead, she wasn’t around to be notified.

Nobody knows what happened to the kid on the bike.


ORANGE BOREALIS 

Mountain peaks stab the night in silhouette

A childlike rendition of a dinosaur’s back:

Spreadicus bideathasaurus

Watercolor strokes, ever-morphing

/ an artist waving his brush

/ a mad-musician orchestrating

God, the painter

God, the conductor

Magic: there’s a seemingly endless supply

Orange-yellow-red spreads

Bleeds through cloud bandages

Pulses muffled-raucous thunder from afar

/ propane explosion bass

/ bursting water heater tympani

/ vehicle bomb crescendo

The canvas spans the night

The band of orange borealis stretches miles

Approaching at the speed of sound

Next come woodwinds squealing through split reeds

Next come out-of-tune horns, calling as Sirens

Next come blending palettes of autumn alight

Next come wider brushes

/ a blind painter

/ a deaf conductor

God, of new-life’s portrait

God, of the orange borealis band


SORRY

They’d argued that morning, Something about organic

bananas because they weren’t the right kind,

according to his bride, swollen with their first child.

He watches the early morning news; she makes a racket

in the kitchen, banging pots and slamming cabinet doors.

 

A report about a rash of fires, but hey,

the newsman is so cheerful, can’t be that bad,

he thinks, until he goes outside and checks,

to find the air is thick with smoke, a holocaust

of flames sky high, a mile off, maybe closer,

winds pushing the inferno straight their way.

 

They load up, searching roadways out, and finding none.

She moans, he hears her saying it’s started, Al, it’s started hard, 

sees her eyes so wide, face pale, perspiring, knows the next

words will be my water’s broke and goddamn, he’s right.

Fireman to hospital: “She’s seized, now comatose . . . ”

 

When an ambulance arrives, he follows close behind.

Inside, collapses on a clinic bench, surrounded by

a frenzy—nurses running, loaded gurneys, children’s cries,

everything is “stet!” as sounds and conversations blur, until

“Sir, your son is fine, but though we tried our best, she’s gone—

eclampsia. Could’ve been brought on by stress.”

 

He mumbles something, garbled nonsense words,

breaks down sobbing, saying sorry to her many times, but

what he doesn’t want to think about won’t go away—

not one alert, and not another soul to say they’re sorry.


LOOSED EARTH

A burning world

prays yearning for rain

during a pained draught

no doubt which comes

too late for some

to extinguish last hotspots

brought upon past soft plots

sending a simmering ground

glimmering with ash-mud

to slip-slide the sides

in scare-rides

not meant for women

nor men or children

caught mixed in the crud

in fraught games of chance

to play in avalanches of unstable

rubble unable to cling to root

and soot attempting to

hold a cold and crumbling

foundation together

and will this never end

or go on forever

as the terrible

treble-tremble sings

a sad ensemble

of oversaturated help

to sated gods

devoid of love

bringing new horrors

for hours or forever

as those coerced

to flee are freed

then forced to plea

on frayed knees

praying for heat

in dry pouts

as they cry out

for fires to mask the floods . . .


THE FIREGOD COMETH

Embers arrive on windstream currents,

to ravage where they fall, changing

lives forevermore with

their horrid howling wisps and . . .

lands from green to blackened ash,

like Sherman’s Union armies left the South

we moved ourselves from the city limits

to get away from overpopulation

not long ago . . .

eight hundred years ago, so Vulcan’s

soldiers march across Sonoma county.

 

Robert J. surveys his property,

horses in the field, spooked,

chickens cooped and caught . . .

suddenly alive with flaming lights,

bright mouths land to gorge upon his trees,

wings and limbs afire . . .

his wife’s garden, spreading closer
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