The Latest News

A day without folds. Sirens screaming into silencing clouds, and you were 

still alive, drawn to the orchard as if it were a flickering candle lit by your father. 

Who is this day, I ask, the last day of my life, my last opportunity to wear black 

and blue slants and know you will arrive crusted in stars, sailing right into the

harbor of my ribs. Of my imagination bathing in pottery shards and snail shells.

Of your intention, letting go a sigh of tiredness as the day rattles onward, untying

the knots of election, of fear, of fretting. Through truck traffic, convention blare, 

through sign-holding and name-calling you run, grabbing my hand, so I might 
be with you inside the famousness, the spin and whirl of history’s light settling 
on us like a shadow. I glimpsed the sea of your torso beneath the green tee shirt, I 
waded in your era of wax candles, water filters, gasoline and leaves in the shape

of hearts. You say Stay awake, be like my father who died with his hands on a

thousand computers, be the young man who broke his sacrum and got out of 

bed and dyed his hair in layers of white-gold and dark bark. Be the cathedral of 
your past and even the phone will be kind to you. In a certain light as before 

rain, when there is a pause in the wind and the ranting, you stop still and look 

out over the village and beyond. I hear you in the fire. When Scrub Jays open 

and close in the juniper, I stay quiet, listening to what is noise in your heaven.

You taught me to live like this, ready for the party. That after death it would be 

the same as before I was born, all quiet where you are now, but always the glimpse 

through shadow of what we shared when we both saw the light.
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