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100-Year Storm

or a storm of a magnitude that has a 1-in-100 chance of occurring any 

given year, 

or the two times in as many decades my hometown has severely flooded, 

or a hurricane that was not meant to hit Manhattan that hard, 

or typhoons so nice they’re named twice, 

or those same typhoon names removed from a list, 

or a sure sign of the apocalypse, 

or a storm that changes the scale by which we measure, 

or another name, retired, 

or what catches us all unaware, 

or everything we should have seen coming if we stayed vigilant, 

or ancestral ghosts haunting us, 

or all the heat and pressure in the atmosphere has to go somewhere, 

or hurricane-force winds on the Great Plains, 

or what fells the old-growth walnut by the brook, 

or the stress that’s built inside me since birth, 

or anger never given a vent, 

or the whistle of the worst teakettle, 

or a list of the deceased, 

or the newsfeed scroll of the safe, 

or names of everyone you wish you left behind, 

or what goes around comes around and around and around, 

or the aftermath of a burn, 

or where I go when I need to be alone, 

or a cyclops wandering the earth, 

or a storm of a magnitude that is more likely to happen now: 

last year, this year, and every year to come. 
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Part I: Tropical Disturbance: Thunderstorms with light cyclonic circulation
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Out of Season

Snow fell before leaves did 

from bent maple branches. 

Shadows stretched at ten 

in the morning. Frost melted 

where dawn slid through 

the sides of the bridge, remained 

slick in the railing’s shade. 

Burnished bronze flakes fluttered 

down from a black oak, fire 

on patchy, white down. 

The afternoon washed it all 

with a raindrop song dripping 

from an umbrella dome. 

Shadows grew tall 

in the evening, light peeking 

through clouds, feet 

sinking heels-first in the lawn. 

Romantic Aubade

I wake up 

early with you as 

sunrise lights the glass 

on westward buildings. 

The coffeemaker presses 

our eyelids open, 

soft in the glow 

of winter light. 

There is a wrong way

to wake a part of you, 

hibernating tilted 

away from the sun, 

And there are so many 

right ways to rouse you 

from slumber. Trust me, 

I’m remembering them all. 

Feeding Friends 

We are never getting married, and yet 

this home is like Bethsaida: shortage 

at first. Worry in a lean season, sage 

flavoring everything soft green. We get 

fuller with time, with five loaves and two fish. 

We grow, breaking bread with friends, make it work 

because we are hungry. Now, we can lurk 

in the holiest places. Yes, a dish 

can multiply. There is magic in this 

shared meal. Humble, we bow our heads with grace. 

We say no prayer, but here we make a place 

at the table, are prolific in bliss. 

We are never getting married, but my 

love is Cana, transfiguring this wine. 

Is it nice where you are? 

Here there is sunlight on the dewdrops, 

glistening the leaves. Glitter hints 

the snap peas they’ll grow into 

end of spring. The wood porch 

is warm, and the seat a dream nap 

stretched out in a field. 

Unnamed birds 

wing their way, and sing 

in the branches of an old fir. 

There is nothing like it. Feast 

for every sense. In the evenings, 

all there is, is rest. Is it nice, 

where you are? Though I may pace 

the same carpeted square feet, lushness 

blooms from my vacuum tracks. 

Is it nice? Tell me, 

it is nice where you are? 

On a Bad Day 

I toss the blankets off my legs. Despair 

isn’t a good look on anyone. Air 

fresh feels cool on skin, but the smell of my 

downward spiral is onion powder. Try 

falling asleep to the smell of wasted 

potential. The grandfather clocks had ticked

much faster today, my spinning tighter 

on thin ice, the kind that’s frozen so clear 

that it cracks into rainbows when you step, 

become Jesus on water. Hoarders kept 

all the beauty of unanswered questions. 

I cry because my every intention 

to be good gets smothered by my rank dread. 

When I wake, my dreams melt inside my head. 

Waking Up During a Storm 

East wind changes. Lightning illuminates 

the bedroom wall. Thunder smacks skin, rumbles 

soothing after. Night passes, at this rate 

sieves through eyelids, gone with the gentle grumbles 

of an empty stomach. This, too, shall pass. 

With sunrise comes shadows and graying light 

thinned by tiny water drops gaining mass 

into another thunderhead. It might 

break on this great plain, or travel on wind 

to the mountain. But days will be long dark, 

sunshine found in cups, robins determined 

to out-sing the gloom. A calendar mark 

to remember another day is gone. 

The year passes and always feels so long. 

New Passover 

Mark this house as salvation 

for the storm-blown and savage. 

Wind whistles through a crack 

around the glass, but the view 

bursts green, gold. Open the doors 

to the hard times. Invite 

the down-on-their-luck. Feed them 

all that you have, and make more 

from the scraps. As long as 

everyone, even God, takes half, we’ll 

never reach zero. Lightning

strikes a block away. 

If there are victims, they 

may not have been wicked. 

Maybe they just settled in 

for another night of distance. 

Stay in. Venture out only 

to be of assistance. 

Aubade, Inside

light brightens horizon, 

dissolves darkness 

sunrise reaches the bed 

we’ve slept in, 

smooth again for dozing 

afternoon on top of covers 

of course we are lovers 

we hold each other’s worries in 

our stomachs, feed them 

with every bite of news 

scrolling our screens 

in this life there are beds 

and there are beds 

listen, birdsong

heralds springtime

flowered trees 

lose blossoms in the hail, but still 

we’re awe-struck, transfixed, 

blink the storms away, 

rub eyes, stare sunlight, 

tomorrow do it over again.

What Grows in the Garden 

We both stay awake all night 

trying to make it through a trial. 

Pluck a spearmint leaf to rest on 

a tongue like the body 

of a savior, savor sweet green 

and blue-tint flavor. Sharp cool 

keeps one of us awake. 

Fresh figs split open, reveal 

slick insides. Eat just enough 

to stave off slumber, stay 

hungry. What else to sink 

our teeth into to keep us going 

until fluorescent dawn? You 

sip the cold water, and my eyes 

droop from the wine. 

I don’t want to die

for anything I 

don’t think would die for 

me. I don’t want to 

die for anything I did 

not ask to die 

for me. I don’t want 

to die for anything 

that’s just to die for. 

I don’t want to die  I 

don’t want to die   I don’t 

want to die    I don’t want 

to die       I don’t want to 

die       I don’t
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Urgent Care

Right now, to heal is to sit 

at home with your fears. To hold them 

in your mind, your joys.

Celebrate everything. For now, we listen 

to the news in other states.

Iowa has not sheltered in place.

It is urgent to not go anywhere. 

Thank your god for sparing you 

so far. Take your destiny into your 

own hands by control, wash them, 

washing everything, spare delivery. 

Who’s not taking any chances? Not only 

you. Not only me.

Hard Times

We’re afraid we don’t have much 

to offer. On a normal day, we’d give 

away the contents of our pantry, 

mixed and baked into decadent delight. 

Right now, all we have to give 

are the first salmon we came across. 

It’s bad luck to fish so early, worse 

to give it away like it’s ours

and not the river’s. We’re afraid 

of so much, most of which we’ll 

keep behind closed lips while we 

chew, politely. We’re afraid 

we’re not even the best company, 

left too long our insecurities

became feral. All we have 

to give is all we have. 

It’s not much, we’re afraid. 

On a normal day, we could raise 

your spirits in a toast. On a normal 

day, we could make you laugh. 

We’re sorry. We don’t feel much 

like laughing when we fear 

the brook drying up. We don’t know 

how to open our mouths and not ask 

how you are doing, how you 

are holding up, how you are finding 

your days when the heat seems 

to smother your cool. 

We don’t know how to not ask, 

“Are you afraid, too?” How soon 

is too soon to get existential, 

to talk about rational fears? 

We’re afraid we don’t have much. 

We’re afraid we don’t have enough. 

We’re not afraid of what happens 

when we give our one fish

to a hungry man. We’re not 

afraid of a flood. We’re not afraid 

of bad luck. We just want 

what we’ve always shared. 

Staying In 

Resilience has a limit. To stay 

sequestered for long, long invites indifference. 

After this, there is no after. You pray 

for this to pass. Stay inside this instant. 

There’s a wind blowing hard enough to twist 

every sentence to doubt. Who knows what’s right? 

What harm comes from believing in this 

crowned virus as monarch? The way we fight 

is by bed rest, comfort, home remedy 

if you’re privileged. No salvation if not. 

Your canceled milestone is a tragedy. 

But your favorite god or goddess has caught 

their destiny. After this, there is no 

after, only one direction to go. 

On the First Nice Day 

On the first nice day of the summer 

I wrote a sad poem. The air 

quality index was in the green, 

and I was cool in the shade. 

Cool enough that sweat didn’t bead

slick behind my knees, or where my 

thighs slid together. 

Dry, I
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