
      The Wreck


      

      
      
         Lie down, close my eyes and see, 

Another empty day complete.

Comfort sought, safety won

In hasty, purposeful inaction 



Wake up, open eyes, and race,

Aimless, for the nothing prize.

Scattered whole, parts of me,

In comfortable anxiety 



Selfishly selfless,

Anodyne, pacified,

`I'm doing my best,`

My best little lie 



What reason to try, why do any more,

Than a safe life burned out long and slow.

Cliche but true, that the world here is broken,

But how can it be salvaged ... when I am the wreckage



A broken whole, but workable,

Unsteady, unwieldy, ungraceful;

A fracture healed improperly,

A maladaption, awkwardly



No reason to try, or to do any more,

But watching the sand tick down too slow.

To hide in the scraps, stay in comfort zone

Or accept the real challenge, and crawl from my wreckage
      

      
   
      Clunker


      

      
      
         Rusty clunker driving down the road 

Sun dropping below the horizon 

Cold short days brings promise of winter 



Headlights neither low or high yet uneven 

Landscape is a haze of shadows 

Scared shape emerge with a thunk 



One deer rams the driver's door 

Deer two jumps on the hood 

The deer three wrecks the trunk 



Rusty clunker slides down the road 

Deer rush to throw themselves in 

To ruin the driver's night and to be sunk 



Breeze beats the body and the heart stirs 

Darkness and nothingness, no one home? 

Crawler crawls and looks at junk 



Middle of nowhere and the beginning of night 

The crawler stands and looks at the end 

This thing that used to be a clunker 



The stander starts walking alone in night 

Dead deer lie all around stinking 

Laughing silently at the walkers luck 



Walker starts panicking at the sights 

Of the rotting does, stags and thinks of the bucks 

The type that's given from insurance 



For it will not be a reassurance 

Not enough to help this manic 

Now nothing salvages this sad junker 
      

      
   
      Unfixable


      

      
      
         My father’s fine German camera closed up

Slim like a metal book, and popped open

With a lens sheath of accordioned leather.

Fascinated by its secret works, 

I toyed and played with it, unscrewing this and that,

Until at last I had broken it all for good.

I hid it under the bed in a shoebox,

And he never mentioned it to me again,

Nor I to him.



And so it was for decades, that we talked

On weather, jobs, price of gasoline,

But never secret shames, heart yearnings,

Pentinence, exaltations; no undertow

To that smooth sea.



My father had a secret place in his head

Where the vessels had run thinner, turned by time

And one day they let go his vital blood so that

it crushed the pale pink flesh of his mind

instead of nourishing it.



In the cool quiet hospital room

I watched them forcing the air into his lungs 

And it took so much effort for me to go to him 

While my mother and her friend watched,

Murmuring what words tumbled out of me 

As he lay without response,

But our last words had been spoken three weeks ago.

Nothing else between us at last,

No eye contact, no sudden truth,

As I tried to take his one working hand

While he kept reaching, reaching, reaching

For the breathing tube in his throat.
      

      
   
      The Wreck of the Starship "Vigilance"


      

      
      
         The contents of this story are no longer available
      

      
   