
 
 
 
 
NOW IS NOT THE TIME TO TALK ABOUT GUNS 
 

Now is not      because you might 

offend               the survivors’ families 

 who are trying to fend off 

But now is not the        After the prayer 

circle                After the most lethal shards 

are your words if you speak them 

And we grieve all those shot 

too soon              To talk       Is not       On linoleum 

tiles           in parking lots         at worship places 

in nightclub bars                Not the       About the 

waves of dread you feel          Is dead 

Is deafening     recoil       singeing     silence     Time 

to talk about guns because     Burst 

lungs       interrupt       Now there is 

no time           vanishing           steeled        multiplying 

 

guns     talk about us. 
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THE CATHEDRAL IS BURNING 
 
Chasing history through smoke 

I kept hold of you 

as hidden flames burned through beams 

and sirens seared across terrain  

     as familiar as my crumpled city map. 

 

We had climbed the south tower  

arguing about the grand plan of it,  

peering down at colored umbrellas  

     floating across a shining expanse 

tranquil as water lilies. 

 

The gothic spectacle and placid view  

     might inspire, I hoped, distract us  

from rage at aging and ire 

at the specifics of our own epic  

and the insouciance of time.  

 

Cries of “fire” rose—we fled the spire,  

and I dread all I have loved will be consumed.  

     But the verb tense is pliable: “have loved.” 

A passion, a paradigm, a city plan 

can defy the temporal. 

 

Embellished by architects,  

singed by centuries of blazes, 

carved into a new shape by the executioner’s 

     blade. Revised by impressionists, 

cubists, surrealists, 

 

terrorists. Now this fire 

passed over the past  

and I got through with you. 

Here, near Place St. Michel, 

     we can’t even smell the smoke. 
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MEMORIES OF A TSUNAMI UNSEEN 

 

She says: her dad called from a payphone yelling, the water is up to my knees in Kodiak! or at 

least that’s how she remembers the Good Friday quake of ’64, a ten-year-old’s fragment of 

images, colors bleeding through decades and blurring with memories of a father distant over 

phone lines, a father trying to sandbag the family store as the water pulled back and returned, 

exposing submerged topography, whispers of ocean floor and great fish uncovered and deserts of 

sand and shipwrecks and sea creatures, and secret civilizations revealed as from books and tales 

and legends and her imagination filled in the blanks between what grownups said and what 

silences repealed, a tsunami that reached to twenty countries and the foot of her bed in the night 

(is what she said) as the water pulled out, and poured in.  

 

And as the wave flooded back it tore with it—all it had bared, and took more, and left her father 

behind, but—pulled him somehow, sweeping his hope out to sea, unseen, and his psyche, and his 

self, until in the aftermath his whole body disappeared finally and for good, stranding her on a 

dry shore. 
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