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Dreaming the Lost Ones

The hushed slide of the back door

was the dream gone slack, my mother

not a ghost actor after all, but the horse was

a black vanish, silk slipping past the needle

and the day mumbled forward 

inside all the interrupted clocks.

Later I watched the moon’s little path

of white fire across the lake—October

moon hanging in the throats of coyotes

beyond the boundary of night wire, a song 

of blood and light. 

The rattle I heard then was not death. 

It was the day’s engine ticking, giving in, 

an old wind wrangling the last leaves 

from trees out there in the dark.
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Airline Security
I hold my arms above my head 

in surrender to this travel by air 

and on a screen somewhere else

my fear shows up as a trellis of bones.

The mustard seed in my pendant 

is too small for such elevation, 

the seatbelt absurd, considering. 

I just want an invisible saint 

to go the distance with me, one 

with superhero strength and maybe 

some mechanical know-how

should one of the engines falter.

At 32,000 feet my saint tells me beauty 

trumps terror, offers me his peanuts 

and points out the night-soaked window

where a city of crushed embers

lies scattered under the boot heel of sky.
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Consider

   Colorado flood, 2013

Rain and rain and over the banks, water

dangering into a lake where once 

stood swings in a schoolyard

the merry-go-round drowned, 

picnic table unmoored—

lost picnic, ghost children—

fence post floating, barbed

wire snagged on tree branches,

trees uprooted and tumbling—

miles east the river strays 

into our friend’s house 

and washes her past away.
At home pansies drift 

in water-logged pots, windows

blur the raining world 

while all day a bucket at the barn

saves its water face 

for a night without stars.
