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TO MY FATHER, DEAD AT 54

As a summer storm filled with thunder and lightning
always unexpected

that's how you visit me now, dad,

blind

mandolin to coax me to sleep

Memory flashes suddenly me

vou playing the

me watching vou mix yvour colors as vou painted

inviting my friends over to taste yvour famous cabbage soup

you lying in bed consumed by cancer trving to talk about vour death

me changing the subject,

A HARVEST
Thin roads splice field to field
in the early light.
Under the trees, many pears
lie opening to the ground,
'his landscape is the ripeness [ choose,

my hand on the kitchen table
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to cool, and back: a harvest
of dusty lanes, too small for naming

that join, one to another, through the day,
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Your self-portrait hangs in our living room now,
°. 'he mustache looks quite dashing
e (vou never could get it to curl up except in your painting),
'he piercing eves still have their mysterious effect
i)t'l:pil' always ask who the artist was and who his subject
I first noticed the storms, dad, soon after vou died
You would appear to me, alive,
I would scream and push you down the stairs,
[ was afraid to go to sleep,
Lately I've understood the thunder d lightning are 185t to attract
my attention,
T H E A M E R I C A N WA Y I'm no longer afraid.
Last visit, remember, we ever 1C1 A E)'.t'-:h int ) ersa .
You told me not to 3;1.1'. it safe ¢ vou did
s dy ing before vou ould live vo ir dre ims
These gray days i [ heard you, dad,
there aren't shadows enough i I appre iate the advice.
for ghosts to hide in | lhanks for keeping in touch,
B we're so susceptible here hope we can get together again sometime
out of our element It's okay to keep thundering
away from the diversions Onlv next time give me a before vou leave
that help us forget
the bloody hand
that feeds us
is our own
Come-on, Sun, shine'
We have plenty enough k3 I ) () 1
of fégrets today
the phantom jets ripping
through the clouds
along the shore
must remind us the exact substance
this easy life is made of:
force
simple brutal force
we just turn to ash
what we can't win '
the love of SRR TR 4 i AU L G 1L LR e i AP
It's the American wavy
Come on, Sun, shine! . - ‘ BSOS I D LS By . R AR SRR RN VA Nk e ——————
Today we need to get out
on the beach S SR S TR R WPIRTO. L O i P — . M ———— s A é
and forget who we are
B WELLS

FOR LORI
WHO IS MOVING TO EUGENE

BROWN
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