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Private Hurricane

Elizabeth Bartlett

It blew in on the telephone Trees, walls, bridges,
and caught me off guard, asleep. everything collapsed,
broke apart, scattered.
At the first signal People 1 had known,
the charcoal sky erupted houses lived in,
in a heat wave, habits collected,
whirling up a cyclone all disappeared in the torrent,
from the night’s deep gorge. cut off
from the passageways of speech.
It was a direct hit. only the cottonmouth snake
remains, '
Born off course slithering at my feet
on an ordinary Sunday, as I uncoil it
it arrived without warning from my throat, arms, waist.
at 7 a.m.,
tearing sheets and blankets My shattered nerves
loose from dreams have become a disaster area,
and hurling me dead-center waiting for God to provide some relief.
into its white, electric eye. I have declared martial law.

As the barometer dropped, All day 1 have been searching
my bloodstream rose; through the rubble,

wind and rain ripped across to see what can be salvaged,
fields, roads, boulders, what may have escaped.
uprooting memories

and flooding the gullies of thought.

Damage was total.
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