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Repentance

We drove that summer

beneath a dark annealing 

sky. We measured distances 

in silences

both endless and compact,

like rubber

pulled long, redoubled,

stretched again until 

it snaps.

She did not say

Apologize. 

The road diminishing 

into horizon

is called perspective. I did not 

answer what she did not say. We drove 

until we were caught by two fronts

lunged cold and hot together. We 

stopped to watch skies whipped 

by sizzling 

snakes of light 


and stood on caked 

earth, our ears cottoned, sure

of nothing but that we were 

witness to a mythic rage. The hard 

drops hit first, 

articulate.

Then a pent gush drenching

us. We stood until, purged,

the sky relented. 

A frail blue was born, immaculate.


I didn’t know 

who would speak first. She 

turned and opened her mouth 

and I said—something—

the words immaterial, just

sounds collecting 

like puddled prisms,

like diaphanous mist,

a drowned earth freshening 

after some terrible baptism. 

