Aftermath

It had burned.  It had rained.  

The world was winter,

a worked-out quarry, gouged 

dells of shale glimmering 

in the blear everywhere 

without the least tempering 

of clay or vegetation.  

Boulders reared up, fused

into corkscrew shapes

extending to every horizon.

I saw clean through 

my own body a track beaten 

by a vanished machine; 

felt no contact when I put 

my hand against a sign 

of gobbledygook lettering;

sifted amid the unresistant

char-dust, revealed 

only flat ghost-marks of petals 

stunned into limestone.

Shadows spun noiselessly by.

I debated a crow, a root, 

a shank of pliable trash 

from the time of ambition.

What now was meant?

The ground signalled a lasting

oblivion.  Still I walked, 

tugged by old anticipations 

of finding a homegrown 

heaven on earth – the swell 

of voices, colour, life – and yes, 

majesty and malady

infuriatingly woven together. 

Only ruination stood, 

such vast conundrum 

mouthing nothing.  Why then

this ratcheting of hope,

this search for a future 
both faint and foolish that I 

had already begun to imagine?
