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E(e)rie Stillness
The world feels like it's standing still.
If I recorded this moment,
It wovld look like a photograph becavse
At this minvte, it is as i T'm sitting
In the eye of the sfor% o~
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There’s ho movwf' nt, nq growth, just
Everyone an"' | eryfhlhg W&KI hg—even the wind

Seems I-lemg his! reo.fq\

y cheek; iflushied from the heat

The trees hiave not yel; begun to bud
As it they #oé sense e chao.
The sun shines brlghﬂy bu+ there are no squirrels,
Not even bdgs} ov+;+o enﬁoy it} T spot a

' Black dog s€ i— oui- +o regl e {tself,
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This peacefviness shovld be a comfort compared
To the news, but it only signifies fear.

0f the virvs, of our neighbors,

of our incompetent leaders,

0f the vunknown that lies ahead.

On my mom’s balcony T watch the apartments,
And toke a deep breath,

wondering how much longer

Before the storm breaks the stillness.

T exhale the suffocating silence

and stand, going back inside.

At least in there, the quiet is my choice.
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