
T h i s  peacefu lne s s  shou l d be a comfort compared
To the news,  but i t  on ly s i gn i f i e s  fear.
O f the v iru s ,  of our ne i ghbor s ,
of our incompet ent l eader s ,
O f the unknown that l i e s  ahead .
On my mom’ s  ba l cony I watch the apartments ,
A nd take a deep breath ,  
wonder ing how much l onger
Before the storm breaks the st i l l ne s s .
I exha le the suf focat ing s i l ence 
and stand ,  go ing back in s i de .
A t l ea st in there ,  the qu iet i s  my cho ice .

E(e)r i e St i l l ne s s
T he wor l d fee l s  l i ke i t ' s  s tand ing st i l l .
If I recorded th i s  moment ,
It wou l d l ook l i ke a photograph because
A t th i s  m inut e ,  i t  i s  a s i f  I ’m s i t t ing
In the eye of the storm .

T here ’ s  no movement ,  no growth ,  j u s t
Everyone and everyth ing wa it ing—even the wind
Seems to be ho l d ing h i s  breath .
T he a ir  coo l s  my cheeks ,  f l u shed from the heat
O f my mom’ s  apartment ,  but there i s  no ga le .
T he tree s have not yet begun to bud
A s i f  they too sen se the chaos .
T he sun sh ine s br i ght ly but there are no squ ir re l s ,
Not even bug s out to en j oy i t .  I spot a
Black dog sent out to re l i eve i t se l f ;
Even i t s  exc i t ement i s  subdued .
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