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Jonah waited in the backyard for an answer,

among dry weeds, empty beer cans,

a rusted chassis, and a small dead tree.

On a lawn chair in the backyard,

Jonah watched with
a happy eye

as small things passed.

The other roved for material.

He drew in circles on an irre
levant sketchpad,

built relations on menial chores.

On a lawn chair in his own backyard,

Jonah watched for seagulls from the coast,

drew round muscles on skeletal breastbone,

saw tim
e fall like sand, turn to concrete, and

pen laws against things that change.

Jonah, a child in a white-walled apartm
ent

playing house in empty rooms,

heard things he knew he should not hear.

From his lawn chair in his own backyard,

Jonah heard the call in his own voice,

saying charred and ruinous things,

things he himself could not have known.

Of course he ran. But the land didn't want him.

And the sailors didn't want him.

And the birds didn't want him.

And the water didn't want him.

Jonah wrote with
trembling hand

on soft, clay walls-they called him
names

after the tide washed the walls clean.

On a lawn chair in his backyard,

Jonah drank until he could drink no more,

until spring came, and he sought shade.

Alone, under the tree, Johan sketched

black and white
reproductions

and thought of a baleen prison

in the deep quiet of the sea.
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