wind = god ; god = wind

the wind was ripping

around the errant bags

and thousands of hairs

on heads last week

as the mystery continued to go 

unsolved.

with no visible beginning,

and a more vague end,

the winds tore through this

town like a flunky tornado

with something left to prove

and no ocean around here to 

prove it on.

the window panes roared,

tree branches were growling

under pounds of heavy strain,

as the invisible mystery came

through and told a story.

i liken all this tough wind,

and the tiny breeze,

to the unknowing of god.

we don't see it,

know when it began,

and when it gets loud and heavy,

we finally wonder how it came,

or why it came,

and how we could diagnose

each time the loud breath arrives.

your personal jesus

may very well be the 

ducts of wind tearing over

your cloth,

making your loins think

about something other than

sleep, or dinner,

or a small, wet 

mandarin orange.
