Christopher Bernard

Haiku for a Catastrophe

Wnter. | renenber
a fishing boat perched, |ike a toy,
on a hill, snow falling

on a wounded ani mal ,
Its conpanion by its side
until 1t is still.

Hammered seafloor.
The ocean lifts a huge sleeping
arm.

A village wakes up
from its afternoon nap
In a sea, dark as night.

A little old man
turns to a little old woman,
but both have disappeared.

A single earring.
A doll dressed in seaweed.
A wedding band. Soldiers” calls.

Apple cores, nuclear cores,
cores of truth-~
they melt like candles.

And the earth shakes again
like a rattle iIn the hands
of an infant king.

““Hoo-ey! Hoo-eey! Hoo-
ey!” he blares like a klaxon
over the iron sea.

The dol | opened its eyes
(the back corner, near the w ndow
t hen sank



back, gazing toward
t he sky. Kill memory
before 1 too drown in the black tide.

The Hardest Thing

Bet ween water and air and stone,

bet ween the clouds and the cloudy |ight,
between our lips (they wll not sing

till we have cone to the prom sed endi ng,
enbracing), there’s no space, no |light.
Still, we nust break one day, ny own.

We do not know when it nust cone,
our parting, though we know it nust.
Just as we did not know our making.
Yet, we are here. W stand in a ring
| i ke dancers in an old fol k dance,
bow and dance and in circles run.

Hardest is not to die, ny |ove,
hardest to feel for the end no fear,
hardest is to know the thing.

Hardest is to live, ny darling.

| tell nyself this till | hear

the teasing refrain, if never enough:

“The hardest thing is |ove.”

| promsed | would hold the |ight

and let it soothe ny cold, wecked heart
W th sweetness of your mnd, the king

of despair thus vanqui shing.

Take ny hand. Hold it tight.

W are all we have agai nst the night.

Love, love is the hardest thing.
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