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BEVERLY BURCH

Apologia 
for Exposed 

Roots
 

. . . give them beauty for ashes,  
The oil of joy for mourning. 

Isaiah 61:3

Forgive me, how I am ravished 
 by the blossoming face of others’ disasters. 

I never meant to step outside and feel awe 
 but after the explosion that killed forty strangers 
the sky bled a vein of jade and indigo.
 
The day a firestorm feasted on hillside homes
 I felt a smack of reverence as noon sun 
turned red and crippled gods appeared 
 in the spiky architecture of blasted oaks. 
 
Demiurge. Maker who buckled me this way
 to cataclysm, must want me to keep looking.
A land mine bares a filigree of exposed roots. 
 A tsunami thumps open the sea’s body 
like an egg. 

Not to stand and gawk but see it all:
 and to know it’s about pain. 

Forgive me. I seek apertures for grace,
 even a small fracture. 
Otherwise it’s just shrieking. Like a dog slammed
 by a pickup, left in the road bloody. 
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