The Dead Languages of the Wind
When the storm is here we know no other season, and cannot think of a time when it did not chase us from our dreaming. We’d wander outside buildings, look up at the translucent dome, its ovoid shape made real by the particulate matter in the whipping wire-brush winds. But the day comes when the winds settle, and the sky turns a shade of blue seen on Earth, and one can go outside the dome, see the wind damage on ruins, and wonder how these early generations survived. And we remember to a time when we heard the heavens sizzle, like rain falling on the power lines of our youth. We thought the dome shield was failing. How we all gathered, held hands, started to pray, like our ancestors presumably did, these people gone forever except for what they left behind: the ruins stretched out beyond our reckoning, graves scattered on hillsides, graffiti, dental work, knee and hip replacements, the scrapbooks and cancer wigs. We know the storm will resume again, but we take a moment to look at the scratch marks on these ruins, the dead languages of the wind.
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