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THE STORM
Lucille B. Reigle

Had this fluttering element
A way of knowing
I wished to be enchained briefly
To be free!
I had locked the door
In the evening
But I need not as the White Giant
Gently leaned against it
Holding me captive without a key.

As I gazed upon my neighbors
Marooned in his enormous white sea
I think he tried to say:
“Could you with pen
Or friends with brush
Create a facsimile of this?”’
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