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For too long the view’s
been too wide, the eye ranging
too far out— past

desiccated rice fields
and cracked beds thick with
star thistle, clear

to the broken spine
of the Coast Range. When,
that is, the intervening

sky wasn’t cut by
smoke or dust rising from
wind we liked to

think was the stirring
of long-gone herds or kids
kicking a ball around.

Dry thunder rumbled
occasionally, teasing from
the northern horizon.

We stopped soon
enough turning our heads.
Today the rain, and

I can’t see beyond
the edge of the train yard.
This time [ mistake

the nearing thunder
for a freight rolling through,
shaking the mirror of

water and dazzling
a skunk that’s slipped under
the neighbor’s fence

without asking
to drink at the hole where
a peach tree was.
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