
 

Uncle Harvey’s Airships  
 
It was the small cannon he built that impressed everyone 
in the neighborhood, forged barrel and nugget of lead  
 
golf ball-size—how he rolled it from the garage  
on Saturday mornings to wake the dead, 
 
booze-zombies, and sinners. What happens  
when imagination confronts the universe? 
 
Powder only, light blue smoke hovering 
close to the ground, slowly rising, crossing the street 
 
through the leaves, and around Gertie’s porch. The police  
car sniffed the cobblestone for what wasn’t right. 
 
One dull Wednesday afternoon when April’s chill  
subsided, as the last of the week’s rain washed down the street,  
 
he filled two dozen dry-cleaning bags with gas 
from the furnace, tied them off, set them free. 
 
One by one, dirigibles of laughter stopped traffic,  
news crews, school buses, the garbage man who looked up 
 
only to forget he was the garbage man. 
In her backyard—a woman hanging underwear 
 
on the clothesline on Newland Avenue—pulled a clothespin 
from her mouth as she watched the parade  
 
of black balloons, knowing for the first time 
there’s no controlling the world’s divine mysteries. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Visiting Secretariat in 1974     
   
While playing cribbage the other day, 
my brother reminded me of when our father 
  
took us to Claiborne Farms in Kentucky 
to see Secretariat, how he pointed to the horse  
 
standing thirty yards away in a pasture, alone, nibbling grass, 
amazed the grand champion would simply be grazing in the open. 
 
No other horses or people were around, just the quiet dew 
rising on the morning, slow rumble of our green Impala. 
 
As we leaned against the car, Secretariat bolted to the fence, 
but my father forbade us from approaching. 
 
He was in retirement. Secretariat was strong, 
running wildly up and down the fence 
 
for our attention, showing off his vigor and agility,  
wanting only a few apples to sweeten his morning. 
 
My father, I’m sure, talked about his Triple Crown. 
I’m sure I couldn’t have cared less. And then,  
 
the car ride to Pennsylvania, how irritated 
my father was that I ran down the slope of brush grass 
 
to Secretariat, ignoring his yelling, the calling of my name. 
I rubbed Secretariat’s muzzle, scratched behind his ears, 
 
thudded my hand on his thick neck, then fed him 
a Milky Way bar. I had forgotten all of this, remembering 
 
only what my brother told me, but I’m certain 
Secretariat loved the creamy nougat and caramel, 
 
how I crawled under the fence and rode him bareback 
for a few hundred yards, one last canter to the winner’s circle. 



 

Brook Trout Along the Ellijay River     
 
With acorns dropping through the widow-maker branches 
and bouncing to the ground, I scraped sparks  
from a magnesium bar. The glint, like speckled birds, 
flew across the kindling to catch and push back the frost line. 
 
Three brookies, not quite legal, slow roasted  
on a Pignut Hickory skewer. How deep into the woods 
is deep enough, I wondered, to be alone  
in the darkness and silence, to find myself,  
to hear what the world doesn’t want to give up. 
I warmed around the pit of coals, thinking 
how too many wounds still lie open. 
A meteor shower arched across the sky, a quiver of noise  
crunched in the brush beyond the trees, 
and then into camp, a black bear, unexpectedly, too thin 
to hunt, his nose eating the air for my meal. 
 
The bear wasn’t ready for winter, or me 
sitting behind the glow of fire  
he could not see through 
or the Montana Longbow sleeping on a log. 
My dozen poached trout could’ve landed me a few nights 
in the county jail, a hefty fine, not much  
to curb the onset of winter, just enough 
for this weekend. Maybe, in his weakness, 
I could have taken him, but it wouldn’t have been sporting 
to lay the ragged housecoat down with a Broadhead. 
 
The bear eyed the trout sizzling with butter 
and lemon-garlic, sat puzzled by the flame 
and how to fight the smolder on his paws, swatting 
the flickers as he reached into the hive of embers, 
pulled back by the sting of heat. From my cooler,  
I grabbed a brookie not much longer than my hand, 
tossed it through the fire to his feet, a miracle  
he must have thought, fish leaping out of flame, 
cold and fresh and gutted. 
 



 

When I had finished with the last fish, 
thrown farther away, toward the tree line, he saw me 
standing behind the fire, gold-glow and shadowed. 
I wondered if I appeared to him as an angel 
of the forest, some Promethean fishwife rising 
from the coals, or out of the deepest cave. 
 
And then, full of brook trout, but still famished, he rose 
on to his hindquarters. Out of the fire, the arrow struck. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


