this poem is only a test

in this 

war happy country

that is the united states

in 2006 today,

i take emergency broadcasting system

warnings on TV and tornado testing

signals each first wednesday of the month

very seriously.

the other day,

i heard a screech, beeps and 

a voice comes over the TV in the other 

room and listened for a moment,

then went back to my sausage cooking.

more moments went by,

and i looked at my boy,

and walked towards the tv.

it wouldn't stop and the sounds

became more deep, and grave.

had bush invaded iran?

were the cubans falling out

of the sky for communist retributions?

did iraq lie the whole time

and they were coming?

was bin laden in my back yard

hiding beneath the kiddy pool?

as my boy and i looked into 

the tv screen,

a low pitched male voice was 

slowly, and deeply reading a 

perfunctory PSA announcement

as the darth vader voice gone 

wrong spooked me enough to 

stare at the TV as if it 

was Kennedy telling my father

to get into the proverbial 

bunker.

false alarm,

and we had to flee the

dark vocal chords flooding 

the bedroom with unwavering

doom.

the russians weren't invading.

we were safe for now.

we are safe now.

this whole rant

was only a test.
