afternoon tornado alarms 

shout through the sunlight

towards all our innocent

ears as if a test

is something you have

to be prepared for.

everyone is walking 

around calmly,

nice coordinated drives

between the yellow lines

as the sound of the 

rotating horn comes over

the trees and 

down through our water

spouts of what the

sirens of titan 

are to sound like if

mother nature decides

we have fucked it up

down here.

and the look of panic

is no where to be found

as the rotating sound 

comes closer, louder,

while groups of school 

children look up towards

their studious teachers 

and ask,

'WHAT'S THAT SOUND?'

and the adults, teachers 

alike, come back with a 

very smart, unemotional,

'OH, IT'S JUST A TEST'

and gloss on over to

the next calm subject

rampaging through their

well groomed heads as 

tufts of eye brows look

like the tornado has already

hit.
