Dwell in Safety  


Why do you live willingly in the path of hurricanes? 

someone upstate asked. My town juts into the ocean 

twenty miles from the Gulf Stream. After Floyd 

flooded inland rivers, I say with faith, No place 

is safer than the beach to face wind and water, 

because high tide ebbs back to sea. 

Hurricanes go where they want.

After I left Asheville, two storms dumped 

four feet of rain. Mud slid down a mountain 

and buried a couple who had fled to high ground 

when three hurricanes flattened their Florida home. 

No place is safe. The scary part is waiting. 

Isabel approached the coast, blowing 150 miles an hour, 

which would flattened Beaufort, 

force growing more than double with speed, 

As the barometer dropped, I hauled the boat from the dock; 

moved porch chairs to the shed; bought batteries. 

Heart-sick, I said, "Not here. Please, someplace else." 

On the Outer Banks, folks would tie themselves to trees, 

in case the house floated away. 

Afraid to be stranded on a highway, I stayed put, 

alone in my dark house, plywood boarding the windows. 

Nine feet above sea level– the ants marched inside 

as water rose a block away. At the eye, 

at the depth of low pressure, 

my ribs and wrist, once broken, ached.

I slept deep, air sucked out of my lungs. 

Isabel landed twelve miles east, 

crossed Core Sound, hit Davis and Stacy

at 110, with a wall of water ten feet high 

five feet deep in two hundred homes. 

After flood tide receded, on my way to scrub mud 

along the road downeast were 

refrigerators, mustard-plaid sofas, 

spray-painted FEMA numbers, carpets ripped out 

but mildew in floors and walls forever.

"Deflect, deflect," I'd said. But, when I ask 

for fear and pain and loss to steer clear, 

the storm may hit my neighbor. 

As I pray to dwell in safety, I should ask instead 


for grace



to handle whatever happens.
