
A Blue Tarp Christmas, 2005



not much rhymes in this one.



[ Copyright by Jim M. Pierce, 2005-2010. All Rights Reserved. ]



[ background music: alternating; jazzy, snazzy, 

blusey, happy, newsy, choosy ]



earlier this year it started out small,

just a collection of thunderstorms and random clouds.



It became a category 5 hurricane named Katrina.



It ripped apart lives, homes, cars, busses, buildings,

roads, bridges, airplanes, boats, and reputations.



You can hear their lament,

if you listen,

to someone other than pundits on telly,

and don't listen to those reporters,

who land at the airport in Gulfport,

drive over to Biloxi,

and act like there are no other towns,

or poor down here,

except in Biloxi or New Orleans.



There are lots of small towns,

all over down here,

most reporters ignore them and their plight.



But one thing I hear over and over,

and this is the one true thing,

all they want for Christmas,

is a roof over their heads,

no blue roof tarp on it,

working lights,

both home and traffic,

their jobs back,

and their loved ones home.



But some will never come home,

they are missing or dead,

some companies are leaving,

after claiming they will never leave,

they must be looking for another home place,

where the weather doesn't roam,

and the skies are clear all day and night.



Not gonna happen,

weather is everywhere.



Even if they went to the Earth's Moon,

and I have heard,

many a word,

some folks want the abandoners to go there,

the lunar surface gets solar storms.



So you cannot avoid the weather,

you can talk about it,

and predict it,

but you cannot escape it.



We thank the volunteers,

we thank you all for the help we have received,

we are trying to put our lives back together,

and we will keep our eyes on the weather.



[ exeunt ]

