White teeth

She lives in a house surrounded by white teeth. The sound on the roof
could be rain. A dragonfly nearing a gas station where the attendant
smokes while pumping gas is an omen, an assurance that dragons will
return, their scales a rattling subway train, their wings a flapping carnival
tent. They will strike, as lightning once did, at the earth’s mantle, breaking it
to reveal a molten core, waking bears from hibernation. No one will be
able to sleep, but we’ll survive, she tells us, the skulls of newborns will still
tuse, people will find themselves on volcanic land masses surrounded by
unopened boxes. And the rain’s hard knuckles will beat us down. The signs

are all around us.
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