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Mark Young 

Postbellum 

 

The tree with the 

      white flowers 

was the last to 

come into bloom. He’d  

been out in the sun 

too long; now unable to 

accept that everything 

      should be able to be 

 

interpreted as parable.  

Montage, odalesque, 

fistula—the noises 

of artifice eroded the 

antechamber. He caught 

      them just before 

they fell apart. The white 

flowers were the last. 
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