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A Boy Gels Jolted at The Franklin Institute, 1976

The shadow box contained a slithering of glassy eels,

a mineral called “fulgunite,” the legend read. Shocked quartz.
Stone lightning. Like something Ben might once

have caught with kite and key but dug up from the dirt,

instead. As if Jove's thunderbolt had pulverized a loud-mouthed morta]
into treaks and streaks of pebbled crystal, I decided,

with all those tales from Mrs. Glaser’s class on Greece

and Rome aflutter in the showcase of my head. Did I stumble on
those bone-like rhizomes when my mother made me take

a sclence course in town, on Saturdays, to get me out from underfoot?
[ gawked at a finger-smudged vitrine that whispered
Just to me about the javelins of cloud-spawned force,

far hotter than the surface of the sun, that sometimes smite a beach
and trigger silica to sinter, vitrify, and fuse, forging
gritty dendprites in the sand to cool. They can penetrate

for yards beneath the soil —the label added

as a bonus fact. Then eons passed before another squall exposed

the chthonic wound, a ramifying splat of electricity

elver rasping at her breast.
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