
© Providence College 
 

The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 

The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 

for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 

THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 

 
Volume 2 | 1993 

After the Weather 
Mary A. Koncel 

 

brought to you by COREView metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk

provided by DigitalCommons@Providence

https://core.ac.uk/display/56325193?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1


Mary A. Koncel 

AFTER THE WEATHER 

Yesterday a man was sucked out of an airplane over the blue 
tipped mountains of Bolivia. He didn't cry "emergency." He didn't 
buzz the stewardess. He just dropped his fork, opened his mouth, and 
let the wind gather him inch by inch. 

The other passengers agreed. This was real life, better than the 
movie or chicken salad. They leaned out of their seats, envying the 
man, arms and legs spread like a sheet, discovering raw air and the 
breath of migrating angels. 

Below, an old peasant woman beat her tortilla. She never dreamed 
that above her a man was losing his heart. Perhaps she was a barren 
woman and, when he landed, she'd say, "Yes, this is my son, a little 
old and a little late, but still my son." 

And the man, he thought of wind and flocks of severed wings, then 
closed his eyes and arched himself again. He didn't understand. His 
head began to ache. He understood Buicks, red hair, the smell of day 
old beer. But not these clouds, this new, white sunlight, or the fate of 
a man from Sandusky, Ohio. 
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