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1.

It’s evening already.  While I’ve been at this screen

Outside the darkness has become utter.

2.

Seven years ago, in a plane above the Pacific,

Heading back from Cuba, I looked out through

The windows of light to go home to my new love

And spend my time there, not a few miles above the ground.

3.

I can conjure up my being trapped in a burning car

With my new bride knocked out in the crash,

Flying gasoline from the ruptured gas tank is falling

outside the car and on the hood (and I could hear it fall onto the roof – 

rain falling on the car’s roof and front hood –funny – it looks clear

and late-afternoon sky outside the car. The light that flashed on and

began to burn outside the car was actually beautiful.

4.

A ghost wind blows on the flames and

Makes them increase.  

5.

I split into two, one’s mouth screaming,

The other one’s hands moving swiftly 

Around the car’s cockpit looking for something

Else to try.

A silence falls between the two

More silent than all the oceans since

Time began.

6.

.

A large flaming crow dances

A fandango  on the hood of the burning car

Taps on the foot-claws drilling out a molten beat

Who would have guessed?  A regular farm crow

From Southern Illinois, here in California and hot.

7.

The clock is almost up.  When it bongs “time” we 

Turn to ash.  For over twenty years now, entering

That car the flames flickering late at night or as I am 

 walking down the street or talking to a loved one.

Everything becomes very simple.  It is flaming.  What can I try next?

How beautiful is our flame?

