After the Great

Berkeley-Oakland Hills

Fire

Will the planet come closer? will we? what will come to pass in the night? we wake from dreams and see the shadowed ceiling and wonder what will it be what has it been (what we thought it was, wasn't after all) and what we think it is now is probably not as it seems -- except we know we are alive because we are breathing and if we are old enough and in those periods of time, we can reach out and put an arm around the warm one asleep next to us, or, if this is not that time, we can lie and wonder and know the stars are moving forward in the heavens above and the night  (all around us and our loved ones) has its own caresses too.   And if we've spent time around the world and have loved ones on other parts of this planet, we know that they are up and moving through their day while we move through our night, each watching the cradle while the other sleeps. And what we know and what we knew and what we shall know is up in perfect spheres high in the lighted brain, dancing before us and in us and under us and behind us, the microbes, the meanings, the ghosts (those lies and specters that whisper without end), the fun-house mirrors, the words which spin upon their vowels and make wind and water to embarass meaning which has gone out the window with the moon which is rising in the sky as we lie there, wondering how long life will last and why it has to end at all and why those we love do not necessarily love us back and if this is a dream, then what is waking?  And that cloud of smoke rising endlessly into the sky, rolling  up into the utter blackness beyond the stars, that smoke which has swallowed the trees and the houses and the flowers and some people and hundreds of thousands of beings and all their hopes and so much we all had clung to, our assumptions that these hills were forever.  And now part of this forest neighborhood we love is gone, part of our hearts are white ash, like the past, like the very end.

