As the first black train, boxcar doors nailed shut

-  To Nagasaki

As the first black train, 

boxcar doors nailed 

shut, 

turned toward AuchwitzBergenBelsenDachau, 

the immense metal door at the end of the modern age 

swung open; then, with the sun-fire above Hiroshima, 

the door began to swing closed; and, as Nagasaki 

flew up into the air and disappeared in the 

all-consuming flames, the door at the end 

of the modern age slammed shut with

a shriek that shook the world, pulverized 

the old answers, and set off grinding echoes which still 

enter our deepest dreams and set fires around the world:

Us falling onto hot sand, some post-post-modern desert, 

the possibility, after all, of no promised land

