Driving home

I remember last night:  I am listening 

to the radio driving home 
from the airport, 

turn it off; turn it on again,

turn it off: bosniahaitinorthern

irelandbloodandkilltotals; in the 

silent dark, going north on 101, lights slide by on 

either side of me, lighted ghosts, a hiss.

I reach the Petaluma East Washington 

turnoff, exit right, then left

at the end-of-exit T onto East Washington.

I settle into the quiet one-road drive 

west all the way to the ocean.  

The green cityscales fall away as I drive, 

leaving Petaluma, the country in

full darkness setting in, the radio off.  

At times, full fog surrounds the car; 

the road becomes obscure.  I slow way 

down, knowing deer could wander onto the 

road in this and, hearts beating in all 

of us,  I couldn't see them.  

The road out to the ocean becomes long, 

late, going in and out of thick fog, 

going slow then fast then slow.

Sometimes my headlights fill with floating 

whiteness as insubstantial as a dream.  

All evening and in my dreams and waking through the 

night I keep seeing the same face.  Waves and whitecaps 

roll in one after another without ceasing.  All night, 

the big falling whitecaps hit the sand with a boom. 

