To Amy, leaving for college; I think of you as



I'm driving the Volkswagen up the Ashby hill, passing the tower of the white Clarement Hotel, rising above where the Avenue becomes Tunnel Road.  Shafts of strong late afternoon sun's


light fall down through the open sunroof and paint bright white the turning wheel, white my hands upon it. Suddenly, I am thinking how the sun must
have looked to the original animals on their first 

days below the waters upon this earth, how they must have long looked up through the deep and ancient waters and seen something light flickering above, how, on that first morning as they climbed, 

one foot after another, up onto the dry land, how the sun must have warmed them, how they must have felt the dazzing yellow above shined just for them. Sunlight floats in this front window.  Bright 

green bushes flow by on either side. You begin in your mind to pack with your favorite things the first suitcases.  Some birds rise from the tree branches and begin to wing toward you with white 

flowers in their beaks.  Other birds, 

bright green, blue, red, begin singing 

for you in the tall trees, for it is morning 

and, again, the first day of the world.


