
poetic fire 
 

just at that moment 

of last burning, 

when final heat is  

about to shuffle 

down to embers, 

one last spark flares 

at sleep’s edge; 

the hand reaches 

for pad and pen 

because there is no rest 

on a cool pillow 

when the mind is  

still alight; 

and the body shifts 

with fiery breaths 

not yet extinguished. 
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