
The Firelight

A spark found in the eyes of old lovers 

Or new strangers causes it 

The little flame sputters and is helpless to all but itself 

Sometimes unwanted, sometimes prayed for, it grows and glows

Embers of every life start this way, a smoldering in the pine needles

Nurturing and tending the little burning 

We become stronger and feel our aliveness grow

As we consume the world around us

We learn about it and the nature of our heat

As we grow closer, logs are added and the blaze rises 

Sputtering and popping in the dark sky

Young fires brought together light up the night again and again

New fires from the sputters and pops spring to life

Following the same path as their parents 

Time passes and the embers grow and glow 

As the flames become from red to blue 

A main log rolls off the fire living and dying alone 

More brilliant, bright images in the embers

Red clouds on the ground where the faces change to castles and back again

More warmth than light now our fire has lost its fuel and no one tends it

Grey and cooling in the late life mist, the beauty turns to ash with such surprising speed 

Cold and black the spot where we once lit this life is barren save for the ashes and 

All the while, I loved you.

