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FIRE SCORCHES BLACK GROOVES  

fire scorches black grooves 
along the grain of the wood 
 
we call it heart 
for lack of words 
 
as we watch fascinated by burnings 
and burns and when we ask ourselves 
 
do not have a clue about what went on 
and how to touch  
 
what has never been touched                                                                                                                                                                   
we watch the willow shake soul 
 
to shape we momentarily see a vision 
that is always out of reach  
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