
Like th
e natio

n, the
three

a.m. b
us spl

its:

two pa
rts of t

he sam
e arm

. My h
eadph

ones

hug m
y neck

like a
dog co

llar. Th
e city

outsid
e this

windo
w blurs i

nto a r
ash

stream
of wed

ded lig
ht. Irid

escen
ce. He

artbre
ak

on my
mind,

and fo
r what

holy re
ason?

No wo
man to

throw
me ou

t of he
r life

in yea
rs, but

the las
t pale,

sad th
ing I w

itness
ed

was tw
o youn

g men
killing

a crow
for spo

rt.

It was
inglori

ous. P
erched

, lovel
y on it

s

phone
pole a

t first,
then it

s soft
nosed

ive

to the
earth.

The d
ark an

gel, ar
med w

ith ligh
t,

will for
ever m

use m
y drea

ms of
one de

ath

in Las
Vegas

, and n
one to

claim
the de

ed.
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