Blue Sheet of Glass

Sometimes I like driving slow

Listen to the radio

I wonder is this really happening

Turn it up roll down the windows 

A painted picture begins to unfold

An illustration of the past in my rear view

Sit down, this will knock your knees

2 children in a drowning car

Who knew their parent’s life could be this hard

Embrace the bridges railing

The dad unbuckled his seat belt, prayed

The impact shattered his skull and the kids could taste their parent’s blood 

The surface once again grew calm and their death was hidden under a blue sheet of glass

Back at home, chained up, the choke collar singes their dog’s neck

Circling in the sand smelling his own burning flesh

Night comes, relief from the warrior sun

He longs to see his owner, lick his youthful face

