“The Burning Question”

The fevered quest for green burns black:

      black like coal, black like oil, black like hearts, 

and the ink in my pen. So many ways to burn:

      bonfires, bullets, bombs—even a careless word.

(As a boy, I chased black ants over green blades 

       with a sunlit magnifying glass.  Their itchy trigger legs 

ran so fast until the sheen of their slender bodies went suddenly 


dull in the acetylene beam and ant-sized cough of smoke.

It wasn’t just play; from their games, boys make men.)

Now I drive-eat-drink-wear the Third World, and


send green overseas to a barefoot black child 

who plays in the ruddy earth, because I want 


to give him a life like mine. We all do our part.

And so the burning question is,

how much more must burn

before I stop and

question

?



