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                                   MGM Grand
I drove by often

But perhaps never as early as on that day

In an old delivery truck, loaded with paint buckets, supplies, and my invoices,

I chose my path to go right passed the grand hotel

I was three weeks in but still green at my job, and as

the stick shift rumbled and grinded, I plodded along.
Up Flamingo Road, then a left...("hurry now")

I was due at the Mirage Motel

But it had already started

And though the air was cool with calmness and not yet calamity,

the evidence of nature's tricks was already blistered upon that day

From mere wire sparks, birthed flames too hungry to console

and too able to resist what is right and what is pure

It swept up, taking lives, memories, hopes and such promise
as it rushed blindly through unrepentant

This monster inside, aflame in smoke and soot exhaling swiftly,

rising and filling through the airshafts and the voids

The death-cloud rose up, story by story and squeezed out the air and the life

of god's perfect little sleepers, 87 in all,

who deserved only the same things we all wish for in dreams,

but who ended as poor dead, covered and carted from a funhouse, that palace,

a tomb in which they had lived so briefly
The early morning was alive as I watched it unfold through the glass and the mirrors

The full sun sprouted cleanly like a fresh flower replacing the last

In this city, sun and fun is reliable, even on a November day

I saw the waves of happy, smiling people milling about the streets to and from

All strangers to me, but sharing so much together and with everything I am
Visiting vacationers, conventioneers, the locals, enjoying the start of the day

Families, retirees, young lovers and children

Cranky old men and blue-haired aged ladies...and so many others

The sweet and the sunny, from side to side and corner to corner

and equaled by the thousands who by choice or fate were inside

Just people like us, people like you and like me

The cruel gift of their placement the only separation

So, that's how most of them went

At rest in their beds with peace in their heads

Alone, unaware, and in dreams no doubt kissed by a sun

they would not see again

But in that truck, I passed by on my own business,

guarded from the horror and details for hours

And today, I still watch things through windows and mirrors

Though I am no surer of safety and simply go on like most people do
I remember the hundreds of times that I passed by that grand lion’s den

or had been inside having my fun and good days

And I remember how I came in and out of the Mirage Motel

three times that November morning, and so often since that fire down the road

I also remember yesterday

And I, like you, have awoken today
