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Advent Fire 

By Chris McDonnell 

(To Jim Forest* in celebration of many years of friendship) 

The silent ballet of snowflakes 
swirl ing under s treet lights 
and a long bus journey up the Hudson Valley. 

The movement of memory, that 
long journey from 'fifty nine 
since exchanging letters, getting a lift on 

the way, till now. A new time in 
another place, this second day 
in December, damp and dark, is an anniversary 

of that first fire. There in a cinder block 
bui lding, high in the woods, 
distant from brothers' prayer-sung voices, 

flames flared. Some thirty fi ve years on, 
his words still drift and 
dream in our unending dialogue with silence. 
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