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Never There

The brass rings that society

Holds up as still life goals

Are made of impropriety

Like stockings filled with coals.

Their purpose is to wafer guilt,

Cast shadows down the pews,

While dungeons ‘neath the churches built

Chain limbs with twisted screws.

Though Earthly needs and Heaven’s creeds

Spin round and up and down,

The spectral lights of painted steeds

Suck cash from town and gown.

The living and the dead take turns,

Cast dice for every meal,

That offers hope through flesh that burns,

Yet helps partakers feel.

The Muse is but a silent call

That strangles words to tongue:

It’s slower than a mountain’s crawl,

Yet swift as tombstones strung.

A month of seasons raining fate

And tilling clods of earth,

Makes loving time a wistful gate,

A battlefield of mirth.

My walking and my sitting

And my sleeping while at work

Pretend to help my fitting 

In: white happiness berserk.

This “Mother May I” game of chance

(a children’s play it’s said)

Heaps stones and bones from lidless glance,

Spreads joy of pointless dread.

It’s majesty of terror

Holds a cup of bleeding eye,

While stock rooms filled with error

Make the boardrooms question why.

I wonder at persistence

And persist in wondering,

While cruelty begs resistance

To Earth’s present thundering.

If dangers weren’t a constant charm,

Like scissors, paper, rock,

We’d find a way to shelter harm

And bolster key and lock.

While flowers bloom and cradles groom

And hope spreads feasts of Eden,

All targets for life’s words of doom

Stay dressed for flocks we’re feedin’.

But messages life brings to us

Were never meant for knowing;

There is no driver on this bus,

No place to where we’re going.

