Cover

Like the mole out its hole seeking food

Or the wren leaving loft its protection now gone,

I step out of security uncomfortably wooed

By this hat covering courage I didn’t know I had on.

It’s a bitter pill to be labeled a coward

Denied the Gates due this sorrowful state,

But back to the body and now empowered

With new insight to character and to life’s fate.

Blow wind, blow and tip off this cover

So that courage can flourish within these bones

I’ve no interest in returning over and over

To the backless existence this character owns.
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