The Road Of Souls

Passing entities of light pervade my being

In singularity the message over and over

Assault my core with this fault now seeing

Cement this my soul that could not be lower.

Held to the side with the captive judged

By an unseen tether holding fast,

The relentless stream of accusers trudged

Down the Road of Souls toward the distant past.

Like the many car lights on a bent highway

That draws to the distance in the dark of night,

Winding ghosts pronouncing flaws they say

Will return you to body a chance to make right.

By Eric Johnston

November 20, 2002
