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Heart-Beat
Scourging deep, veins crumble under

Pressure from profligate blood; depravity

Condemns desperation – how sapient

It seems diluted in breath.

Addictions ascend too numerous;

Blood flows faster in the

Weak, biting hard against
Affliction: hold out for peace.

Pushing hard for the shot of joy,

Releasing cares.  Injections
Hurt no longer but flowing

Spikes pain never more.

Lost amongst the quiet:

Dead feet amidst the grey,

Pure, gravel hears life

Harnessing none among Her ship.

