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Pray

Pray, young man, pray for love and

Kindness which is betrothed by

Our consciousness.  In my geniuses live 

Mazes; masquerading among the paths

Minds are lost.


Search endless groves covering 

Doorways – somewhere reflected white

Tries finding its lost souls.  Shouldered 

Heavily wandering lonely streets, he pushes
Locked doors gently.


Tap-tapping cold slabs I listen

For intimacy – the sounds of disquiet.

Laying down Holy-ward knees tremble

Next to posts.


Rolling seclusion densely cold
Closes in on freedom, shutting the pathway

To light.  Stuttering madness he finds his 

Keys and roads are paved more forever.

