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Some sit here mouths sewn . . .
Some sit here mouths sewn

As the wash brushes theirs as red-foam;

Oblivious to bestrewn flailing arms

They try to avoid th’enemies’ deadly harms.

Deep entrenched feet slide further down
Like birds in a monsoon do fail to confound.

A million death-pills soar slower than nought

And side-step with duck-low that which they taught.

Luck lies low on this day and hides from view,

Failing to steal needed time to play its game too;
She just sits and watches the mad pass slowly by,

Their blood-ridden bodies and souls beginning to fly.

