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Troubled Mind

Have you told him that we 

Have no tap for his need which 

Seemed more dire so early in the year?

Does he know about the train which takes

Him furthest from whom he seeks?
His face now distorts in

Murky waters passing quiet ‘neath this

Track.  Blackest crop lives through

All, changing coloured leaves surrounding

Our world.

Has he tasted the pear nectar, sweetly

Following acclaimed shadow?  Walking circles

He is lost within whom we know.  Faraway

Help; slow journey steal.

Chasing footsteps through fields he

Clutches empty spaces, following amongst them.

Satin cloth drenches spare air around, concealing

Amoral

Coves.  

Has he heard of scented trees growing

Sans life, pushing roots further into his past?

Find them now, we must say, discover them

Before darkness belittles knowledge.
