Death March

By Albert Stimson

Everywhere,

People avert their eyes

As they pass,

Stiff and afraid.

I think they are bound

For the gallows.

Tuh-tuh-Tum.  Tum.  Ttttttttttt.

Tuh-tuh-Tum.  Tum.  Ttttttttttt.

We all are.  The trick

Is not to mind it.

You have done

Nothing wrong.

No angry mob

Crowds your path.

You can open

Your eyes.

The march passes

Through a forest.

Don’t even think

Of escape!  Look around:

Thorns and wild beasts.

Look again,

Closer to the path:

Flowers everywhere.

Light dances in the trees.

You once ran this path,

Wanting to see more.

Now you slow,

Claiming you miss less,

But you are secretly

Just afraid of the end.

Don’t you know that in here,

The faster you run, the longer

You take to arrive?

Don’t worry!

Learn to love deeply,

And when the last bend comes,

You will run with your arms outstretched,

Like a child learning to fly.

