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People, once I’m gone, who read my poems, 

Perhaps you’ll wonder just what sort of man

I was and look for evidence in tomes

Of what I wrote, to find my lifelong plan.

Confused he was, you’ll say- agnostic too.  

He searched for answers that he never found.

He wrote about the soul as on a shoe.

His flotsam theories always ran aground.

His fractal though was fractured to the core,

His thoughts on time not timeless, out of sync,

His histories his stories, things of lore,

His sonnets didn’t dance so much as slink.

But I knew more than you, my judge, have heard,

Though much is lost because I lacked the words.

