Perfection


By Albert Stimson

Perfection, all-encompassing ideal,

I followed to the very end of time.

Well locked in step, no second’s breath I’d steal,

Nor ever stretch a word to make it rhyme.

And oh, for every thing to have its place,

And every flower never wilted be,

No sign of age or blemish on one’s face,

No thing unseen, no thing unfit to see.

No wish un-granted, nothing feared or craved,

No traps for souls, and no need to be saved.

No saviors, martyrs, poets, no depraved minds,

Driven by their internal demons to write, for their respite, 

Such compelling, poignant lines.

