The Puzzle

By Albert Stimson

I stare at a white paper

as if it is a mirror.

Puzzle pieces lie scattered

on the floor.  I am the puzzle.

Sometimes I cannot comprehend

the order that comes from what I do not see.

Stop trying to make sense.  Sometimes the source of truth

can only be glimpsed by accident, out of the corner of the eye.

The last piece is missing.  The eye pretends,

fills in the gap.  The head still searches for perfection.

