The Void


By Albert Stimson

No poem can spring from emptiness:

no echos can resound.

Pure light, or total darkness

gives no contrast to the sound.

Within a total sameness

no patterns can arise.

A lonely chuckle without a friend

as hollow laughter dies.

Without a hint of sorrow,

joy you cannot know.

Good compared with better

can appear to be a foe.

Though change is sometimes painful,

lack of change is worse.

A crutch that seems a blessing

sometimes really is a curse.

