Spiritless Reminiscence

From distant sea, breeze stirs the placid air,
As snow melts in deep pools of acid rain.
By a murky shade cast, leaves that lie there,
The chosen mark for a forgotten claim.

A subtle wind makes far branches shudder,
Just blades of grass shield weeds now overgrown.
A thickened mist creeps to ground uncovered,
Time took a toll upon this single stone.

Across the endless countryside and sky,
He saw a lonely sycamore did stand.
This tree remembered a piércing cry,
From twin Great Pipes held in unsteady hands.

A pulse of light in shifting firmament,
And thunderous din while foreign tears fall.
His near tempest provided no relent,
Instead it brought out a waited for call.

Each twelve months passed the birds of steel he'd hear,
Their haunting song through valleys of rice.
This ritual performed every year,
Ceremony for his long passéd life.

Under white cross sits an empty tomb,
In no grave does his maiméd body lie.
Clutching so close, the object of his doom,
Maggot filled smile, whispering a sigh.

And his hollow sockets still gaze into,
That tattered, bloodstained,
His red, white, and blue.

