Possessions


Not a human,


With ever changing ways and unsubtle behaviors


Predictable, however,


Understandable in its inanimate ways


Afraid of a harmful tone or opinion

When spoken, things are mistaken

A breech in a makeshift beaver dam begins to grow.

Together, tying one to another,


The world left it, unfulfilling a promise


A tired old dream left on the shelf, 

Screaming as consumers silently pass by


It appears as is, neither nice nor naughty


For your convenience

A way for you to see, to be used in one way only,


However when ignored,


A sting upon a conscience so severe


The breech in the makeshift beaver dam grows


I hold to it dearly, not for want of eyes or others opinions


A dark cloud grows for not wanting to know,


The possessions left untouched, unscathed, unharmed


Are left like missiles waiting to launch.


So I hold to them closely for they are not in want or need


But for only to be used as a convenient thing

We have something in common and will be used

In the right time or place, a wisdom found by only a few.


Silently I stand on the curb watching a truck pass me by.


Perfect in every angle, curve and edge. 


I see a man come through the door of the building to my left


I look away rather than to make eye contact


For eyes have a way of showing distaste or hate.


It’s not right to stare, no, but possessions created 

For one thing and that is to be looked at.

I appear to see the man and I look into his eyes I see all his flaws

And his perfections. 

