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The Keepers and the Hive


My Destiny awaits; I am not done thriving, I spent too little time truly flourishing, While all my focus was on just surviving. But the final end will come ultimately, And I shall harbor no remorse for it. The legacy of suffering and insanity Is a shadow I shall banish and forget.

Let me share my beauty with the world now, Now that you’ve seen my sharp and deep critiques Of systems that I always wished to change; When my deepest inner voice begins to speak. Let me share my beauty, too, for all to see, Before it is too late to send it forth, If ever my vision should begin to fade.

One day when I am too old to type And can't recall the name of my beloved city, I'd like to leave a final legacy of beauty, Not merely a face that once was resplendent.

***
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You have your heavy, gilded vault of bars, Your trove of jewels, collected from the stars. I hope these can keep you company When my name is finally called and mentioned. You abandoned me for material splendor, And never dared a single coin to tender. You chose instead to flaunt your lavish fortune, Instead of choosing kinship and a friend. But I shall be surrounded by those who love me When my time on Earth will ultimately end. I hope your gold provides you solace when embraced, I hope your viral tweets shall ever trend. I will leave behind my legacy for the masses, While your cold, fixed pride will never bend.

***
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The cold, lifeless flicker of the TV set, It does not keep me warm, nor feed the soul; It cannot heat the house, nor cook the food, But our generation vainly claims to do things well, Than the ancestral ways of communal fire, The long-lost way of a clansman's shared desire, The wisdom of the hearth and dining near. My generation flaunts its cold superiority, But my generation suffers from such solitude, And lonely people do not value other men, Lonely people with self-destruction in their moods. But once in the past, a fireplace burned bright, It was not a lifeless glow, but living light.

***
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The lethal sin of Acedia is a liar, It seems so innocent, a vassal of the seven, It seems quite harmless, To simply idle and seek no exertion, But a life lived purely at rest brings such perversion, The largest man of ancient history was slight, Now children fear infarction in the night. It is not only the visage that can count, And the satiated learn to love their comely features, But we never should forget our mortal viscera.

***
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My baby had a singular intent, when I was eighteen, Born barely four months after my nineteenth day. I would not dare to feel so alone that way, I was too young and too afraid. His father, a provider with comely attributes, My child would never go to bed hungry; My child would not look misshapen like a mutant, But I would never be alone in my retreat. The ambition of a teenager is rarely moral, It takes time to learn a better philosophy, But when he was five years old, I knew he was no longer a mere comfort, Nor was I a child just with a doll to keep. He was a person, an independent soul, He had feelings, desires, and his own ideas, And I felt so ignorant that I did not foresee this role, I could not be the one to impede his independent spirit, So I left him with his father's tender care, And I chose to walk away from there, And tried to face the terror of being alone.

***
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I must apologize for debts I now recall, Or solemn promises I broke through fear. I held the very best of intentions dear; I looked toward what the world should truly be, Rather than facing the harsh possibilities. I was forty before I knew other people disregard daydreams, They would rather watch the football on their screens, Than contemplate the world that never was. I especially dedicate this to Little Rose, Little Rose, who worked where I worked long ago, She lent me money two decades ago, I owe her so much more than I can say, And I promised repayment on a certain day, But I was a fool to make such empty claims, I predicted income to repay her name, But I was never correct in my presumption. And now that I have the money to send forth, I don't know where to find her on this Earth. Her real name is "Little Rose," and let it stand, And if she ever reads this in the end, I want her to know: I was the foolish friend.

***
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My mother did what she could with what she owned, When I was thirteen, I bemoaned the jacket's denim, I was lamenting that my glasses were plastic, not glass, I cried out that my toys were passed down from other children. I was never satisfied unless she followed my mandate, If I demanded a purple blanket, not indigo, I was a despot, and I never knew why she seemed to see me weep, I did not know why she was arrayed against my wants. I was forty when my mother came to call one day, She asked why my brush was on the polished floor. I looked to where her finger was aimed, It was not a hair brush, But a whisk-broom and a small, gray dustpan. I asked if she had suffered a bump on her head, She had not suffered any bumps. She had worn the same poor glasses for forty years, Her eyes would wane with age, her sight diminish. She sacrificed her sight to give me the best since I was born.

***
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I shall lament my children until my end, They hear mixed signals, thinking I contend. But few disclosures are entirely whole, Not every viewpoint can possess the soul.

I sense an elephant's ear, through a small aperture, My close companion seeks its true nature. I detail the texture, but its form I missed, Thus many declare me entirely dismissed.

Another reaches through, and grasps a soft tail, The immense creature moved, beyond the pale. But I shall champion the ear eternally still, While others examine the tail with their own will.

No single soul perceives the beast entire, Nor understands the whole of the burning fire. I hold my fragment of the scene I knew, A partial truth is honest, if it is true.

My children have not reached the needed age, To know our visions differ on life’s vast stage. The fault of this lesson will rest upon me, As it was my own life’s responsibility.

I'll mourn their absence through my future years, And hold the self-reproach for all my fears. Yet I will pray they glean the essential law, You cannot perceive what others saw, Before their own offspring unearth the same flaw.

***
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My father passed in March of twenty twenty-five, Yet decades past, my older children thought him not alive. My final, youngest child, a different path he trod, He knew my father well, a blessing from our God.

Where I reside, I gaze upon the autumn sight, And see the malice of the ones who shun the light. I see the falsehoods whispered to my son, And the cruel deception that has now been spun.

It is ironic that two children had a second spouse, While my last son was sheltered in my house. That two were trained in falsehood and in fear, But not the youngest one, who held my memory dear.

When my life's journal finds its public way, It shall be witnessed by the light of day. I harbor no remaining fears to face, For all I cherish soon shall leave this place.

If I spend forty years in silent solitude, My time is well-invested, not misconstrued. And should I die alone, beside my written verse, Then I shall meet the end without a curse. For centuries my story will be known, Not vanished to the earth without a stone.

The woman who seduced my spouse away from home, And taught my children that my heart was numb, Found ease in tempting men with cunning guile, Or dazzling children with a gentle smile. Yet three generations hence she shall not fool, For those who read my work shall break the rule.

The income from my published, honest text, Will prove I loved them deeply, without vex. The stepmother's untruths shall history mark, For lying on a death that left its dark. A death recorded in the town's official roll, No mystery remains to steal the soul.

I publish while my children are still here to speak, For the wicked lie her lips dared to eke. It is simple to deceive a child or weary man, But impossible to break a mother's eternal plan.

***
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The former husband's wife, a trivial soul, Within the simple life she thought made her whole. A path I chose to willingly resign, And left my vacant footsteps for her to find.

She did presume to dance beside my peer, She did presume to rest where I slept here. And dared to slander me to my dear child, To sow confusion in their minds beguiled.

Yet I extended grace, as Christians are compelled, As sacred texts have openly dwelled: That retribution is the purview of the Lord, Vengeance is His, eternally adored.

The universe continued in its sweep, And worldly folk still questioned why I did not keep A tally of small crimes, like slashing her tire, Or setting flame to all she did desire.

But it was never my right to usurp God’s hand, His is the justice over sea and over land. So I consume my sweet repose within my home, And stray far from the track where she must roam.

She may acquire my graying hair and my tired skin, She may inherit all the ailments held within. And when her chosen spouse betrays her in the night, She shall be tasked to manage that distressful plight.

For I possess a life she could not claim, Though she sought guidance and instruction by name. Despite the clearest, brightly written chart, She would retreat, defeated in her heart.

I bear no fear of what she attempts to take, I hold the skill to rebuild for my own sake. I
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