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Terse - An Inkling’s Purse, Samples
Of The Universe

 


Terse,

Why would you wish
reverse?

 


Terse,

Why sense a former curse?

 


Terse,

Why wouldn’t you just see

a combustion engine

thrust to free

 


Those myriad possibility?

 


Terse,

You spoke so hard

to shard

the joker card

 


Terse,

your memory (had) said

now to former image lead

 


Terse,

those samplings in your
hand

 


Terse,

the ground your feet
command

 


Terse,

the raw scrap and claw

 


Terse,

unsmiling all that thaw

 


Terse,

to hear the beat now gnaw

 


Terse,

to feel you’ve hit your
score

 


Terse,

you spoke in different
ways

 


Terse,

your allegory now preys

as a motion sways

downward in heat shaft

arrays

 


Terse,

you really had no call,

you just stood above it
all

 


Terse,

the shock that you now
knew,

all those rivers caused to
spew

see the bedrock flood in
you

 


and washed away,

the hanging chores

of yesterday

 


Terse,

you held onto your verse

 


Terse,

an image now reverse

the anchor of the
universe

 


Terse,

so hard now to explain

the heat and thump and
then

the rain - that rocky slate
terrain

that has you ‘gamboling' once
again

in a nifty shifty way

where your feet now nimble
stay

 


Terse,

the shift of soil

 


Terse,

the sense of toil

that had once caused the

blood to boil with
determination

to complete the original
destination

 


Assignation - what is your
creation?

 


Terse,

you left the moment, you…

turned around and
brokered

true (the compass that remembered
to

point to you)

 


and all the uphill suited
too,

seeing how the path renew

what the rain obscured for
you!

 


The vista view

the cairns accrue

the top of what you

came to.

 


Terse,

you care not what you do

and an immerse-sharp

incision crew

set upon you

 


and in gore-tex you knew,

how you felt the earth
renew

in a landslide about you

 


Terse,

you felt your heat

go down

 


Terse,

you sensed the

slippy ground, and

your core, had less store

than what your reserve
had

bargained for

(have a kit-kat less or
more

as you await the end of the
downpour)

 


Terse,

you wear a steely crown

to make it to the valley

down, where you cannot

yet quite see, a humming

light reality

 


Terse,

you no longer free

what had once

‘mattered to me’

 


existentially, you

are one to sharper see

a simple source

of instancy

 


Terse,

you shaped your universe,

all those ‘amblings’, just a
purse

of shaken up, how things

disperse

 


into a brand new universe

 


Terse,

you showed great teeth

 


Terse,

you bite relief

 


Terse,

you blasted overhead

(and a final farce went
red)

 


Do you really think I care
-

spewing sense of
atmosphere

 


I am burst to almost full

I am season sharp to pull

All you wish is now for
wool

 


And as I once heard said

“Wool is my bread”

 


so the Northerner lead to

a rainy hill hike instead

 


I am element in my past
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