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History repeats itself,

and those who don't know it

are doomed to repeat it.

Know it—that's not going to change anything.

Fate guides the soul

to the right time and place

and then the string is cut—

short or long—none can

tell except for those weavers

whose knots dictate the 

actions taken.

No single person can

defy the knots' courses

and the length of a string—

the width of a single,

long hair.

Round and round 

we go—making the

same missteps as before

and we all are doomed to repeat it.

Even knowing it doesn't change anything.
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Let me hear you, lithe spirits 

bemoaning your waning presence

festooned upon ephemeral life

I implore you to signal the vestiges

of your whispering and soothing

sounds

let me hear you a little longer 

before the new sprites cast

aside your possessions into

the faltering winds of the dying

season

be still and let the miraculous frequencies

charm my fluttering heart as it is in 

apprehension of your exalting songs

and cure my melancholic wants of the 

passing season
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Marching along in formation—

Ants working tirelessly 

for the pleasure of serving 

and living off of the minimal 

amount of sustenance—

Hunting for food for the Queen,

the workers face obstacles

for little gain; the Queen 

gives no reward to those

who give so much.

Gone are those workers

who strive for the best

without cause—length of 

life is not a given 

but it is never long enough.

Working until death 

is never a fair trade—

those workers lie in wait 

for a better future that may

never come to light. 
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‘Through the endless valleys that

Carry forth precious water;

Through the wilderness that

Is tamed by the strength of the Country Folk

There all around are short stalks 

Of wheat and little blades of grass

Dotting the nearly barren sea of hard earth

In the midst of this sea 

A young’un, Water Girl,

Toddles ‘round her ancient bucket—Abe—

And searches for her life-giving water

Her companion as of late

Is her nearly as ancient goat—Sarah—which the 

Little girl loved dearly

Searching and drawing up dribs and drabs 

Of crystal-clear moisture that is filled and then 

Drunk with the utmost pleasure—

The pleasure of living—living longer 
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Days and days go by 

And Water Girl toddles 

On by bucket in one hand and 

Sarah’s rope in the other 

The goat—Sarah—would cough and spit;

By God, which could be heard a long ways off

And cringe-worthy as can be to the passer-by

That moves right along creaking and cracking 

Down the rocky road

They say when Sarah died—

Peacefully, I do hope—

She stared with her soulful amber eyes

Up at the poor Water Girl and then

‘Twas gone—the essence within her left

When a goat dies prostrate

Trouble is set to come—dry air moves

On in, and that just kills the hardened 

Earth and every living soul with it 

Water Girl and I wept the sadness 

From our souls and rejoiced when more 

And more passers-by stayed on

But I wonder about that dry air 

Swiftly hacking the calm, cool air 

And that aridness hanging on for a while.’
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