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Farce, I put you to a final task,
and when the stone was cast, the shattered image last (life’s own
master class is a full-on vitality blast).

 


Whenever others belittle, it’s
really just a skittle: a simple little game to rise above the
inane, and then come to life again, to vibrantly proclaim: “Pure
sunshine is my name on every single plane!”
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I heard a simple blast

and said, “at last, at
last!”

for there the stone was
cast

it shattered all the precious
glass

(that awkward ego task - the
constant ask, ask ask)

 


that sense the double
dealing

had created an impenetrable
ceiling

with all the intricate
wheeling

the half-truth was
concealing

what’s really most
revealing…

 


farce, you really are so very
sparse

on a spirit of community…

you grandiosely see
whatever

you think to be

a part of what you wish to
free…

 


but don’t you see, don’t you
see,

you’ve much too little
energy

(to ever bother the likes of
me)

 


you pull a great big face

and cry out in disgrace

but disgruntled you just
show

there ain’t no further left to
go,

than simply one more stone to
throw

 


A stone’s throw away

from breaking off with
yesterday

 


A stone’s throw I see

a matted sense individually
-

an apothecary of boredom

energy existentially,

fermenting apathy

 


And in that simple thing

procrastination now shall
bring

nothing further more

to your final store

than kinetic energy

propelling inelegantly

the last you thought to
flee

by hurling a stone at me

 


but turn around and see

I’m always laughing
quietly

for I am ready now once
more

to pounce and pour,

and then explore

all nature of the

building floor -

a door of opportunity

a door of what I see,

pushing further out just
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