
Nothing Is Sure

Is there a way from the unknown

To heartfelt arm swept holding warmth
That we all need so vitally

Without some doubt?  
Nothing is sure.

To see beyond curtains of words

And visions that we have in our own heads;
Each other’s way of speaking of being of thinking

Of lying on the bed with pillows under ears?

We walk to the end of the pasture and back;
The grass and dirt familiar as blood

And yet the sky still opens 

To forever.
We give up demands

That order must lie before the day begins;
Light finds its own way

Into corners of the room.

Branches strewn across windows
Skeleton scratches in the night wind

When all hell broke loose that time

When the bell fell from the tower.

Magnets, compasses, clever devises

bring us home again and again.

But there is no home again for the soul

That travels beyond.
This is not returning;

This is not remembering anymore.

Our heads and hearts and organs know

That we are outward and upward 

Forever circling back 
to see what has become

Of who we are 
forever gliding upward ----

Or downward ----

if the darkness takes you there.
No matter where, you are there

Forever accountable 

Only to yourself.

And the way that you lean

Upon the other.

There must be those who sing in the night.

There must be those who blind themselves

Against the psycho-babble cravings
For comfort, the loosingness of mind

Because it is easier to go along 

than to think for

Yourself.

And they will 
Find you

If you

Feel.
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