
Of Men and Machines

What could not be done

Is now done and forgotten.

It all can be done;

If it can be thought.

These few blue eyed men

Have fashioned tools

Of reconciliation; 

Forsaken blindness.

It could all be taken again

And again until only bones remain.

Desolation: an end to everything.

The shadow of some men.

Something: a thought; a feeling

Contains these men and their machines.
Grandchildren on their knees;

The horizon creeping closer.

Something is remembered.
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