Some Sense of Hope

Spark of light on the horizon

Always in times of darkness

Caverns of my soul are filled;
Finally some sense of hope

Blind men will not forever

Ruin the beauty with lies.

I am scared for the man,

For the one who brings dreams;

For ourselves and our rejections.

Who is this “we” that we claim?

We will always turn away from truth;

Always let loose and embrace fear.

I am not this rabble of intoxicated

Sound-bite driven nothingness.

I tremble deep within my heart.

They killed all the others:

John Kennedy, Martin Luther King,
Robert Kennedy, John Lennon.
My mind howls with the expectation;

There is too much light here to leave alive;

My heart is already in mourning.

He is just a man, like us all.

He is the Captain of our Country

A voice, a trumpet, a clear bell

Echoes within memory,

Always it was there

Tugging at curtains

Glimpses of someone else

In the mirror.

Lift ourselves to higher things

Meaningfulness once again

Is cast upon the stage of this land. 

When all the hoopla is gone

When all the mothers turn back

To the fathers and the children

And the dog and the garage

And the bills that must be paid,

Will “I” be changed?
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