
      What You Will Mean To Me


      

      
      
         Not knowing you will be

As gentle and empty

As every day I've wasted already.

I will not dream of you

I won't wonder after you

Nothing will draw me to your eyes.

But on the day we finally meet

Though I won't suddenly feel complete

I think it will be something like familiar.



Getting to know you will be

A pallid journey to see

The inner lives we plan to share.

Like stagnant water pooling over

Like fields of only clover

We'll note each other only tepidly. 

And on the day I think it's love

Though no trumpets scream above

I think it will be something like familiar.



Loving you will be

Though I'd try to say "happy"

An ultimately useless use of time.

We'll be better off than separately

At least we'll say that constantly

Every morning and night we have to share.

And on the day it all turns sour

Though I know not day or hour

I think it will be something like familiar.



Hating you will be

The most you've ever felt for me

And the day I realize that I'll laugh for hours.

Screaming and silence around

As the most energy to abound

Between us for all our time together.

And when it all collapses

In rage but not in gaspses 

I think it will finally be new.



And love was never there to remain

But I'll feel burning in my veins

The only fire I'll know my whole life.
      

      
   
      Lab Assistant


      

      
      
         Hearthfire from hut shone in dark forest,

Beams amid the black as the shadow shape

Crept in curves, closing in to sweet smell

Of frying fish, rich clotted cream



Inside, intent, curling over cauldron,

Worried witch watches bubbling boil

Of - not food, but potential potion

Needing naught but single scrap



Of minced fresh meat, mammalian,

But low in larder, she growls greenly

'Til shadow shape slinks down through door,

Trim tabby with mouse in mouth



Sets it solemnly at her feet. Pleased, she pounces,

Places it in potion, fire fulminates

She seizes perch from pan, holds hand

Out with offer, tabby takes generous gift...



Lives ever linked, compact complicit.
      

      
   
      Sapience


      

      
      
         Squeaking, crawling, knowing nothing true,

Mouse subsists, reacts, and lives to chew.

Scavenge, scurry, just an animal,

Sense the world, remain peripheral,

Never understanding old or new.



Till a bolt that strikes with searing blue

Cracks his mind, creates a thought or two,

Forces sight and pushes back banal

Squeaking, crawling.



Lost, he wanders, conjures up a slew:

Tangled notions, values, points of view.

Changed, he must conclude it's magical,

Everything phantasmagorial.

Better? Quite: his power means he's through

Squeaking, crawling...
      

      
   