
      Rogue


      

      
      
         The alarm sounds, and I fall out of my bed 

Da Hoard has come to make me dead 

Ballista, ballista, ballista 

Got to get my defenses up

Ballista, ballista, ballista  

This life of mine kind of sucks 



Jump from the top of my spire 

Land beyond the explosive trip wires 

Mortars, mortars, mortars 

Take aim and launch 

Mortars, mortars, mortars 

Going to kill a bunch 



Low under the hills, they spill from the horizon 

High in the skies their reinforcements flies in 

Shredders, shredders, shredders 

Look at the varies parts fly around 

Shredders, shredders, shredders 

Listen to the bodies as the hit the ground 



They keep coming, and coming with no end

Place down more towers to defend 

Overrun, overrun, overrun 

Seems like my time is done 

Overrun, overrun, overrun 

The facts are I don't have enough guns 



Avoiding their wrath of grapes 

Ballista, ballista, ballista 

Covering my escape 

Ballista, ballista, ballista 

Jump through the magic portal heliotrope 

Live to fight another day is my hope 



My spire falls 

Spire falls

Falls 
      

      
   
      Before Mardi Gras


      

      
      
         One after next, the towers of Pontchartrain

Sheen like a snake in the

Grass, set deeply as long, and

Onward to Maurepas.



Sequencing out of the city, see them in

Chain showing things from the

Past are yet equal to those in the 

Future, plane-ward cast.



Spotting a gray in the distance I notice the

Sun, as still as the

Line, and everywhere shadowing

Sidewalks in turpentine.



Marching in place with the drones of the waterfront

Booming in time, the

Call for the second line beating in

Notes through the levy wall. 



Bigger than life, the lakes in their gatekeeping

Break up the clime ‘twixt the

North and the south as the split of the

Shorelines is shouted forth!
      

      
   
      Eye Full


      

      
      
         I

I

am

so

so

so

up

on

my

own

sky

high

tall

rise

takes

breath

away mute

blue  apex

lofty .. vista

parts ... crowd

below ..... alone

I soar beyond them I

cannot hear anyone

they do not look up

remote I float all aloft

carried ............... circled

curling ................ crazily

currents ................ carressed

I draw air to shout but all is void I

cannot bring them to me to share

what I have seen and so I swallow

the scene and give myself to the sky

sighing I soar higher as blue darkens

receding up ...................... to unending

starlight .................................. sparkling

decreasing ..................................... atmosphere

everlasting .......................................... immensities

estrangement ................................................. imperishable

      

      
   