
      Interminable


      

      
      
         You spend each day pushing and pulling and weeping

The seeds you thought sown, but there's no grain for reaping

Just choking on dust, inspiration's a bitch

You hope that your rivals have hit the same hitch



Oh. They've published something great;

Now all your thoughts are out of date.



They're playing and bonding by means so expensive

Your budget is broken, your pain is intensive

Still, slowly you're saving and gathering gold

The price comes in sight for to join the great fold



Ah. Supply chain's crashed again;

There won't be more 'til who knows when.



If only your body and brain could act normal

As prayers perdure, the polite turns ‘informal’

Each daily dose taken that used to do good

Will medicine make your parts do what they should?



Nope. It stabs with every breath;

You can't get up, just dream of death.



Your peers are advancing, look: one more promotion

And zeroth percentile is not a nice notion

So get it together, and clear out some space

For motive and will to get out of last place



Oops. They took the final spot;

The music's stopped. You're left to rot.



Hmm. Perhaps you're thinking wrong?

Perspective can make weak from strong.

If putting your mind to the task with more hope

Would open up chances to



Nope. It stabs with every breath.
      

      
   
      Life's Work Undone


      

      
      
         This mountain is of my own making,

Each piece was selected with care.

And what a sad hard undertaking

It is, to strip all of it bare.



Some levels seem precious and rare,

But some tiers just count as a burden,

It's more than my mind can quite spare

To balance the lot, and be certain.



How very unfair that exertion

Has brought me no garden to tend.

The goal of my life's introversion

Is spread to the winds at the end.



The moments and coins that I spend

Now darken like dust in the rain,

As the peak of my Babelous trend

Is reduced to a comfortless plain.
      

      
   
      Unforeseen Complication


      

      
      
         I sit in silence, staring at the screen,

And ponder how this challenge came about.

A normal problem, whatsoe'er that means,

Would usually be easy to work out.

But this is new. And this, I don't know how

To handle with the tools I have at hand.

I grumble: why'd this have to come up now?

What utter troglodyte gave this command?

With time, perhaps, I could have worked around

Or barreled through this issue that's arisen:

The processes that got us here aren't sound,

And I could do it better, with precision.

But I can't solve this obstacle today,

Just hope tomorrow shows a better way.
      

      
   
      I'm Stunned to See


      

      
      
         I'm stunned to see

Way up before me

How tall that peak

Austere, unique.

I planned to climb

But all this time

In awe I sit.

Can't get over it.
      

      
   
      I Confound the Red Queen


      

      
      
         I stay 

in

one

place

as much as I can,

But I am always

...........................running
      

      
   
      Shot Down


      

      
      
         Exploding bodies, blood galore,

And wreckage don't appear.

Instead of ruin's final roar

Destroying all I sought and more,

She drips a quiet tear

And sips her second beer.



"It isn't you." Her gentle sigh

Would lose to any gale.

"It's me." Her whisper—not a cry—

Remains a wisp and doesn't try

To gouge, uproot, impale:

It simply ends the tale.



Before a mountain's vast redoubt,

With rope and stalwart will,

I might perhaps attempt to rout

The fate that looms to stomp me out.

I'd face the deathly chill

And overcome the ill.



She sniffles, though, and shakes her head.

An avalanche, it's not,

But scattered, strewn, and left for dead,

Dismembered dreams, their spirits fled,

Accept their final lot.

The battle goes unfought.



Heroic efforts overcome

A raging storm by force.

Rejection—simple, straight and glum—

Declares a moratorium

On action's easy course.

I nod, constrained and hoarse.
      

      
   
      Fog Lord


      

      
      
         Can not take the step 

First one can not be willed out 

Trap in my own mind 



Four walls hold me tight 

Moldy door slightly ajar 

Windows mock me now 



Falling on the floor 

Crawling slow to the exit 

Shuffle to freedom 
      

      
   
      The Mount


      

      
      
         The mountain was never meant to be climbed,

It was not raised up to be scaled



But to stand upon it's peak is sublime,

No matter how often you failed



No challenge before you has to be met,

Save to breathe and to be reborn



Yet upon the mountain some eyes become set

Without challenge their hearts are forlorn



The peak does not care if you live or you die,

The mount does not issue the call



What is it inside some hearts that must fly,

That must soar or surely must fall?






      

      
   