
      The Scales of Missed Direction


      

      
      
         I face my foe, we stand with boots astride

The floating log, as water ebbs with tide.

With glints of sunlight in our eyes, we share 

What measure of respect lies in a stare,

And then the balance shifts the log aside. 

So now we dance in nimble footed pride, 

Cavorting as a syncopated pair, 

We run at odds, as even as we dare.



The log does bob and spin, yet we abide

And run at frenzied pace with greatest care, 

The other fellow's dance steps as our guide.

Until I fake a reverse tread, a snare

That snags the other's ankles! Now outspun, 

And with despairing splash, my foe's undone!
      

      
   
      Those Who Can't Do


      

      
      
         Say their names—

The students’ names—

Firstly—

Loud and proud and hair a-blaze!



Think defense

In eloquence, and



Monday morning stuff.

Windows filled with gray,

Bluffing like a prison guard to them—

Missing something, say?



Say their names

In your head now, too—

Frequently, if not for them

Then for you—



Design your day.



Happy lives the brick layer,

Woefully that scanning, close-by cousin—

Sun-lit paths and 

Subjects of a play present,

Rolling ‘round in green and sun-lit colors—



Stay—



Like a singer I’ve become—



Having neither grift nor mastery

All in sum.

Saying names to hear their

Music on a beating drum



Before they drift away.



 
      

      
   