
      A Dreary, Harrowing Dilemma


      

      
      
         I took a step towards my goal,

But then got called away

The sparkle of another whim 

Just pulled my thoughts astray.



The golden trails they leave turn dark

And fade into the sky,

But still their afterglow persists,

Bright scribbles in my eye.



I do not profit, chasing wisps

As iron time scrolls on,

But what I think is lusterless

If I should bid them gone.
      

      
   