
      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!
      

      
   