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I  am not  t h is  ho l low she l l   

has ten ing  every  day  

t o  a  cage  o f  evanescent  go ld  

I  am not  t h is  fe r vent  fo l lower   

and  t hose  p resumed shades  o f  g ray   

concea l  in  t ru th  a l l  co lo rs  imag inab le  

 

I  am a  chame leon  o f  c i r cumstance  

an  uncont a inab le  rebe l  

and  in  t he  dungeons  o f  my  mind   

I  unre len t ing ly  r a t t le  t he  ba rs  

 

I  am my own  unsung anthem 

and  on ly  t he  r ipp les  o f  my  r i ve rs  

in tone  in  wh ispers  t he  pra i se  

o f  my  e t e rna l  rea lm 

 

I  am the  unsuspected  gem in  t he  rock  

that  fa l l s  t o  dus t  a t  the  cyn ic ’ s  fee t  

me re ly  f l i cke rs  fo r  t he  t entat i ve  seeke r  

and  fo r  t he  be l ie ve r  b l ind ing ly  sh ines  

 


