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Down by the river it stood,
The old mill.
The water wheel now retired.
Grey walls of stone at war
With the onslaught of green ivy.
A lonely specter,
Battle worn by the years,
Unable to tell the world of its mysteries.
Why not raze it to the ground?
Its function well served.
Why not let it die?
But all who saw it
Were struck with respect and wonder
And left well-enough alone.
So now it still stands there,
A definite part of the landscape,
A part of the whole.
Some day it will be gone
And none will appreciate its being
But will look at grey spires
Or whatever, and think –
Why not let them die?
As did the old mill.
9/11
9/11 - almost past the hour
Towers are due to fall
Crumbling like caked flour
Awakening a new day
Glorious to behold and dwell
On life’s glories
Nature’s hidden stories
Of death and rebirth
Of light transformed
To earth, sky and the new norm
Fifteen billion years or so
To get thus far
A falling mass of steel and rubble
Forming a morbid mound
That will take the same long ages
To sculpt - into a new beginning
In uncertain faltering stages
A bright future from tawdry wreckage
Somewhere, someplace, someone
Stares at a dark wall
The gloom will envelop him
While outside many of his brothers will fall.
Whistling a lonely tune
Towards the valley below
All steeped in mist.
How the rain excites the melancholy!
Grass verges sparkle with water drops
And the stony road descends.
A siren calls and somewhere a fire blazes.
Cobble stone streets with many eyes,
The rectangular windows of cottages,
Draped with creamy aged lace,
That belie the life within.
Wandering mongrels and the odd cat
In dirt pools sip of life’s liquid.
Rap on a wooden door.
Paint in flakes falls with rain
And noise startles dogs and cat
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