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        Prometheus

Prometheus, his burning fresh

Is bound in blood on martyr’s throne

His sins confessed forevermore

As birds ingest his yearning flesh

Primeval saint of savage past

Each fleeting thought his legacy

His sparks revealed a world beyond

We pray the gift may everlast

The Atlas of all thought and mind

Who dredged the psyche from its depths

Through agony, endured for us

His stubborn soul pervades mankind

We seek the stone where he is chained

With feathered cloaks of waxen soul

In pantomime of spirit’s flight

We peck the blood where he is stained

The dying light shone ever slim

Still, the pyre burns eternal

We mourn the flare of thought and mind

With hope his gift will never dim 

         Arcadia

When all is still, and silence grows,
And mind drifts back to memory
Collectively we reminisce
Of paradise across the sea

The flesh forgets where souls are stained
The taste of it is on our breath
In spite of all, the bliss remained
This backwash of ambrosial wine

A myriad of paths we take
In mist-swept wood and mason’s road
All shall converge beyond our ken
Where souls astray may find abode

Each charmed mirage and maddened dream
Tis but a tear between the seams
The curtains of our mortal’s veils
Averting eyes from blessed dales

Still we mourn the motherland
Chorus keens undying home
Sheltered by this novel realm
Still our hearts forever roam
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Eventide    

An open maw is in the west
The sun succumbs at dusk’s behest
Sky was stained as twilight slavered

Banquet laid, the sparks were slathered
A gloaming feast for Tartarus

The guests arrive in idol’s veils
They dine, despite their anguished wails
Bleak lament for light they squandered

Still, the sun’s return is pondered
By dawn our hope will martyr us
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