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What is this | see? A road,

A path more dirt than stone

Walk until I find a twist

Boldly move and clench my fist
Fractured lightning, clap of thunder
Ripping the boiled sky asunder

Red fox tearing young rabbit asunder
Beneath the trees along this road
Ruffed grouse beats wings in thunder
Above, clouds gray as stone

Scuttle, hiding raindrops in a fist

My stomach knotted in a twist

As | wander absently, thoughts twist
While leaves underfoot blow asunder
One thought catches tight as a fist

You have set me upon this road

You with your soul of stone

Driving me from your voice of thunder

I ache to shout, burn to thunder

At the false yarns you twist

While calmly your face remains stone

No matter the lives you’ve set asunder
Homeless, except for this jagged road
Where the faithful man waves an empty fist

And me, the faithless, in my fist

I grasp honesty as a valley grips thunder

Hoping it will give me a map to this road

This trail where truth uttered becomes truth twist
Until it is unrecognizable, torn asunder
Forgotten as an old, worn stone

But, that is the secret of the truth stone

Shattered though it is by hardened fist

Pieces and shards scattered asunder

Still it exists, as surely as thunder

It must be ground to sand by the twist

Of many feet, pummeled by anger into this dirt road

When humanity is weary of living asunder, their footsteps of thunder
Will pound like a fist, and in a mighty twist
The crushed remains of stone-turned-lie will bind together in truth’s road.
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