The Island
I once drew out the dimensions for 

An island that floats amongst stars,
I measured its hemisphere, molded its shape, 

Yet left it the Ghost of Mars.  

Its circular shape was surrounded by salt water

On three different sides.

Each new wave washed in the young,

And the dead washed out with the tide.  

The sea rolled in their bodies,

And the drowned ones lost their fins. 

They learned to speak and walk and think,

And here my great error begins.  

The Piper’s men went out and followed 

The sound of their own native tongue, 

Their speak became screech, their walks changed to beats, 

And soon only dirges were sung.  

In the last bloody hour of my island’s second second,

The last war takes its claims:

My child, my mother, my father, my brother
All set themselves into flames.  

In this second second of my island’s birth, 

The ceiling already comes down. 

My windows are cracked, the ground disappears, 

Alas!  It belongs with the drowned.  

Now if I crane my neck and cup my ear,

I can still hear them screaming on Earth,

They all blame me for their hatred and death,

When all that I gave them was birth.  
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