The Final Tune

Read this poem at a different pace,

A slow pace like a solitary solemn drum

At a funeral march. Read it as a dirge,

The measured tune of taps, the slow single

Tear making its way through desert heat

To the lips, where the salt accentuates 

Bitterness. It is the poem of the wail 

And the howl, the chest beating, the 

Torn black cloth, the plain wooden 

Casket and the final toss of earth. It is 

The poem of death, of sadness immortal 

In the heart at the final goodbye.

It is the poem of the senseless and 

Needless death inflicted by hate

Carried out by petty mortals for a

God supposed to teach love. 

The poem knows love for the

Dead, while the living learn the

Never ending song of sorrow.

