Blissfully Insane

Raindrops are glistening in windows, cats screaming, the wind outside howls through the trees

Stained glass shatters inward; small flames dance and flicker and set all the shadows asway

A sweet young boy tunelessly whistles and hums and his thoughts race ahead in the breeze

He freezes, falls silent; the room upside-down dips and turns in the pulsating night

A scream never heard for it didn't exist in the world created by him

Why scream when a scream's nothing more than a wave in a swelling and turbulent sea?

Three steps through the door nothing more than a breath in a frigid and diamond-hard day

When a stumble, a fall, sweeping endlessly down to the ground where the yellow leaves lie

Cannot rise so is caught with snall feet stuck in tar and no wings with which once more to rise

A wave of blue heat from behind sweeps him up leaving reason and structure below

All melts and decays, becomes formless, he toils to build plastic sandcastles on air

The house gone, the wind stops, the air still, peaceful, calm and the boy begins singing again.

