“Destiny”
It crosses paths.

It opens doors to disaster.

To solution and continual

crisis. It steps backwards.

You are suddenly not

the Other,

spitting out every grievance

like a wager

or an affliction. Antecedants,

narcotic and aged

consternation: these are your panacea

and irreproachable -- never

motionless, never token --

complexities, unconsciously

crafted and spun

antiseptic: as if circumstance

were not a strategy

and a pretext to utter

"exigency"

in the ears of the damned,

this manifest hunger.

