Bubbles

They are just bubbles, they are not mine, 

I watch them dance all of the time

But as they rise and fall around 

My puzzling notions chime their sound

Some are ingenious and beautiful things

And others are horrors the way that they ring

Both cause a din when I look at them close

And act like I’m perpetuating an angel or ghost

Their silhouettes rise like smoke in the air

As they waft up and out or colour my hair

The child is now the ocean in me

A dark eyed mystery unbroken I see

It sinks like a diver in the back of my mind

And I hollow out with all there to find

Happiness and simplicity reside in my soul

Wherever I go, I’m there where I’m whole

Stuck like a rock in the riverbed of life

I’m rushed all around but not swept by the tide

Back and forth dealings, I sit where I stand

These things that we live they aren’t in our hand

Children in their innocence do what they’re told

But they’re smarter than most, their words are gold
They way they just know the way they’re to go

And grown ups perplexing with their suits and their show

A grey born world that patterns them flat

Say when you grow up you’ll never be that

But move where you go and see where you are

Listen to the earth and the light of a star

Grown ups explain the way the world works

But children see through straight to the love

Devise them away as unversed in its ways

But heart is in me and its light always stays

Each breath fills me up and glowing bursts forth

From the pavement around me, a tree shows its worth

Slipping and spinning, revolving around
In a magic confusion, I’ve roots in the ground

Like the branches of trees, the moon’s in the sky

And its darkened designs watch me with its eye

Oblivion’s a word that matches me back

And red is the colour to paint my art attack

These bubbles are just like flies in the air

They flock and they swirl like a chorus of stair

Beautiful beast, consume me in you
Etch your initials on my bones as you do
