Singular

Nature is singular, it’s not like anyone 
It doesn’t know itself apart from being done

It doesn’t play in rhymes, it doesn’t play the poet 

It just is itself and it doesn’t even know it 

I want to be you and that is plain to see 

When I’m not even sure of who is here in me

I’ve always been inclined to the darker side of life

And those who live it out with a beaten kind of strife 

I want to wear your shoes, I want to wear your boots 

I want to walk the road without giving two hoots 

I want to be free from corruption I feel inside 
I want to be undone and live or die alive 

And everyone can see as they say in honesty 

You are not the person you profess to be 

And I can see myself and that is why it hurts

That what they say is true and truer then is worse 

So I am aggrieved by the double split

And the fact that I can’t put my finger on it 

And it is known by you because you do not toil 

I watch the weather spin and the mastery uncoil 

And brood in stony silence at the train impact 

That I am a flower and can’t take my nature back 
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