Friday, 29.03.19. Shaking out clichés.
THE CEMETARY
None leave this place brought to reside
A home forever to lay a head.
Metamorphic rocks name memories
Babies with wings are not free to fly.
The stiff flowers in paintbox hues
Do not attract the hoverfly
The black slug cannot feast
On marble greens, they pass them by
To find juicier fare in meadows brews.
Missing friends he turned around
And entered where once he left
His spirit yearned for the peace he’d find
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