Waiting Room

A group made from solitude, of silence and calm
Belies tension, in the air as on the face
Alternate chairs are left vacant, as though this stress demands
An expansion of personal space
No one dare speak, respiration so loud
To confirm there is life in the seats
Otherwise the occupants, like gravestones themselves
Although hard and strong their heart beats

Then the silence is broken as a scene from a nightmare,
With clipboard in hand, a name, a demand, 
From starched dress, red lips and blonde hair.
Each looks to another as though amnesia has spread 
and none can remember what name they were bred
And at last, one rises to meet his doom,
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