
​ Violent Mortality 
 
Terror arrives in the soul 
when death moves from a distant probability 
to an imminent act 
accompanied by violence and pain: 
the noise and scream of battle, 
the screech of highway tires and metal, 
the roar of searing heat and flame. 
 
You have the fleeting thought that  
you are not yet done with life, 
but the book has suddenly finished 
without a tidy sentence or summary chapter; 
your fork still hangs in mid-air 
replete with untouched dessert. 
 
Your mind looks for an escape 
that you believe is just outside the door, 
or through that window, 
or beyond that river bank. 
The soul searches for peace that transcends sheer quiet. 
 
If this were a movie, and your lovers watched, 
the screen would only display sterile color pictures 
that leave out the invisible darkness 
carrying life away. 
 
 


