Move Forward the Wheel
That Cannot Hold the Flow of the Soul to the End
Forever approaching the same empty end
Pull and fold back the re-birthing wheel
Breathless inertia, full belly forward
Feed empty minded cosmos of soul
Not pure enough to reconsider the flow
Never in our hands, not ours to hold

 Open-palm reach and strain, grip and hold
 Fast grasp on each fingertip end
 Spoken from mouth and spoken in wheel
 Push against the void, pointless motion forward
 Against rock and stone, persistence of the soul
 Swim-stroke cleave pendulant tidal flow

 Sheer will alone will not restrain the flow
 No eye-to-eye, no hand to hold
Rush against time will lead to no end
 Gnaw and gnash the axis of the wheel
 Roar crack crackling rolling forward
 Roundabout race to catch the soul

 Invisible yet apparent apparition of soul
 Shine gleam in ice solid frozen flow
 Overrunning babble hiccup stilted hold
 Eye lock on needle points towards an end
 The point in the hole in the spin of the wheel
 Crush crack snap bone tumble forward

 Mountain stumble stone-cut foot forward
 Pain short and swift breath fish-netted soul
 Shall pass as it passes rolling river flow
 Water, air and time have nothing to hold
 All that exists from beginning to end
 Grown, born and buried earth dirt orbit wheel

 Thrust forth and back reverse spinning wheel
 In either direction sees itself move forward
 Cycle thought to naught, no sin for soul
 Lost in etheric slow swells the flow
 Slow still the motion, each sight to hold
 Micro-millisecond timestamped photo-framed end

 Dream wheel spins forward and back
 Perception of time is the perspective soul
 Hold against flow to the same empty end
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