Pink Marble Memory

Pink marble sentinels crouch as sphinx,
tails curled around their haunches.

Patient guardians, serene in strength,
sublime grace and fortitude.

Protectors of the palpable,
perceptible phantoms of humanity,
bound in book,
towering and buried in stacks,
electric archives of image, word, and sound.

Fine, feline eyes scan horizons,
through street and avenue,
sprint up and down the island,
steel valley concrete chasms
and office chambers.

Out to embrace rivers,
ocean to ocean,
mountain to jungle,
ice floe to desert.



Lions on savannah,
headfirst in chase,
cycling predator and prey,
indifferent to our assumption
to the top of the chain.

Equatorial night-watch prowl,
return to stone pedestal, to guard
the temple of ourselves,
the collected, collective delusions
of our existence.

Unfathomable scale of time
erases mark and impression,
limited measure of our perspective
irrelevant to the guardian mind.

Lions’ dense, pink marble memory
passes over the scattered debris,
the detritus of the monument
of what we thought we were.
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