Prometheus

At Stonehenge I held your lips

And we watched as men and women

For miles dragged stones across the plain.

Centuries slipped through our hands

As the strained faces of prehistory through memory,

All now vanished as brief scars upon the earth.

The seas’ waters flow from our foreheads

As waves of salt over the rope burns

On our shoulders and palms.

When will our lives be freed from the stone?

Then iron replaced stone,

But monuments were less splendid.

Gunpowder deposed the sword

And with rapacious desire

We slashed and burned.

Shadows stretch across the bay,

A scene witnessed for millennia.

Only the eyes have changed

At each level of the dig through antiquity.

Here history ends.  I sit alone

As the final sunset reflects on a black moon.

I brought on this destruction.

Now on the darkening shore

My hand seeks yours amidst the stones.

