On Dreams Aborted

In Xanadu did Kublai Khan a stately pleasure dome decree,


Then things went wrong, he said "Fuck it all," and went and climbed a tree.

Things don't always turn out as you like, the center will not hold,


Don't be surprised when left standing there, without shelter in the cold.

The fruit sublime, best of human intent, rots unseen along the root


Whether one's passing is mourned or maligned, the point's generally moot

Chaos will sprout, flowering, from the twitch of the butterfly's wing,


Yet of man's most monumental efforts, ultimately comes not a thing

And in the end, to paste and dust, we are ground by this world's spinning


And the children won't care if we bore arms in hope of freedom's ring

Or perhaps we will never know, if we're by divine plan damned


Or ironically, we have bore blood in the work of our own hand

In this light, perhaps it's best to selfishly gather flowers while we may


Or to instead, raise our head, and work for a better present day
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