Martyr

Somehow society dictates a natural,

Pilfering dignity from the more obscure characters,

Those stronger inside than out.

Oh yes, they follow Geronimo

To his familiar perch,

Embracing the earth

As past and nearing future;

They hear the hurled words

Meant to deter,

Drive them to persevere

In drawing a deep, cold breath

And survey the world before them.

But they have moved already,

Drifting behind the camera,

Focusing on those with the life glow

Instead of joining them

To draw the crisp breath

Of sharp, chilled air.

Knowing the refreshment stings

Is a change of perspective only,

To see the beauty, feel the beauty,

And know that it is a good day to die.

