The Dark Side

Darth Vader called to his son; 

‘Come to the Dark Side Luke.’ 

And Luke, for a moment,

faltered: saw the offering’s value -

Darth’s bidding was for us all. 

For the dark side lays in wait, 

submerged below our facades, 

hidden beneath boyish faces 

painted savage in tropical paradise 

to hide the deaths of our Simons.

The dark side is always calling: 

waiting with a terrible patience, 

denying our understanding, 

frustrating our avoidance – 

the knife 

sliding between the  innocent ribs; 

the gunshot wound to the hostage head; 

perjury; 

rape – 

the voice of violence screams, 

awakening our primal fears: 

a gut-rending tear deep within, 

clawing at the intestines, 

birthing hideously alien – 

sirens singing 

along our nerve fibres; 

television news shows; 

anger; 

horror – 

or it gnaws at the subconscious, 

silently burrowing a nest into 

softer minor social labyrinths, 

manifesting with sinew subtlety 

in myriad miasmic forms – 

spiteful whispers 

tormenting our insecurities; 

hidden pencil cases; 

tin-tailed cats; 

teasing – 

as flies to wanton boys, 

wings torn like love petals, 

pinned comically to the wall, 

its shadow darkening our lives – 

Darth Vader, 

hand extended over the abyss, 

inviting us to reach out; 

to stumble; 

to fall.

Our only hope -

to use the Force; to trust.

It’s all we have left.

