
                                    No Time

No time strikes the gong
no time for anything
The measure of days
are filled event upon event
filling in place
Though time is short
and time is long
life is dealing with what is
before ones face
From the earthbound Nile
many millennia hence
man divided the sky
into a picket fence
Old Atum bridled and rode
the great serpent
of uncharted time
sun to sun
summer autumn
winter spring
on and on to
atom hum
We sleep we wake
time a measure of events
all the ticking
the turning of the hands
all of the movement
no thing is ever still
birthing history
time and space
Clocks are accurate
aside of error we allow
faces always read as Now
In southern Ohio
the Great Serpent
of uncharted time
continues swallowing
the lives of men.
Tick tock of the clock
creating its ticks of rule
no event is time
no action
no measure
yet a time exists
for everything
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