The Escape
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A precocious thought got away

  and was hunted down by a trained pack

  of verbs, staining the damp earth, showing the way

  for those paying close attention in the black

  of night. Thankfully, a shy moon

  sank sneakily around a particularly wet

  cloud to allow a quick glimpse of maybe; but too soon

  the moonbeam was swallowed up. So the thought set

   off again, wary of mispronunciation and rhyme.

   The thought came upon a wall and slowed

   to ponder the tallness of it all, the why, 

   when again it heard the angry call, the verbs had grown

   in numbers, large. To escape it must scale ten,

   maybe more, meters/feet, of slippery wall

   that stood between sure demise and freedom when

   a rope came dangling from the moon to fall

   at the ground, nice and neat, soft and white,

   and extremely strong. The thoughts its toss

   was true, and threw the rope into the night

   to land upon the other side, quietly in a bed of moss. 

The thought then slipped into the dark

   where no one slept or searched for reason.

   The verbs continued to squeal and bark

   for thoughts are always in season.

