“The Embrace”

I. Once a man travelled the sorrel

And shifting deserts to look for truth.

“Life is hard,” he proclaimed,

And went in search of precious signs.

After a long mile,

He discovered a dry shrub

With purple flowers

Here and there.

He brought a few home 

As a reminder

That careful scrutiny

Could uncover beauty.

Before they dried,

He touched them,

And drew them,

And outlined each petal in his mind,

So as to remember beauty as fleeting.

A few understood it,

When he tried to explain,

And even then only by halves.

II. Much later, a man travelled the sorrel

And shifting deserts to look for truth.

“Life is hard,” he proclaimed,

And went in search of precious signs.

After a long mile,

He approached a tall saguaro.

He saw its white flowers 

And contemplated its many spikes, sadly.

Lifting his arms around its sturdy torso,

He drew his body close and pressed.

As the spines began to pierce

Sinew and muscle and fat,

He felt a thousand pangs discrete

And paused.

He took a deeper breath and pressed harder,

Until their bodies touched,

Until his flesh went slick

And the pain was a warm blanket,

Throbbing,

And wet.

III. When they found him there,

An arm lay free,

Discharged from its slippery obligation.

None shed a tear,

For he was beyond the pale

Of the empathy of men,

Grotesque and scarred.

Not one among them understood,

Ever spoke of truths,

Or considered the embrace.
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