In his Prime

By John T. Wurzer

Struck down in his prime

Most of the time

It seems like a tragedy

Burning through the pages of the notebook and poisoning the pen

He once defined injustice as a notion for the ignorant and blind

And justice just as nebulous

Ridiculous and divine
Without heed to tyrannical travesty or saintly deed or indiscretion, or favoritism, or the last remaining fragment of a lost dissolving rhyme

It’s a shame it seems that he and all his hopes and dreams

Were struck down in his prime

Other men, however, live too long

We have to listen to their songs over and over again

Watch them buy and sell each other

Call each other brother

Even though they’ve forgotten the meaning of the word

It seems absurd

Unjust, if you must, to know that they determine how things go

And will continue to know how everything will work out insidious and sublime.

While he, with his good deeds and saintly philosophy

Was struck down in his prime.

