
The Chipmunk’s Murder

As far as I know, it was unwarranted and uncalled for

Alvin or Simon but not Theodore as not that fat

He was hiding under a pinecone when the blows began

He tried to escape they kept raining down on him 

The weapon was to light to kill instantly 

So the beating took time to end 

Such a strange dream unwarranted and uncalled for 

I felt so bad that I buried him and said a small prayer

Not one for prayer or morning dead rodents

The dream persisted in its heavy embrace 

I would not wake no matter how I turned 

I could look away from my perspective 

As the perpetrator, the assassin, the wrong

Passionless crime unsettling, just sad and senseless

Not even real, but perhaps that is the best way to be violent

In our dreams, unbidden but there to examine 

Where the blood never dries so the lesson cannot be forgot

When the time is endless and you cannot pretend innocence

Nor can you live with the guilt

I will miss my victims imaginary life 

I will morn with his imaginary family and friends 

There will be an imaginary reckoning 

All my brutality laid bare for my shame 

Perhaps I was the chipmunk or the not too heavy stick 

But I know who inflicted this wrong

In the dark, but not dark enough for I could see

In the silence, but no so quiet as to be ignored

In the past, but a memory ..no not yet

In my heart, the sadness that even asleep 

I could be this way.

