on hitting a family pet

ah, but what could’ve been

when i wandered outside their dungeon –

couldn’t see the horizon’s curve

from the bottom of an aspiring barrel --

couldn’t see the horizon’s dream.

but I climed out of their lair, and

my ephemeral paws

stumbled outward in direction X.

it does not matter that X is the final.

it does not matter where one goes.

my hopes (against all) and dreams

embodied in fluff and stars

stumbled romantically to the horizon.

and i never saw it curve.

and i hoped against the chains in my barrel.

the barrels surrounding us all

claim their victims many times the road.

the horizon only vertical darkness, but if...

the gates open and we run.

and never watch for cars.

