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Persona Poem

Nimue & Melpomene


Nimue & Melpomeme: A Simple Song of Tragedy

Thinking is such a dreary job.

One sits at home,

and waits,  


     and waits,

for a purpose.

I once believed that           

power-- 

              yes,  power--

Would bring the purpose I sought.

Beauty, I traded for knowledge of

     Things.

Love, I betrayed for knowledge of

     Time.

Hope, I carelessly squandered-- to 

     Know.

Now, with the titles of power

and the world at my command,

I wait in a lake.  

And think.

And know.

Thinking is such a lonely job.

I think of the power I have

to understand

the purpose I lost.

I think of my lover in an oak.

And of the power of power.

faintly, 


faintly,

purpose doth come calling.

And it comes too late!

For what do 

those Damnable men bring?

Nothing, 


  nothing,

But an annoyance to my life,

And a futile yearning

For a trophy sword 

                           to save the world.

And so she thinks

And so I laugh.

Tragedy.

The worst tragedy is

to think you want.

Then think you have.

Then think you know

you don't.

They suffer, and so I love.

And so I sing,

And so she cries,

And her tears will feed her lake.

And so I sing,

And so she raves,

And look! Destruction in her wake.

What would she be,

without her sadness?

Where would the world,

without her wrath?

The world comes, 

desperate,

to her shore.

A task? A price!

Blood of 500 women to forge a sword.

The women's lovers to weave a sheath.

Notes of lovely destruction.

The world revolts,

outraged,

at her price.

And so I sing,

And so she thinks,

Of blazing power and it's price.

And so I sing

And so I laugh

As  she rains upon them tragedy.

And so I weave my song,

And so her life becomes

A passing note. . .

