Love Arrows

Andrew Morrison
On a field beside a road

My thinking rushed, my breathing slowed

Not willing to admit defeat

Searching for something, to be complete

Looking on down the road again

The ambitious steps of men

Stir up dust, and lead the way

To the business of the day

They march past, their faces hard

Grim outlooks have not been marred

I join the march, step off the field
My small arrows all I have to wield

Looking ahead, the front lines charge
Hearts on their sleeves, ambitions large

Soon they’re hit, arrows in their sides

Their faces calm as they leave their lives

Soon I feel rushed by the crowd

The feeling strong, the turmoil loud

I fall down, and wait for my crest

My hopes are high, I fall and rest

All is black, and then is not

I rise and lose what I have sought

It seems the noble crest

Is sealed through more than simply rest

On a field beside a road

My breathing rushed, my thinking slowed

I see the arrows, and need one now

I’ll try again, and find out how

