FERAL SOULS

Communal meals taken in silence,
until the bell to speak is rung.

Thoughts of sleep put in abeyance,
until evening prayers are sung.

Scent of bee’s wax in a darkened hall,
echoes of chant, then the angelus bell.

Solace, solitude,
drawn from the same well,
that’s who we are
when we seek nothing more.

Our feral souls can then escape
through the now-opened trap door gate.

Silence, so warm, caresses all around.



