Beyond the twilights

They said they would be gone

There had been   a mission that needed to be done

And it would be quite some time before

They are back in the family’s den.

If in case there arose issues,

Their involvements were needed,

To bring the matters to desired ends,

They said, “ write  us

On an open canvas

A charter, 

With bold characters,

Deep as crevasses.

Then for posting, roll it  over the ground,

Until it gathered moments to spin off and glided.

Let it float on the surface of  seas,

Cruise over the Pink mountains,

Where love and trust lay dead and frozen.”

Two, three times the  people did write as asked,

But no reply did come  back.

Then they turned their bodies for canvases,

Wrote in bold letters,

Deep as crevasses,

Rolled over the ground,

Round and round,

Until they gathered enough energy and wound,

Floated  on the surface of the seas,

And cruised over the Pink mountains,

Remained  steady throughout so as not to fall dead,

But could not find the men.

Then they asked the guard,

What had become of the putative saints,

A number of letters they had sent?

He said, they did pass through the gate,

And  Destines: Right and Wrong, they sure met.

They had serious  discussions for long.

And in the end , most of them favoured Wrong,

I believe on balance, Wrong had met,

Many offerings they could not possibly object,

You know: alcohol, sex, foreign banks.

Few other things they pretended  stink.

But in one fell of swoop they grabbed it quick.

Ever since I have never seen them around

Playing fool or pretending  god.

Poor souls I did not know!

You mast have been the ones taken for a ride.

Few went with Right -

Beyond the White mountains,

Close the green twilights -

The evil Monster to fight.

I have heard the fight was tight,

But in the end they were out numbered

And lost to the Evil’s  might.

Please send letters no more

They are cluttering the arbor.

I have other things to bother,

Like volcano, and tremor.
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