Gravity

Old oak beams, dubbed with an adz, and

Lowering a slight belly

Tugged by the gravity of two hundred years,

Are across the ceiling of my house.

Each was a day’s work

Going up when it was new,

And a good feeling at the end of it.

That has not been lost, even though

The house has changed colors

Walls doors roofs owners chimneys,

Everything but location since then.

Two hundred years ago

Somebody in my town, the 

Son of an honest man, or 

Dishonest as the case may have been,

Contracted to build, or built for himself

That house.  What matters is the 

Reality of the days of building.

Real scraped knuckles, real blisters,

Real sunsucked sweat, real

Day when he moved his belongings in.

Since then, everywhere else, wars were

Fought, atrocities and miracles occurred.

Then more miracles and more atrocities followed.

And more atrocities.

Since then a planet load of 

Gas has been emitted from factories,

Stomachs, the ground itself, and 

Ninety billion billion words have been

Uttered; if every human hair grown

Since then were placed end on end

There would be no end.

But while all this was happening the 

Beams in my ceiling went about

Their own affairs, sagging at the 

Rate of an inch a century,

Not affected at all by outside agitators.

