I wish I were a Flea

Then I could most easily

Disperse my minor pleasantries

Among the plebes and peasantry

Though drinking blood might not agree

With Mother’s high society

I do believe I’d feel as free

As birds upon the wing: You see,

I jump, I leap, I float, I flee,

Defying all but Gravity

But when I settle down, it seems, 

There’s nothing left to be but Me.

And so to be a Flea would be 

The ultimate in revelry

Existing parasitically

Two creatures blessed with harmony.

Ah, to feed upon a wandering steed,

Canine, feline; all will bleed

And satisfy my endless greed.

Though feeding breeds redundancy

I do believe this timeless seed 

Of eloquence and industry

(yet based upon dependency 

and symbiotic purity)

Does represent a deeper need:

That to achieve what we conceive

Of as that thing we do believe 

To be community – that is, to be

One with what we love and need

Loved and needed, intimately.

Yes, I wish I were a Flea

…t’would banish ambiguity

And nudge my leaps of Poetry

One step toward Divinity. 

