“Unfound” – Matt Page

He was a hermit for years at length

Keeping the iron locks locked

Watching the seasons slip away

Through eyes that did not blink

He held his ground and passed the time

Watching the dust motes fall

Watching the cobwebs grow by

Holding his tongue by night

At time the boys from town would come

And gawk with dirt-streaked faces

But no boy dared to touch the knob

The rafters wrought with rot by now

The man remains there still

Many men will share his fate

When their brown manes turn to white

When their bodies cease to move

When their heart yearns for the earth’s warm touch

Unburied, unfound and cold

The man lays there, mere bones by now

And the iron locks still locked

One day will come, perhaps, when the man will leave

Carried on the wings of wind

