
Bang, bang  

 

by Matt Gillick  

 

Reliable for a solitary goal,  

serving less purpose than dreams.  

 

Bang, bang.  

 

My joy heard in the echoes of blast, 

it fills a silence.  

 

Mirth of mine blanketed by residual 

smoke of sooty fields.  

 

Bang, bang.  

 

All in the guise of protecting mom 

and pop back home like empty dust jackets.  

 

Roam, rage and I am always there,  

in different hands. 

 

Bang, bang.  

 


