A Vision of Death

In the churning murky vision
of these, my blinded eyes
lies the object of their focus
a mass of buzzing flies
Death's face obscured below them
cries from a frozen maw
in my spinning groggy vision
it is as the last I saw
their faces melt together
the facts are all that change
in my twirling jaded vision
I show no emotional range
they have died for rights
some have died in vain
many have died in the wrong
but most have died in pain
my once clear and steady vision
at a time felt full of woe
but now… I just work over
this next one called John Doe
I have seen it all before
and I'm sure to see much more
in my glassy frazzled vision
I've seen what I most abhor
what man can do to man
oh, what a retched sight
I must dull my poor heart
for this is not the last tonight
in my tired faded vision
for clues I search and hunt
so with the truth and facts
the guilty I will confront
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