Hermes
Talk and talk and words and rhyme
Some contrite and some sublime

The frontal cortex likes to think

Gives out messages to drink

The dopamine of all the nerves

In motor action that conserves

The verbal power of ancient speech

The silly patterns that beseech

Our ill gotten childish games to play

What we had to proudly say

To gain the ear of distant gods

So becomes the foolish nods

The brains tight case of blood and bones

Creaks and rattles, squeaks and groans
It sobs out words of hope and pain

It shouts out wisdom and distain

Trapped within the Broca tomb

Is Hermes prophet of the doom

Great logos, swift to take despair

In glittering thunder through the air

With speech and rhetoric to describe

Loves pure union, hates divide

That plunders all the world with strife

A thousand tongues to strangle life

The messages fall dead to ears

That cannot translate foreign tears

Cried out in language now undone

By ignorance and dark battles won.
He rattles, plunders, steals the words

His speech move 

The god that plunders

To kill an empire with a word

This god that kills with

He rules a kingdom crowned with words

He travels

He rules the broca realm of talk

Swift, loud, 

And full of shock
To rule in language of distain

To fly in words of blood red pain

The words that fly from Hermes tongue

Leave golden kingdoms

Minds undone by golden words

Flying off of Hermes

The god that flies with silver birds

And kills with arrows tipped with words

So quick upon a rapid tongue

When seven kingdoms were undone

That Socrates and Marx contend

And struggle to make wisdom bend

The march with language up the Nile

When fogs of rhetoric feed denial

That poverty and death may take

The billion markers of the rake

Of life left longing in decline

Of desire, laughter, and new wine
What words? What speech can make the heart
Stop beating the bright world apart

Stop thumping on the drum of hate

Look to love before its too late.

For greed and gain it takes and grabs

The pain of separation stabs

The hands that hold it with bloody nails

Till life is gone and laughter fails.

Come sweet dharma touch the heart

With love that sets the lust apart

That stills the greed that steals the soul

And brings the peace that makes us whole.
