
“Beak”

Greetings
What’s the thumbdown catch?
Perhaps minds too closely match.
What’s with your silent screaming?
The SOS. each keeps beaming.
We knew what was to find,
within selves other mind.
No travel back, it happened fast,
yet no tomorrow without the past.
We tried, we cried, but we didn’t die,
so now, hello, beyond good-bye.


