We Are the Arcane
We are the arcane.

We are walking pieces of history.

We are the path and the field and the horizon.

We are the bullet, the rifle; the smoke, and the dust and the ash and the wet on the tip of 

the day’s tongue.

We are the anachronism:  parched, antiquated, quarantined, and rare.

We are walking pieces of history.

This step, a scrap in the fringe of the past. 

We are walking; we are walking; we are walking.

