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The Void

(Poetry by Matt Gburek)

A void made entirely of blue

Opens to a world full of colors

Its metal jaws strain and give way

To the incoming meal it shall soon receive

The alabaster white planes fall into place

They soar effortlessly through the beige jungle

As if guided by fate or another nameless god

To serve an all powerful being

In his pointless exercises

Each is given a name, then put into place

Like a slave driver calling out shots

Then the blue void is placed in a dark cavern

To be used again with the rising dawn
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