Unclosed Loops

Life after rollicking life
I have littered

and frittered

but mostly learned
within unclosed loops.

The room where | work
is a monument to
get-out-and-leave-out
and all my other rooms
imitate such open loops.

Shall I dare to suggest
that every spiral

is an unclosed loop?

And point out that spirals
are the basis of life

on all of its planes?

Closed-loop people

I have seen, dazzling
in their neatness,
smilingly prompt,
dickensly proud

of their punctilious
buttoned-downishness.

Do devotees of closed loops
expire with a snap, | wonder?
And will I expire someday
with an ambiguous sigh?

Let's broadly hint that

perhaps people never do expire
but instead subscribe over time
to suitably-spiraled-up bodies,
incremental costumes for playing
parts in this human drama

of infinite run. "Death" is all

the rage these eons, but only
for those who think their eyes
see all there is to see.

Let's even risk wondering

whether supposedly closed loops
might be minor quanta within major
evolving spirals.



Unclosed as my loops are,

I admit to irritating the tidy.
Closed, the tidy may enjoy
their control, but beyond
their cubishness a universe
swirls with intranesting
spirals that may little praise
the painful righteousness

of an organized desk drawer.

Now, where is that CD
I bought yesterday?
Has it spiraled off?
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