There was a place once

Where even that was a sin.

Yes. That.

Anything other than this.

Familiarity, as it well will,

bred both security

and discontent.

And so the paths diverged.

The rightous continued on as such, as they often will,

As the sinners secretly discovered books,

exotic musics, and premarital sex.

And were hung like indians.

Like others.

And prophets warned, 

and parents locked doors

with hooks in holes

in the hallways of their worst fears.

And even musicians could only play

in the key of C.

Artists could only paint in primary colors,

and soon enough, only yellow.

“a nice enough color” said the hired hands,

but soon enough, was found to give rise to imagination.

And so, only white on white was allowed.

Snakes were labeled “earth huggers”, 

stigmatized, and sent back to the lakes… 

after failed attempts to convert them. 

Mandatory walking classes and such.

They sadly slithered to the sea

and swam to another lake, unharmed.

A town meeting was held.

And it was discusssed that all boats 

could be sent, un-personed, to sea to discover other lands.

But it was decided too dangerous.

As others could return in them.

Gradually, a secret committee formed amongst the sinners-

they met nightly in the clouds.

They could only whisper-for fear that 

rain carries sound, and possibly their

voices into the lakes, where fish narcs might be listening.

Nightly, they did their thing. 

The painted in all sorts of colors,

even created some new ones.

They played music.

Songs in the key of G-and eventually, 

when the courage was found, G sharp – were played.

Poets wrote verse that no longer rhymed and 

eventually-when the courage found them

-no longer made sense. 

One meeting, someone discussed the option of leaving.

“But where would we go?” Fear exclaimed in askance.

“I know. I know!” said a flame from a jar. 

“Once, before we fell into this state, great Uncle

Story told me of this… place. 

‘Far far away,’ he said, ‘about 12 years from here, 

lies The House of Swollen Appetites.” 

“And my uncle lived there, where folks don’t wear clothes and sweet music

escapes from the holes in one’s nose”

“Gasp” said the crowd, as they fell out of line and back to their long poems

that no longer rhymed, and by now, music that was no longer in any key.

