ZOMBIES

Night stalkers fresh from open graves to prowl

For blood.  Wild casts in Hollywood’s B films

That terrified our yesterdays and haunt

The intervals between commercials on 

Home TV screens today.  But not so fast!

Our world is filled with zombies here and now.

I’ve seen their vacant eyes in beggars on 

My street, grim soldiers’ coming back from wars

With battle memories screaming in their brains,

In children starved for charity and hope,

On trembling lips who’ve lost love kisses that 

Gave meaning to their being; known first hand

Old bodies crouched on hospice beds in fear

Awaiting death; in fathers’ faces with 

No jobs; held youth filled conversations that 

No longer own the possibility 

To dream.  These are our zombies now.  They crowd

The continents of earth with living dead.

Word count: 133

The poem tells its own story.

