
 

Written By: Wayne S. E. Smith Copyright 03/06/2020 
Wildest Words 

In Silence I Have Sat 
 

As of late I have distanced myself from social media, 
Avoiding the fear inducing hysteria. 

I have taken a break from virtually all interaction online, 
In turn focusing on pursuits strictly mine. 

 
 

Whilst I have still interacted with a small handful, 
The break has been for the most part blissful. 

Sometimes it is necessary to detach in order to attach, 
To clean the distracting wounds and apply a medicated patch. 

 
 

Do not confuse however my silence as ignorance. 
I have been watching from a calculated distance. 
I see the focus change from one virus to another, 

I see the naive as they think it ok to plunder. 
 
 

I watch news feeds, I see the hatred it breeds. 
I see the ripples through the reeds and the unspoken good deeds. 

I see the magician play his sleight of hand, 
The eyes of the world not seeing what he has planned. 

 
 

Now don't get me wrong, I do not claim to know the finale so grand, 
I do know however that the hour glass has turned and with it falls the grains of sand. 

It is nothing more than a matter of time for the bells to chime, 
For us all to see upon which side will fall the dime. 

 
 

There is always cause and effect, or in this case, perhaps the chaos effect, 
What appears disjointed hides a pattern upon which it will all connect. 

Whether it's an energy, a conscious choice or whatever you may wish to believe, 
People will follow the actions of others and justify it through claims of naive. 

 
 

These riots and distain will at some point cross the boundaries of oceans, 
With a global society scared, it is easy to cling to hope through irrational notions. 

The most insecure are the first to fall for desperation and lack of mental preparation. 
The next to go are the deniers, proclaiming others insane, as they die by their own nation. 

 
 

Next to go are the fighters, sadly however, the survivors are always the instigators... 
While you walk with the sheep, the wolves will always be your dictators. 

This social experiment will at some point come to an end. 
After which, we will all have wounds to tend... 


