Medea Project Poem

Place at the Table

The Task Of Sisyphus

ANDI:

I was never blind

But I was actin’ like it

They were whispering and singing
in my ear

And choose not to listen

I choose not to see

Now I search for the way
knowing it all along

I wanted my journey to be light
so much for that

I wishi I could dance

Like Nancy

I wish I could dance...

I was never blind

but I was actin’ like it

FE:

Spiral road, steep path
yet you go on. The path becomes
narrower and the rock gets
heavier as time goes on. I miss
the company, I miss my innocence
I wish I had the enthusiasm of
earlier times, but the light
needs focus as the path goes
on. It’s dark ahead, but the rock must move up.



