
Condemned 
 
The man faced the jury, 
Broken, thin and without fury. 
They stared at him with malice, 
Their contempt was poisonous chalice. 
 
He could barely stand upright. 
He grasped at railing and his plight. 
There was an ice-cold air in tension, 
The tiles were polished in anticipation. 
 
The air was stayed and clinical, 
The guards were present and physical. 
The court was a whited sepulchre. 
Below the surface; justice hid like a trespasser. 
 
The judges walked in like executioners, 
Their faces set like hungry vipers. 
As they passed him in manner dim, 
The accused wilted in exhaustion grim. 
 
His crime was spelt out in fiery brimstone. 
His accusers railed at him from iron throne, 
Each word pieced him to the core; 
Each stated claim rung his heart sore. 
 
In his desperation he poured out his heart, 
He admitted his failings and his tarnished part. 
But on the matter of guilt, he rejected theory; 
He gave it all and told his truthful story. 
 
And when he finished with all he said, 
He visibly buckled and dropped his head. 
No one stood for him or held him aloft, 
The tears that fell were audibly scoffed. 
 
Nothing was said, the silence was screaming 
And as he final looked up, he felt the scheming. 
The jury slowly stood, heavy and hard. 
The accusers scowled, faces marred. 
 
And in the silence of a painted tomb, 
The judges mocked his impending doom. 
With satisfaction of hated right, 
They crashed down his solitary life. 
 
But with cowardice glee and unspoken word, 
They would not sentence or swing the sword. 
The noose was never tied or hung, 
The bullets were discarded from loaded gun. 
 



Cruelty ruled his prisoned days, 
Malice was served in agonised delay. 
A one-sided story would hold sway, 
History was corrupted in almighty play. 
 
They would keep him alive in rotting cell, 
Awaking him each dawn; from his wretched hell. 
And whilst he wasted away, barely alive, 
Each moment his torturer, stood grim and vile. 
 
The freedom of love had turned to cage of hate, 
He was destined to live in cutting fate. 
Once that was his life’s breathing blood, 
Robbed him off peace; in minds ungodly flood. 
 
His punishment did not befit his imagined crimes, 
Perhaps his guilt came from not reading the signs. 
He became the man firmly in the iron mask, 
A mind clouded, robbed and beaten in task. 
 
And despite the constant agony and wounds, 
He could not die or escape living doom. 
He wasn’t unable to find any more tears to cry, 
He desired peace but was kept alive by the Why. 
 
He began to daily beg for peaceful release, 
A cup of poison to allow the torture to cease. 
But nothing brought him any beautiful peace, 
And the demons inside and out; continued to feast. 
 
But then in quiet dark solitary night, 
A soft white dove visited him in small delight. 
The little creature sat with him in calm respite; 
She brought a small seed to help his plight. 
 
In at the moment the tiny single seed, 
Began to grow and his soul to feed. 
The message came, and in his mind did show; 
He was his own torturer and he could let go. 
 
And despite the injustice and grievous acclaim, 
The prisoner let go and forgave their blame. 
In the quiet restless wicked night, 
He let go and let himself Die. 
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