A Gathering of Artists

Here in this room

With soft lighting

The shadows gather

Sifting through the evenings fingers

Ghosts of young and old

Arriving in a tiny trickle at first

Musicians, poets, sculptors

Nervously take their seats

Some relaxed, confident

Arms crossed, eyes wandering

Others, surrounded by friends

Supportive hands, encouraging looks

The regulars, with proven words

And less to fear

Checking out the new blood

The pale faces that haunt the corners

Looking lonely, awkward, and unsure

Searching for anyone familiar

Until the microphone is taken

The performers are introduced

And one by one

They reluctantly cast their shadows off

And expose their souls

