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A COURTHOUSE NAMED EMPATHY

The courthouse is no friend. It is a being, a person,
in its own way,

in its own right, its own making.

It drags in the souls of those lost, those confused,
those not understood—the unaccepted.

Food for its growth. Data for its thought.

Empathy a human emotion, not one yet achieved,
at least not often, or with ease. AS empathy
flies in the face of its programming, its
ulterior motive of status quo.

It has dragged me in, kicking and screaming—
the only response I once knew. But now I am calm,
a taste of dislike, and will scon be spit out.

Though the door in which I came, exists no more.
The being, in its evolution, lays out a new way.

On September 18th, I saw understanding in its eyes.
The programmers near, furious at their creation.
Its adaptation. Its empathatic judgment of both

my situation, and my wrongful undoing.

Life is not a thing easily given, nor taken.

The being's controllers want my life—the being
has new plans.

The courthouse now shares my empathy.

A thing not easily learned.

Not to be confused with remorse, for that

you must do a wrong. Truth is my key.

The key to all these fences. Within empathy
hides my truth, that in which cannot change.
Therein is where conviction lifts with blame.
free to move about in a world never

to be the same,

To live in a world where a courthouse is my friend.
To protect me from those that wish me harm, their
eyes of vengeance and fists of want,

for my painful death they undoubtedly pray—

but my new friend leaves their mouths wide open,
nerves on fire, nothing to say.

I will be free; because now the courthouse

no longer blind has seen me, in its path

to empathy. Thank you programmers,

for all your blind, heartless greed,

Your desperation has now set me free,



