The Memory

I held

A simple thought:

The raindrop, remembers

A simple path, straight and narrow

Then dies

Hello

Gift of language so calm, serene

Such streaming whispers of endless time

Witness the soft blow over fields of green

Waves of silt, vibration as bells chime

When I hear such a forsaken tone

I see a heaven that isn’t girded in reliance

Then why of beauty do I question in stone?

That salutation wastes nothing and is in defiance?

Then of sound, I ask a question or two

Since sweetness and kindness is ever told

For it’s an instant of dimension, we do

And witness aside, as we grow old

To stand and test time, hold fast

Cherish the significance, it may become the past

Above and Below

Imagine the eternity

Of black souls

Stagnant in hell

The abyss we smell

Nevertheless, the heavenly bell

Will ring

We shall sing

In paradise

Rejoice all that cry

When you die

The orange majestic sun

Will burn with love

