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I. BEYOND
There 1s a place of light and promise
Beyond the corridor that separates;
A rising wall of insidious beauty intimidates,
Steals a dream, and tells the heart to turn back.

There is a heart that overcomes, that makes the trek;
One that laughs at daunting, steep behemoths ahead.
The journey, though filled with peril and danger abounding
Rewards the brave one, reveals the prize to the unrelenting.
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II. Autumn 2
Twirling, whirling, floating to rest on green blades;
Steered and powered by the freshness of breezes.
A remarkable testimony of mission, of work complete.
Countryside brushed by a tapestry of colors bright;
The scent of cold smoke and pomp amid blazing blue above
Brings me home as my heart smiles, content in my Autumn.
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II1. Hello
Hello old friend I knew well long ago...
Seeing you from afar brings a tear.
Your longing arms, those hues of pink
Kissed by the sun and loved by my eyes.

Yes, the innocence of tranquil water;
Moving to places afar, yet loving me.
The giant mountains, they protect me,
Yet let me dream beyond this universe.

My eyes have never deserved such a feast;
Yet, my heart somehow knows this truth:
Rest and grace are ours to keep;

A treasure longing to find a home.
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IV. Reflections
Who is that soul staring back
Through green eyes?
This face that God hath chiseled
By pain and pleasure?

The glass reveals the work of life
Upon a tender heart; searching soul.
Do I see greed or envy or darkness?

Do I see light and truth?

The mirror hangs there inviting us
To search for answers to ourselves.
Do we have the courage
To love the soul behind it?
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V. Sail Away
Countless queries never asked;
Many more ignored.

The haunted soul lingers on
To find happiness in accord.

Was it love that set him free
or the chords of such that abound?
Did the Mystery delight his soul;
or once deceased, can it be found?

Oh set the sail and climb aboard
ore the deep blue sea of love.
Together we’ll sail the seven seas
Guided by the stars above.

%

g
w1
o~
L]

M
L]

TTe




i B

3

o

el

[ 1

w##rﬁﬁ###:tﬁi

| &l

LY

e s i

—r

| &

;)
151

—

1
by Fil
I 2
I
P
[T
W “1

CS—

R Y
L

s

CH— 1

R Y
LT

(IR [T

I Y

i
| L]
L v I

£y
I
= VI h
P
l{!‘\"l}h [ A

|
|
F y [F)

|

18

1
¥




22

VI. The End
It is nestled in the wind and shouted by the breeze;
Sunsets and falling leaves and long shadows:
The constant advance of the pointing hands
Announce the processional arrival.

The colors fade and the brightness dims;
The masquerade of youth begins to end:
And all we’re left with are ourselves and deeds,
We look without, but are forced to look within.
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