Listen.
Another day has come to pass.

Another month has gone so fast.

Another love has gone to stay.

I saw this that fateful day.

Among the roses, the children run.
Of hearts broken, they know none.

This image I saw, but minutes before

Set in motion, evermore.

As I watch the moon so bright

In the darkness of the night

I find inside my ravaged soul

A constant beauty; fresh and full.

Alas, I lose it instantly

Like my lover not to be

Mourning this loss as once before

Holding my face, eyes soaked and sore.

As I lay me down to rest
I realize that it is best

To seek not of that past

But of the future; what will last.


-Andrew Morrison

