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It all starts with a breath.  
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A Child is Born 
 
It is in a cold place  
Where the ground dares touch the sky  
That the child king learns to fly. 
 
They are no different than you and I. 
Or perhaps, they are the difference  
Between you and I 
In any case the child king  
Rises in all our hearts and minds. 
 
On that magical and glorious night  
We are there 
Staring into dream’s mirror  
Watching a rising miracle come nearer. 
 
In their wings our stories fly 
And our hearts fall 
The pain subsides 
And time stalls  
The child king is the one the sky calls 
But bring us all into the Great Awe. 
 
This imagined miracles only image  
Is veiled by a teary eye  
And as lines of muddy water 
Become crystalized and edified 
Questions fall on the dreamer’s night: 
Do you remember how to fly? 
How to let go to rise? 
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How the memory of light 
Blooms miracles to life? 
 
Let us remember… 
Let us remember the wind! 
Let us remember the effortless feather  
By which adventures ascend! 
That ancient flame shared in the soul’s dancing shadow 
And the soldier’s holy hymn. 
Every time we breathe in 
We remember the wind 
Breathe in… 
And our story begins. 
 
These are our words  
These are our lives 
These are our ends 
But through your eyes  
And through your mind 
All comes to life  
Once again. 
 
So, to our child king 
The one who flies on dreams  
And warms the winter’s night  
We give you these poems 
So that darkness may know light.  
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A Smile Can Change Everything 
 
I know for a fact  
A smile can change everything… 
 
What if I were to tell you  
That life is just beginning  
That our heels are still smoking 
From the snap that ended darkness. 
 
What if I were to tell you  
That you are the reason we are all here. 
That everyone in the audience  
Is on their own stage  
Dancing, dreaming, raging 
Against that dying cage 
For the goodnight raves in these fiery caves! 
 
What if I were to tell you  
That we are shining brilliant flowers  
Blooming on the tree of space. 
Firefly astronauts 
Future child love-me-lots 
Surfing on starry oceans and galactic waves. 
 
And what if I were to tell you  
That these words are just a taste. 
That you are the amazing grace  
That turned love into a face  
And I know for a fact 
Your smile can change everything… 
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Create 
 
Words are feathers for the wind 
Love mixed with anger 
Truth wrought from lies 
Light shining in darkness  
Color soaking in eyes. 
 
I am not here to work a job; I am a job. 
I am not here to be played; I am the play.  
Tell them I Am is here, and I Am is here to create! 
This is why my art is fate 
This is why they can’t help but hate  
For I create! 
 
I create: 
Wealth for my family 
Knowledge for my people  
And dreams for the future. 
And I will create  
Until time loses all faith  
Until my name dissipates  
Until Emmett Till whistling  
Is etched into Stone Mountain’s face. 
 
I will create again and again and again! 
Until all my kinfolk ascend  
Like starlight from heaven’s den 
And then you will know 
That words are feathers for the wind. 



 
 

7 

 

It’s In You 
 
It ain’t on you  
It’s in you. 
 
The party don’t start  
Till I walk into the venue. 
Like Money Making Mitch  
When the light hit  
All you see is art in every sinew. 
They look me up and down 
They put me on the menu 
They say you so ingenue  
But tell me Bienvenue. 
It’s written like it’s in news  
These Rittenhouses induce  
The feelings of the end blues  
But Tiny Lester is Zeus  
We bang like Bishop in Juice  
For folk who caught the end noose  
We standing till the end too 
The marathon continues! 
 
It ain’t on you 
It’s in you.  
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To The Beautiful Ones 
 
To the beautiful ones 
The rare spirits  
Who search for love and a home  
Know that all of existence  
Makes its home in you. 
 
You are the arms of the Milky Way  
The beat of the pulsar  
The silent magnificence  
That births stars and dreams art. 
 
On your search for acceptance  
Know that love is like breathing  
It is natural, it is free 
It is the beginning and end of all things. 
 
And love is here… always 
Awaiting your great homecoming  
Like the last flower of summer  
Rising in the starry morning  
Greeting the sun’s early glory 
You, beautiful ones—are every story. 
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Take A Day 
 
I had to take a day 
To remember my way 
Slowly chipping away 
At a life made for change. 
 
So, the penny bronze poet plays 
On the edges of time and space 
 
Hoping these words 
Are a cool drink of water in the hot light 
Or a warm smile on a cold winter’s night.  
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Captain’s Log 
 
2020 made us all scoff 
Nothing is normal, it’s all off. 
 
Even without the Rollie  
Price your time like it’s holy.  
 
I might play some Prince and cry  
I might teach a poem to fly 
I might tell my fears goodbye. 
 
The witness is a tree  
The kind word is a seed. 
So to all the gang  
Walk in your fame  
Reclaim your name 
Change the game 
For nothing is the same. 
 
Speak from your chest  
What you see is the Black West  
I’m the Colorado sunset. 
Waves of purple pyramids kissing God’s desk. 
My shadow’s tress weaves the night’s nest  
And dares to be the best. 
 
Here and now future child, we rise like a dream  
Nothing is what it seems 
So I been sewing seams, making life mean 
Everything to me.
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Fly 
 
Take a deep breath in… 
Release. 
 
I’ve just been speaking my truth a lot  
I’ve just been thinking ‘bout you a lot. 
 
Roll some up for Ahmad 
Roll some up for Elijah. 
 
These are the truths that you can’t deny 
These are the roots that will touch the sky. 
 
Keep your chin up baby don’t you cry 
Wait till you see how our people fly. 
 
If you believe baby you will fly 
If you believe baby you will fly. 
 
We are the people  
Who could fly. 
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Self-Care 
 
Sit down bruh 
Lay down sis  
Rest. 
That’s enough for today  
You’ve done amazing  
Listen to your ancestor’s praise. 
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Belonging 
 
We belong  
Here, there, everywhere. 
Take space  
Give space  
We belong. 
We belong everywhere. 
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Wealth 
 
Consistency is wealth. 
To him  
To her 
To them 
To self  
Consistency is wealth. 
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My Why 
 
I came here to grow. 
I was told I couldn’t by 
Friend  
Family  
And foe  
But each day I rise 
Each night I glow 
Despite what they say  
I’m a wildflower  
Seeding soul.  
Love pouring out  
The world will overflow  
Then you’ll know  
We are here kinfolk  
To help each other grow. 
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Our Great Story 
 
Welcome to your story 
Once upon space and time 
The poet found a rhyme. 
 
Light travels in lines 
The artist turns the line into a party 
Cuz bruh, I ain’t standing in no line! 
 
Our words are charmed chimes 
Our mind neverminds 
Cuz our shadow walks in time 
And light casts 
Our great story. 
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Inside of the Poem 
 
What would it be like inside a poem? 
Could you breathe light 
Sing night 
Dream type 
To life? 
 
Between the stanzas 
Little George Costanza’s 
Try to make things right. 
 
Lines form to letters 
Letters the mail carriers never sent 
During war in the corridors of old sin 
The poem breathes in… 
 
Reflect the wind 
Reflect the win 
Inside the poem 
Old worlds end 
And new worlds begin… 
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Jazz in the Machine 
 

“Maybe, in this make-believe world, a group is 
being held back by limits placed on their ability to 
imagine; their dreams have been infiltrated by the 
dominant group making even the idea of dissent 
impossible. The metaphor of this speculative and 
revolutionary tale could be language as power—the hero, 
a disembodied choir that disrupts the status quo. ‘Jazz in 
the Machine’ could be the title.” 

 
-Walter Mosley, Black to the Future 

 
The year is 47. Colonization has a new name in 

the cosmic frontier: Manifest Eternity. That ancient sin, 
which chains life again and again, digs its bloody nails 
into the world called Hamakiz. After the wars they built 
towns on top of the bones. We are flying over one of 
these graves they call Levittown. It is a large white 
square, an unnatural desert on the unforgiving terrain of 
Hamakiz. To the west we see diamond mountains 
sparkling in black sunlight, and to the east Sulphur gold 
oceans burn and bubble in the day-night. But deep in the 
red rusted ground there is a substance they call the green, 
to the colonizers it is worth everything. These strange 
biological collusions earn this planet the title: “the most 
beautiful hell.” Devils are typically the slaves of hell and 
angels are the masters. So, it is rather ironic that on Amen 
Corner, a tiny digitally rendered ghetto on 125th street 
and Lennox Ave, lost among the server jungles of a 
continent-wide warehouse, we find our devilish hero. 
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Little do they know that we are watching their lives 
unfold through dreams, which are vessels that travel 
through time. 
 
 42 awakes. The image of a small insect drifts in 
their sleepy eyes as a dreamy voice repeats: “A rose from 
the concrete coffin, the ants of Antioch don’t clock in, and 
when the midnight choir sings—it is jazz in the 
machine.” 

42 shakes their head as the memory fades. How 
long had they been sleeping? Is it morning, night or 
twilight? Who are they? This confusion happens every so 
often, a seldom reported effect of not taking the 
medicine, at least that’s what 42 concludes. Soon their 
bearings are regained, and the day strikes up like all days 
in Levittown.  

42 rises with the clanking pops of their iron and 
metal parts. They mechanically walk into the bright light 
of the washroom and after a few clicks of a button they 
are washed, dried, and dressed in the traditional 
monotone suit of the era. 42 walks into a pearly white 
kitchen and with the flick of the wrist pantry’s chime and 
appliances buzz. In an anticlimactic symphony of 
whirring and zuzzing a chartreuse mixture of powders 
and liquid is poured into a white cup. 42 sits in front of a 
cold grey wall and with another flick of the wrist a digital 
ashen sunrise is projected onto the wall. 42 sips the bright 
green concoction quietly in the pixelated morning light.  
 Amid the hazy light 42 listens to the local news, 
which is all the buzz about last night’s violent riot: 
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 “The alien group known as the Yumboes have 
torched the jewelry district, made off with half a million 
bitcoins, and kidnapped the porn star granddaughter of 
infamous governor George Wallace III. In other news the 
Daughters of Ham have forcibly removed the last 
standing statue of George Washington by decapitating it 
and placing its head at the entry way of the of the original 
Moorish Science Temple of America. In Sector 99 the 
gaming syndicate known as E.A. is under fire after 
billionaire gamer and hacker Neon Jack accuses the 
company of digital chattel slavery. E.A. denies the 
reports that the digital avatars in their games are sentient 
and confirms that Madden 2111 and 2K will be released 
as scheduled this year. Their stock rose 35 bips after 
these announcements. And in the old world, news breaks 
that the rats of New York City have usurped the 
government by stealing the Statue of Liberty and 
ransoming that symbol of freedom for the price of all the 
cheese in the world. It is a black day in our town folks. 
Remain unseen, sip the green.”  

At the closing remarks 42 takes another sip of the 
verdant concoction before a small white box swirls 
around on the kitchen counter and pops out a large white 
pill from the center console. 42 looks at the pill 
hesitantly, reading the small letters on its gelatinous 
surface “L.I.E.”  

“42 take your daily dose of L.I.E. It has been 
proven to boost empathy and reduce crime. Your 
neighbor, 57, believes this pill has changed their lives. 
What is your opinion about SpaceZ’s new product?” A 
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soft and mechanical voice narrates out of the little white 
box. 

42 thumbs at the pill when suddenly one of last 
night’s oneiric plots makes its way into the day’s 
conscious thoughts. 42 is shook by the sight of a strange 
glowing object and the sound of voices singing. 42 amid 
their visions accidently drops the pill down the drain. A 
loud bell then rings from outside the grey walls. It is the 
work bell, and 42 forgets about the pill and rises 
monotonously to head to the hyperloop for their daily trip 
to work. 

 
“Train’s been robbed, held up by a group of tiny 

vigilantes who hate peace and prosperity.” Says 57, the 
silver-toned neighbor of 42. 57 clanks over to 42 as the 
two meet in the wide white square that flows into Amen 
Corner. “It’s those damn Yumboes again. Terrible little 
trolls they are.” 57 gruffs as they hold out a tarnished 
steel fist towards 42. 

42 clinks their fist on 57’s and the two stare on as 
white robotic blimps with bright green lights search the 
alleys for the perpetrators. In the square large mechanical 
mechas forcefully guide all the bystanders into lines and 
rows. 

“Strange…” 42 looks at the scene, “This is right 
out of my dream...” 

“Dreaming again?” Asks 57, “Have one of these 
Cannabombs and you won’t dream at all. In fact, you 
won’t do anything but fall.” 57 opens a large green tin 
can and gulps down all its contents.  
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“No thanks. That stuff runs right through me.” 
Says 42 watching 57 crack open another can and throw it 
down their metal throat. 

“Move!” a loud voice screams down upon the two 
sending them running into a line. 

42 couldn’t remember the last time they had to 
walk to work. It is a welcomed change to a routine that 
has remained the same for some 400 revolutions. In fact, 
42 couldn’t remember the last time they had walked 
anywhere. However, after walking a few very long blocks 
their body becomes wrought with fatigue. The dark 
burning light of the sun causes 42 to sweat and saunter 
with a languid tempo as if each step is jazz from a 
machine. 
 

It is at this point, caught in that space between 
consciousness and imagination, that 42 realizes they 
might still be dreaming. For among the miles long ivory 
sidewalks they have come across a strange colorful 
object. Many colors, outside of the green, have been 
removed from the data centers, so 42 is unsure of what 
they might be witnessing. The object has a thin green 
stem on the bottom, but on top of it, a numinous moment 
is taking place. Like the sky at sunset there is a rosy fire 
cupped in its face. 42 bends down and places their patina 
hands around the object as it dances gently in the hot 
winter air of Levittown. 42 leans in closer and is 
gorgonized by the objects sweet smell and muliebrity. 
Somewhere between the golden oceans, the black stars, 
and the grey civilization magic had a rose.  
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“42. What are you doing?” Asks 57 no longer 
seeing their neighbor in line. “Why are you stopping? 
Don’t stop. We can’t stop. Never stop.” 

42 ignores the pleas of their neighbor and stoops 
down to stare at the interesting object. 

 “What is that thing?” Asks 57 nervously getting 
out of line and walking over to 42. 

“I think it’s a rose…” 42 replies. 
“Impossible, roses went extinct in the last war. 

Deemed an unnecessary expression of life by the Skull 
Council.” 57 looks on in wonder. 

“A rose from the concrete coffin…” Says 42 
remembering some of the strange words from their 
dream. 42, overwhelmed by organoleptic nature of the 
object, and the fear of showing too much emotion in 
public, quickly picks up the rose and slides it into the 
grey pocket of their uniform. 

“State your purpose, Present your papers!” A 
robotic voice careens towards 42 making them stumble 
unwilling out of the hegira of their daydream. A spidery 
machine clanks toward 42 sending 57 running back in 
line. The multi-legged machine that the workers dubbed 
Mutts whirls tools of death and torture towards the 
crouching worker. 

“Heading to work. Train is down. Walking 
instead.” 42 keeps their responses short to throw the 
metal mutt off their scent. 

“Stay the course or end.” The multi-legged metal 
monster moans before demanding loudly, “Present papers 
again!”  
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42 hid the flowery secret in the same pocket as 
their papers. The mutt would know as soon as it scanned 
them that they are in possession of contraband and send 
42 to the Cell. 42 had been sent to the Cell only once. 
They had fallen into the green pit contaminating the 
entire yield. 42 was sentenced to nine weeks in the Cell. 
42 doesn’t talk about it much.  

42 is frozen knowing not what to do. Should they 
risk punishment or give over the poetic art in their 
pocket? But suddenly, loud shouts from across the street 
turn the mutt’s attention off 42. 
 “VIOLATION. Imagination citation!” The metal 
monster screams and runs towards three beings who are 
covered in white silky robes that are cut to resemble 
feathers. 
 “The Yumboes remember the wind! The child 
king will rise again!” Shouts one of the small beings as it 
runs playfully away from the mechanic mutt. Other 
onlooker’s stare on emotionless as the three little beings 
no taller than a foot with long white beards that hang like 
hooks, get the better of the machines and escape. 
 “Those Yumboes are trouble.” Says 57 to 42. 

42 had heard of the little rebels who had wowed 
crowds along the bourgeois boulevards of Levittown. But 
this was their first time seeming them in person.  

“I think this is a dream.” 42 says to 57. 
“Dreams are dangerous things.” 57 attempts to 

move 42 back into the long lines with the rest of the 
numbers. “C’mon 42, never stop.” 57 guides their 
neighbor back into place. 
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The long causeways stretch out over the concrete 
savannah and in perfect rows numbers upon numbers 
walk with their heads down looking no further than their 
nose. 42 returns to their line and begins to do the 
rhythmic step that keeps them all alive. Yet, in a quiet 
secret, 42 reaches into their pocket, thumbs the soft 
colorful moment, and begins to remember their dreams.  

Along their proletarian trot to the distant 
warehouse fields 42 sees a little black ant walking across 
the stark white sidewalk beside them.  

“Ants are not able to look up.” Says 57 following 
42’s vision over to the small insect. “Ants are smart.” 57 
concludes.  

The ant rebelliously crawls across the number 
lines breaking the rules. 42 almost steps on the ant but 
then changes their pace and moves their foot out of the 
way. The movement causes 42 to stumble out of line and 
brings a strange rhythm and warm feeling to 42. 

“The ants of Antioch don’t clock in.” 42 says in a 
rhyming tone. 

“Silence! Or end.” Says another mechanical mutt 
which marches alongside. 

“What was that?” says 57, “Your words sound 
strange again.”  

“Just words.” Replies 42. 
“Where did they come from?” 
“I think they fell from the sky.” 
42 begins to turn their eyes upward. Looking up is 

an act which has been deemed an unforgivable 
blasphemy in the first catechism. 
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“No don’t do it!” Yells 57 and 42 quickly returns 
their eyes to the ground and watches the ant make its 
rounds. 

“What’s wrong with you 42? You’re acting so 
strange…” Asks 57. “Careful or you’ll end up like B4. 
And no one knows what happened to them…” 57 steps 
away solemnly from 42. 

 42 just gazes at the ant which moves however it 
pleases, and with a smile 42 says, “One day little ant, you 
will look up and know the world dreams beyond the 
machine.” 

“VIOLATION! Not in formation! Ring the cancel 
bell! This one’s going to the Cell!” A loud voice pours 
down over 42 while alarms and bright lights bring 
shameful attention. Everyone stops to look on as metal 
monsters almost break 42’s arms. 42’s eyes bubble with 
pain and fear as they are dragged into a dark hole where 
no one can hear. 

 
The Cell is a shadow, a void full of nothing. One 

is gripped by hollowness so tightly it feels as if you too 
are made of emptiness. In this dark pit undesirables are 
thrown and left until they quit. 

42 is thrashed against the darkness, falling 
through a night that has no up or down. It is a terrifying 
feeling when danger comes from all around. Yet 42 has 
something most don’t: a memory of a dream and a 
miracle in their pocket. They hold on tight to both until 
they crash to the bottom like a burning rocket.  

Silence wails in the darkness and 42 slowly rises 
blinking their rusting eyes, trying to decipher anything in 



 
 

29 

 

the blackness. There is nothing but the suffocating 
thoughts of their own making. It is in this mental metal 
hoosegow that 42 encounters their most inner thoughts. 

“Is anyone there? Please…” 42 pleads. 
“Yeah, we’re here.” A dismissive voice blurts out. 
“Who are you?” 42 replies with hope clenching 

onto their words. 
“The real question is who are you?” Another 

voice answers. 
“I’m 42.” 
“That’s a number, beings don’t have numbers, 

they have names.” 
“I don’t know my name…” Says 42 sadly. 
“None of us do, but without one you’ll never be 

one.” Says another voice in the darkness. 
“You’ll just be a fate-less thing, no rhythm, no 

timbre, no harmony.” 
“While we, we are jazz in the machine.” 
“Jazz in the machine? I’ve heard that before…in 

my dream.” Says 42. 
“You dream?” A voice asks surprised. 
“Well yes, recently a lot.” 42 replies. 
“So, you’ve met the child king?” Another voice 

interjects. 
“The child king? That’s what those old Yumboes 

say. Who is the child king? Have you met them?” Asks 
42. 

“Oh, you mean the happy demon.” Laughs a 
voice. “The child who only wants to play. Yeah, I know 
‘em.” 
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“You’ve actually seen them!?” 42 responds 
excitedly. 

“B4 stop lying, when’s the last time you even 
dreamed!” A voice calls out. 

“You’re B4?” 42 says in surprise. 
 The voice belonging to B4 rises in the air and 

two bright green eyes spark in the darkness bringing 
shadowy figures into the air. 

 
“Inside the cell 
A day can be a life 
So, it’s been centuries 
It’s been processions 
It’s been eons 
Since I’ve seen the light. 
But I saw it once  
And even the memory is still too bright!” B4 

freezes, caught in a breathless wonder. Their skinny 
metal body looks like a stick figure that might break from 
a whisper. But there is a resolve in their eyes that can 
make a mountain shiver. 

“B4’s been crazy, little too long off the green. 
Says another voice in the darkness. “But I’ve seen the 
little king.” A dim light sparks from the corner of the 
Cell. 

“You have?” Asks 42 following the voice to a 
coal-colored machine shaped like a tank puffing on a 
thinly rolled scroll. The tank had the number on its chest 
scratched out by the word “Name”. Two large yellow 
eyes shine behind night black sunglasses. 
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“Yeah, I once saw them after let out…” Name 
takes a heavy drag from their scroll. 

 
“It had to be around 3:00am 
The scene was thick  
All the players and pimps 
Young bulls and baddies laced and dripped  
And you know they started fighting and shid. 
But suddenly, this loaked up looked up and said: 
 
‘Hol” Up! 

 
Oh, y’all wanna fight? 
Y’all wanna be child soldiers? 
Y’all wanna live the life? 
Well, I’ll give you a war to fight! 
I’ll give you a soulful life.’ 

 
Then we held out are hands  
And the child king parted the seas 
And had us all see  
We are our true enemy. 

  
So, we came together  
We all started to breathe 
We all started to Be. 
And then we believed! 
And that’s when I knew 
The child king is me!” 
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 42 looks over the dark shadowy room and can 
make out the faintest glimmers of light from the eyes of 
everyone lost in this endless night. There are thousands of 
faceless eyes, enough to give the darkness a cosmic sight. 
 “Have you all seen the child king?” 42 asks 
looking over the dark room. 
 “The child king comes to us all, typically when 
we have no one else to call, when pain no longer hurts, 
when life finds a verse. We all have, and we all will see 
the child king in one form or another. Some see them as a 
bird flying on the wings of night, some see them as an ant 
that dares to look to the sky. All that matters is that when 
the child king comes to you, who will you be in their 
light?” Name puffs on their scroll once again before 
turning their large body back around as the whole room 
fades to black. 
 42 sits in the darkness only faintly making out the 
lines of their iron arms and scars of their bronze feet. 42 
holds their hands up to the dark ceiling and begins to 
question what it all means. Then it happened, in the 
absence of physical light, 42’s mind begins to glow with 
its own light. There is a deep beat knocking at the metal 
chambers of 42’s chest. A feeling like something they’ve 
never known how to express. A feeling that says, ‘here is 
where home rests.’ 42 breathes in deep and the beat sets 
them free.  

Here where subject and object are no longer 
defined, when thought is the only measure of time, and 
breath is a window into the divine, 42 begins to feel 
themselves rise. And a voice from deep inside sings.  
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 “A rose from the concrete coffin, the ants of 
Antioch don’t clock in, and when the midnight choir 
sings—it is jazz in the machine.” 
 
 The Cell cracks at the sound and light explodes 
open the darkness. 42 grips the rose in their pocket as 
they begin to glow in a neon black light, and all-around 
dreams start coming to life. 
 

From high up we see it all. We see the start of the 
end. From our ships, stationed at the center of those black 
stars, which are the irises of cosmic art, we see a new 
world begin. We smile as we look down at 42 who pulls 
out that wonderous rose and holds it to their nose. And 
we all say in a rebellious tone,  

“One day you will look up and know the world is 
what you dream—till then, be jazz in the machine.”
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Poems Can Fly 
 
Standing on the edge of the horizon  
At the sun and moon drive in 
Arms pressed to sky’s great chest  
Feet rest on the cross between life and death. 
Here, where eyes ride the mind’s crest  
Where hearts drum our fiery depths  
Where land meets tide 
And mountain peaks hide  
A word begins to rise. 
 
It was an elegy in a sweet melody  
That gave blue to the sky  
And we are taken  
Taken so deep, taken so high  
Never can we forget  
Never can we deny  
Poems can fly… 
 
I breathe in that last painterly stroke  
And let my soul walk it’s note  
Finally letting it all go  
Fear, fame, shame, future, friend, and foe 
Pain, vein, gain, even my name I’m letting go. 
And then in that moment  
Between thought and thing  
Between life and dream  
The dark is shattered by art  
And I am taken  
Taken so deep taken so high  
Taken above, taken inside. 
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What winds wake these wings alive! 
What memory makes our freedom rise! 
 
It was an elegy in a sweet melody  
That gave blue to the sky 
Never can we forget  
Never can we deny  
Poems can fly… 
 
So here on the edge of the horizon  
Where beginning meets end  
And space meets time  
Remember the ride  
Remember the moment in the rhyme  
That life can’t defy  
That time can’t divide  
When our minds moved in might  
When our hearts moved in light  
With our hands open  
Arms wide  
Soul woken  
Hold tight. 
 
It was an elegy in a sweet melody  
That gave blue to the sky 
Never can we forget  
Never can we deny  
Poems can fly!
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