SHORT COMINGS
The rite of life, has a lot to say
A path been paved, for everyone to follow
No feelings attached, but I have to say
That when a baby is born, with a cry they come
With no idea, of the world they came.
A feeling I wish, ever could imagine.
In a brand-new world, an alien they feel.
I think they cry, for the trouble they see.
As Job has said, awaits all men.
I side with King Solomon, who riddled and said;
That a time of death, is better than birth
A path of sorrow and lone we stroll
The pain we carry, that no one could see
A time, a peace, but not all could earn.
We all wish for okay, for the morrow to bounce
King Solomon was right
When he told the tales of time.
I wish, I could leave to the dead
And see what they’ve got
Nobody has an idea, of the world we came
Nor the one we go.
All we have, is a book in hand, a truth to be known
A rite it’s stays, with principles it holds
As the Maker designs
One day I will see, all my hearts again
In a world not as this, of broken glasses
That will cut, to sharpen my pain
I think the dead lays quiet, for the peace they’ve found
Never would awake from the peace they’ve seen
A peace, a time, they’ve found their home
A lot of sorrow they would want to share
Happy the Dead, whose sorrow have rest
A bright day await, to take a tour
To a world I know, of no return
A journey that far, where only faith could help
One day the stroll we take, will make a sense
On the account even if, it doesn’t do.
When at last, that all have end.





 





