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Memorial Day Eve / Sara

The sound of silence,

a moment of stillness,

echoes of the past,

of a day that was,

How different was I,

And how you were you,

and ever since

as if another century had passed.

A wave of memories,

of light conversations,
simplicity that draws closer
reality and imagination,
blending like magic

in childhood wonder,

tied in a fabric

of a story, of life.

Beautiful child, my stronghold, protector,
like a river's steady stream, ever flowing,
The days slipped away, hours gone by,
my love knows no bounds, overpouring.
Your face, my angel, | long to see,

The path guides my way to you.

Among flower beds, a plot and a dream,
in your shade | found shelter and refuge.

Letters in stone, smoothed by tears,

| rested a shade in your garden.

The end of a year, voices fade,

but your name is eternally carven.

The sun sank low, a crescent still sleepy,
silhouettes grow dim in your light.

A pain that burned in me,

is now numb and sealed,

for time’s gentle touch

hasn't healed.



