RED HEN

“The Red Hen fell into the jelly”

And the thought of its profundity

was emblazoned across a sunset-red sky –

it was frozen Arctic ice crystal spires,

which were buried in the core of the Sun.

Suspended in the midst of the Universe,

and echoing waves through the Cosmos,

It reaches in, and out, and throughout,

and rebounds with deep meaning, infinitely.

Spoken by a babe

full of innocence and true knowledge,

she lives in the Now,

(the only true way to exist)

and professes true truths

that roll down a hill

and snowball to the magnitude

of emblazoned – frozen – buried – suspended – echoes – 

reaches, and rebounds,

Resounds!

“The Red Hen fell into the jelly.”
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The red hen fell into the jelly is my daughter’s first sentence!

