Beauty

In a child’s eye the wonderment of the new,

Exploring each day’s blank canvass to paint.

Rising vapors design clouds against the blue

For our minds to design an object quaint.

From great altitude the earth’s magnetic face

Draws emotions to overwhelm anyone.

Delicate petals implant memories that erase

Any doubt that looking close is beauty won.

Blank now the site where fateful towers stood,

Can beauty reside in such a place of wrath?

Structures built to honor terror victims could

Bring reverence, a solemn beauty cast.
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