In Heaven

My chords vibrated without song

And when I spoke,

I spoke with the enlightenment of a thousand years.

My brilliant orbs did behold

And when I saw

I saw the vision of eternal light.

My delicate buds drank in

And when I tasted

I tasted the honey sweet delicacy of truth.

My heightened olfactory nerves opened

And when I smelled

I smelled the radiant scent of goodness.

My hand of light went out

And when I touched

I touched eternity and it touched me in return.
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