Mae Belle

Could one walk through life unknowing their force,

But all the time surrounded by an aura of goodness?

Drawn from the deep pool of ancient life’s source

Dowsing dry lands ’water drawn to her fairness.

A son broken in spirit racked by drugs obscene

Brought back from the brink to a life of meaning.

Her mere presence a jewel those surround will glean

Unseen forces for goodness to her spirit clinging.

Bless this house with your very presence today

Correcting this downward spiral of decline.

A skeptic of that unseen world ruling our way

Her life-dispensing energy emanating to mine.
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