The Sacred Realm

Flying high above your wondrous patterns

Of exacted symmetry - grace defined.

Earth’s beauty extends far and deep to caverns

Discerning patchwork by man well-defined.

What a grand play with ordered acts of balance

Hidding din and commotion ruling there. 

On your muddled surface I have reliance

Though above it all I’d stay beyond that fare.

On your face I’m submerged in twisted mass

Of confusing relationships that overwhelm.

In solitude, no beauty, but peace I found

Till soar again high in that sacred realm.
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