Seven

Growing up next to the house of seven gables

There we seven original children with seven original navels.

Their father had been in the Navy that sailed the seven seas

While mother stayed at home and bounced the seven on her knees.

Each night under the seven visible bodies in the seventh heaven above

They all slept seven hours before rising at seven with love.

With the seven chakras of their bodies and the seven sensors of their heads

They went out each in they’re own way to seven other beds.

Some studied the seven arts and sciences while others rolled the dice

And tried for a lucky seven but that came at quite a price,

For luck was not always with them as they toyed with the seven deadly sins

But they came through with seven smiles and seven sheepish grins.

They saw “The Seven Dwarfs” and sung “The Seventh Son”

And all had seven numbers on their phones when they rung.

Some played seven-card stud while others ran seven miles

All beneath the Seven Sisters each unique with seven styles.

If God completed His creation and rested the seventh day

Could not the seven siblings find true peace along their way?

With seven, their lucky number, to guide them to that route

Taking seven paths to glory made them stronger without a doubt.
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