The Rapture

‘tis the season of the manifest dawn

Drawing nigh Elysium fields of rapture,

Awakening silent senses for life is gone

In a puff of smoke my soul’s adventure.

Millennium past this vacant shadow lived

Without nary a thought for what lies beyond,

Time on time with ending life arrived

Relearning salient lessons in this fish’s pond.

Ah, the breakthrough of profound, yet bitter light

Blinding those with mortal sense uninformed,

Reaching out my now illuminated sight

Captures the spiritual essence of life adorned.
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