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Graveyard
Do you ever find yourself lost

In a place where no one has dreamed?

Ever wonder at what cost

Your soul has been freed?

Do you sing this world sweet

Little lyrics with silent quiet pauses?

Fathom and discover with thought, by feet

Its reasons and its causes?

- I have not decided to think

Of all that’s before my eyes;

Walking and trying to cease to blink
I listen for echoes of my sighs.

- Sometimes the stones are greatly worn

And show no more their bearer’s all;

I try not to look wholly forlorn
As the ghosts become so small.

