Passage of Words
A fleet of ideas,

Lost in the sea of my mind,

Caught in a tumultuous storm,

Tossed around carelessly like a child’s toy,

Flailed until bruised and broken,

Sinking until wiped from memory. 

Few survive and continue to travel onward,

Searching for he promised land,

To fulfill their purpose, their mission,

And become the sacred words upon paper.

Some disappear; lose their way without a compass

Others are seduced away by sirens,

Unwanted distractions on their passage,

Outside forces pulling them from their goals.

But for those who do survive and make that difficult trek,

Shall be rewarded greatly,

And brought into their world of pens and paper, words and ink,
And forever remembered for their course, destination made.

