Stones

Apncient lives are writ in GreeR and Roman stones
As well the ones of Ephesus, and the old Minoans
So too the pyramids and sphinx along old Egypt’s Nile
And Incan, Aztec, Mayan ruins lined up rank and file
With all those found so far and those as yet unearthed

Bearing silent witness to their vaunted worth

I question not the art and skill; but the motivation,

As braggart stones,o’er mouldering bones hold no validation
For mortal men of now and then to godhood to aspire
Driving slaves and underlings to build their egos higher
Witless s this work I think, marble’s not forever

Lusting after godhood is but vain endeavour

Eternity'’s already ours, my friends, we have been here ever
Aswe'll always be, ceaselessly, as we cannot sever

Our own being from our God, with no end and no beginning
What more can we ever need? Surely not the winning

Of some fading stature, some mortal veneration.

We live endlessty in God, His mercy, His creation.
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