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Bridges to nowhere --

Castles in the air …

Seeking after heart’s desires,

Can lead to much despair.

Longing in the eyes that none can ever share --

Are like bridges built to nowhere …

Or castles in the air.

Yet there are times --

When poetry will rhyme …

And life’s harshness, soothed by each well-worded line.

There find meaning out of years of trial, golden and sublime –

Build my castle walls so high and tall,

Dark clouds eclipse them -- not at all,

Reflecting sun, they seem to glimmer from within

Like my heavenly home, one foot I now stand in.

Within my fortress, I am safe to care.

The walls of air, too stout for those who dare

To climb or circumvent

To hurt or make a dent –

To the untrained eye, they’re made of just thin air…

But to those with eyes that see,  they are strong,  beyond compare.

Sculpted by the Master Builder’s art

So He restores and plasters up the heart.

Love and life are mysteries we test 

And find all answers lacking, trying each our level best.

The answers are not in the lives we even choose

But in the sacrifices and the vices, that as we live, we lose.

Because of woeful deeds and life’s many felt disasters

He fashions out -- translucent alabaster.

It’s in the artful plaster, the Master does repair

The findings in:  “all live in castles sculpted of thin air."

So bridges built to nowhere lead to their own fond end

As tears within the waiting eyes, the heart of a lost and outcast friend.

Knowing the exasperation of not being understood

Hurts all to the core for who is made of wood?

Such fire does burn the dross out of the ore, this, the would be gold.

I find purpose in the loss, one hope still left to hold …

The purest, unspotted love, left standing in the wings

With bridges going nowhere, making peasants into kings.
