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Harvest 



 

As flowers fell from the mask 

So did beauty 

 Fade with them 

 

Pieces of its face 

Cracked and breaking 

Magick mirage within 

Floral fantasy awakened 

 

In a dead meadow  

Barren remnants of heaven 

Lay taken by sand 

Below the rising hollow 

 

Two worlds stood 

The desert  of dread 

And the dead dream 

 

What was once whole 

Now halved  and torn 

Shattered delight 

Worn like a hole 

 

 







 

Digging within the void 

A search for any reverie 

Of that beloved life lost 

 

The sweet memory vast 

Buried deep between 

Seemed eternal 

Just out of reach 

 

Grasping around 

Along empty chasm 

Feeling the liner 

At long last 

A relic inside 

 

 

 

 

 







 

Alas the old bag 

Of once healthy seed 

Was full of sand 

 





However an empty sack 

Was better than nothing 

 

The view of the city of saints 

Provided a hopeful glimmer 

In a desolate journey 

 

The 3 towers of fate 

Could grant the wish 

 

Of wonders  

And wanders end 



Onward towards town 

To Avalon afar 

The promised land 

Pardadise cometh 

Freedom near 

 

Wind carry with wings 

Far from here 

The wicked wasteland 

Place of no things 

Deaths retreat 

 

Bring back the soul 

Stolen  by harvest 

Return  unto the touch 

Of lights belonging  

Back there 

To gardens home 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Flowers forever 


