Lines on the page

Time to the Eternal

is like a squiggly line on a page.
Looping and repeating

branching and then disappearing into dust.
He sees the beginning and the end

and all the breaths inbetween.
He sees where we go,

in our secret hidden hearts.
Along with the porcelain

smiles to the gallery.
He sees what is best for us,

when all we see are mountains.
He tells us which way to go

if we would but stop and listen.
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