
Edie

   parkling dark enchanted daughter, 
    Moonlight etching path the water —
       Doing things one can t alone,
          Walk with listen ocean moan.

S

       uby droplet string of pearls,
       Dancers ring magical world —
         Who d have guessed it d come to this,
           Sacred springs first mornings kiss.

R

        nchored isle sea of stars,
        Lotus cove dream memoir —
          Arriving whispered autumn wind,
            Ferry from where worlds begin.
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         ere to offer a hand to hold,
         Time scriptures God foretold —
            Place humans wished would be,
              Within the scope our infinity.
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