Holding 

My own poems being a comfort to me

Wisdom from my lips to help me to see

Funny it is how your hands help your head 

And your mouth kisses parts that are feeling all dead 

The body electric the body is whole 

And the bits that are broken are helped by the soul 

The parts that are weak and weary inside 

Are healed and made better by the parts made of light 

Its just like this our world seems to be 

When those who have, shore up the need 

The suffering lives and breathes in each day

But this core of strength makes a better way 

Its not me at all, its something so big 

In me it breathes and in us it lives

