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For so long 
Dreams have scattered before the night 
Leaving my vision naked 
A pattern conceived along 
The miles of fear 
An emptiness that grows near 
As focus fights for its freedom 
To be clear 
And before my eyes 
The road has come to a split 
A fork set into the heart of destiny 
A direction of choice 
For now my soul can only stand bent 
Searching beyond purpose 
For the voice 
From the waste of this life 
My soul is given rest 
I sit me down on the rim of hope 
And dangle my feet over its edges 
It feels good to be here 
And the breeze I feel is somehow familiar 
I’ve known it once before 
But never like this 
The smell of hope fills more than my nose 
It wraps me like a blanket 
And gets all in my clothes 
I’ve always wanted to be here 
I mean 
By my choice 
Because I wanted to 
Because it was good for me 
The view from hope 
Is beyond anything I’ve ever known 
But it is not beyond me 
I see the rhythm and pace of life 
Moving in a concert of creation 
I see the give and take 
Of night and day 
Working together to mold the notion of time 
I see the ritual dance 
Of life and death 
Moving slowly 
Deliberately 



And from where I sit 
It is a beautiful dance 
And there is nothing to fear 
And out of the corner of my eye  
I catch a glimpse of a familiar face 
No longer matted with pain 
And loosed from the strings of darkness 
Far beneath the dangle of my feet 
I catch a glimpse of me 
I call down to myself 
But I will not answer 
I am ignoring myself 
I hear me calling me 
But I will not answer 
And all at once I look up 
While I am still looking down 
And we smile at one another 
What a beautiful sight 
What a beautiful god 
To allow the two halves of myself 
The one who waits and wants 
And the one who wants and waits for nothing 
To finally meet 
To reassure each other 
Of the miracle of hope 
I wish you could feel  
What I feel 
I wish you could see 
What I see 
And the marvelous thing about god 
Is you can 
You can come out of your closet 
Of fear 
You can shake yourself free 
From the weight of the lie 
You can 
But do you want to? 
I didn’t always want to 
I didn’t always know how 
There is a view from the edge of hope 
That you have got to see 
It is a view of you at a better place 
At a better time 
There’s more than enough room for the both of us 
Have a seat 
Take off your shoes 



And wait for the miracle called you to pass by 
Once you see 
You will never be the same. 
	


