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take my hand and hold it –
a moment of forever
reminding us of ice cream nights
and beach long afternoons –

of laughter filling twilight streets
with faces raised to rain –
of eagle skies and woodpeckers
and fading aeroplanes –

take my hand and hold it –
watch the trees pass by
travelling roads to nowhere
through mornings misted grey–

shadow fields and houses –
barns and hills and creeks –
foggy mountain ranges
fading into skies –

take my hand and hold it
in bone deep memories 
where lives that we have yet to be
lie buried in our cells –

take my hand and hold it
on this day of misted rain –
i’m travelling into sunshine
to be with you again.
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