‘Lantern on the Lake’
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At the hush between
dusk and sleep,

Stillness exhales.

A flicker glides through
the reeds.

Memories.



Quiet travellers soft as
thought,

Let their shadows drift.

Echoes pulse gentl
around ripples of light.



Then, from Temple’s lake

A beating glow.
The spark. The small,

defiant star.
Reverence to a promise

long ago.



We remember again

All that was dimmed

recurns.

Quiet certainty beyond
the veil.

The Lantern on the Lake.



