A Wish
Jon Samuels

What do I desire? Nothing more

Than all that in these moments I can hold,

Until at last my frame is weak and old,

And gone are all the thoughts that died before.

That golden second taken from me, or

The hour spent in silence, truth be told,

Are what I seek. Let these not be sold,

To dust and dampen in a dim-lit store.

Give me but these, my thoughts in quiet times,

My dreams of flying, the eternal nights

I spent in pondering- let them never fade.

I'll keep my pleasures, all my treasured rhymes

Which dance before me, warmly glowing lights,

The relics that my wandering mind has made.
