
 

 

Angels’ Wings 

 

 And so I drift  

  twixt thought and earth, 

   catchments of sweet love, 

    hollows of remembrance,  

     deep below and soaring up above  

 

     I hear soft the ghostly choirs  

    of all my forebears sing 

   ‘tis but memories  

  brushed by time, 

  sweet sighs of angels’ wings 
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