A PARADISE FOUND
By William R. Melich

Words flying off keys like birds from trees, tell of a story;

A journey of glory with tears and pain through the years I gain a joy and pride from deep inside.

A silence has come as a resounding sound within my soul as it was profound, to finally see and truly be free in a paradise found.

What is it and where, when, why and how?  Here and there, then and now; contentment within a world of sin.

Falling and slipping I answer a calling to the gripping darker side of vice.

Cometh afflictions of binding addictions with refusal and denial putting my soul on trial and I seek no help.

A love so great and rare now lost leaving me alone to wait and dare to date and hope for love to repair my tattered soul.

My soul once pure is perhaps I fear forever jaded from the toll of evil traps set in the society of man.

Alas is this world amass with violence and corruption, yet in the silence come an eruption waking my soul to the infinite.
Ideas flowing from an inner knowing are always forming the stories and concepts like on steps ascending to virtue.

Creative expression in philosophic meter do I write to live in spite of depression from another profession retarding my dream.

Life, made to seem unfair by a fading dream; still I do declare a secret place of mine.
A place unbound without the vice of guilt or fear, hence I make it clear that the silence I hear is the eternal sound of a paradise found.

