THE UNKNOWN HERO
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Among several indifferent faces,

Through thousands and thousands of years;

Is a face of faces in different places,

With eyes that gleam from a dream without fears.

Alone in the night, he looks at the sky,

A wondering child with a curious mind;

He begins to ponder, to wonder why?

An answer of which he cannot find:

     What is the purpose, what is the cause?
     What is the reason life exists?

     His thoughts were soaring, never to pause,

     Like endless space, his mind persists.
As many meaningful years go by,

He finds what he’s been looking for;

The meaning of life, of how and why,

Which inspires desires to learn even more.

And so lives on, the unknown hero,

Unknown by virtue of an unheard voice;

And so lives on, the unknown hero,

A hero by virtue of conscious choice.

In a lonely quest, he tries to find an inspiring mind,

Perhaps a lover may only uncover a soul that’s weary;

When to his surprise a love is found, profound and kind,

And frees his soul from a toll that’s dreary.

In life itself, he sees much beauty,

His happiness bound by integrity;

Doing what’s right, he considers a duty,

With his knowledge, wisdom, and humble dignity.

Living by duty and appearing silent,

The meaning of life, he cannot give;

Life goes on, both peaceful and violent,

The unknown hero continues to live.

And so lives on, the unknown hero,

Unknown by virtue of an unheard voice;

And so lives on, the unknown hero,

A hero by virtue of conscious choice.

Truthful thoughts in a genuine mind,

Has given to him his every insight;

Ignored too often whereby loneliness bind,

With dreams in sight while his mind(s) in flight.

A thought has brought what he has sought,

An awareness that you must learn to know;

Knowing the truth, must be self-taught,

And so lives on, the unknown hero.

Has given to him his every insight;

