All Things Point

When I’m sitting in the silence and my mind begins to roam, 

There might loom before my inner eye, like a wave of rising foam,

A doubt that seems to question what I’ve known my whole life long,

That you are God above me and that never shall be proved wrong.

But if ever I have listened even slightly to that dart, 

That so stealthily but quickly tries to lodge within my heart,

I never have succumbed to the lies it tries to say,

They are always dissipated by the purest, blazing ray

That the sun’s bright face does shine on me throughout that very day.

In all this blundering mumbling, what I’m simply trying to prove, 

Is that in our gravest doubts, just by doubting, we prove true 

The truth of your existence, because all things point to you.

Those first few weeks of springtime when the flowers begin to bloom,

The days after conception, when the babe grows in the womb,

And the sweet pang in the Lover’s heart, when the Loved enters the room.

Walking in the gloaming when the sky is purple-hued,

And those early summer mornings when the grass is all bedewed.

Best of all, cool Autumn’s essence, when the wind is in the trees,

And the swift, familiar gusts make twirling circlets of the leaves.

The flickering glow of firelight, a baby’s flawless skin, 

Warm food and bath and rest after a day that’s worn me thin.

Camaraderie and laughter when I’ve long felt all alone.

The treasure of a newfound book read in the comfort of home.

They all point to your existence though my mind may doubt, or roam.

And if simple, daily pleasures, with your presence still ring true,

Then will we not also find you in the grandest points of view?

