The Ascent   
    
I am surrounded in this darkness with a light I can not see 
It is peaceful here, and the darkness does not frighten me.
I know I am not blind or paralyzed, flesh I have forsaken.
Is this a dream of some kind from which I will awake?
I reach for my self but I am not there and I do not feel weak.  
There is no substance to my tongue, but there is no need to speak.
How did I get here and how long will I linger with this mystery? 
Emotion overwhelms me and my thoughts explode with memory
The memories are catching up to my last moment in time,
my emotion was of sympathy, but for what I can’t define. 
It’s a tormented soul behind the eyes of a man peering back at me in pain, 
But this does not make sense to me, I was in a tower, and he was flying a plane.        
A radiant light, it tugs on me, and takes me high above; 
I can’t hear or see it, but I can sense its pure love.
This sensation’s strangely beautiful as it welcomes me aboard 
I can see now! I am my soul being cradled in the arms of the lord.  
 
