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One day I decided to rest
And do nothing

But enjoy

And an ambitious young boy

Came up to me and said

“You can’t rest as if you’re dead!”

And I said

“Rest isn’t death; it’s the easing into life

I forgot was due me 

Because of allegiance to strife

So rest I will

And nothing more

And heaven still will find me

Cause I’m not lost

Anymore

He knows the way to me

And I am free

Of chasing him.”

And then the boy had to prove to me 
That life isn’t that easy

So he challenged me to a race
And I laughed as I looked up at his face, and said

“Run, go, beat me to heaven if you can

To the finish line of mortal man

And first one to touch the pink ribbon wins

For there is freedom.”

So off he trekked at record speed

Tripping over rocks and with bloodied knees

He panted and ached and toiled and ran
To prove his suffering was necessary to the plan

For his release

And I lounged where I was, cool drink in hand

Soaking up the sun and the sound of a marching band

As it came near playing happy tunes

And assembled all around me

To the boy I called 

“Come back and enjoy the music!  
Come rest and be my friend

Come back to the journey’s end

Come back!”

He heard me clear

But on he trekked, body wrecked

Mind troubled with plans and courses

To make his understanding more

Than silly stupid horses

To my surprise the Mayor came up 

And shook my hand with vigor

“Here you sit by the marching band”, he said

“And everyone in town is coming hither

For the start of the grand race

In this town of Slippery Slither

Here will be the finish line

No need to get up or move away, enjoy the show

We’ll just drape this ribbon over your feet

And tie the center with a bow
And as the ribbon caressed my feet

It was pink satin shinning brightly

“I’m there already” I said in my mind

Giggling so happy and lightly

Corn dog vendors fed me, strolling by with meaty delights

Free snow cones and popcorn too

Kids played with my hair & painted flowers on my face of blue
As they cooled me with water guns squirts
And brought me bouquets of Queen Anne’s Lace
Their joy was worn so brightly, celebration being our toy
And just then I saw the boy
Stumbling up the hill all haggard and worn

Shoes torn

Face weathered and hard

“THERE IT IS!  There’s the ribbon!”  He screamed 
Giddy upping with his last burst
Pushing through the ribbon with purpose and might

Happy he could finally lay down the fight

He cried when he saw me already there 

“How could you be in heaven first, without suffering, pain or purpose?”

I said “Heaven is a gift, given everyone now, exactly where they are.

My purpose was to welcome you, and here you are!

Take a break in the chair next to mine

And dine on funnel cakes and root beer wine 

And hear the cheers from happy crowds

And count yourself gladly among them!”
