
 Hill of our Memories
As I prance up the green grassy hill
Next to the old and grand windmill
Sits a great and grand red oak tree
Each root holding a memory still

A murmur of a breeze passes through my hair
Lost within the buoyant air
The once lush weeds that surrounded this place
Withered within the sun’s sharp glare

This hill holds many mementos of the past
The bark as smooth as satin glass
But each green leaf holds a dear memory
Keepsakes to be gone, fading fast

The little things like the daisies as they bloom
And the hazy gold dawn of sultry June
No one really notices the nature of the world
Maybe take a stroll and make memories anew.
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