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Look at these old walls,

Perfected in their height,

Sculpted as if from angels in all their holy light.
Painted ceilings a plenty,

Majesty of which only thedgalaxies would compete,
But yet there is rubble, and dust on the seats.

Why and where are the people who once dwelt in this place?
What happens to the prayers that gave the air a miraculous state?
When did people decide to leave this work of art?

I supposed it's when they figured they are most smart.

These walls though having no voice,
Looking at them tghey spe:ﬁ(,

They remember the times when they used to be a sanctuary for the weak.
The echos of hymns and spiritual songs echo in the gale,

If you listen close these echos prove that will angels prevail.

Once housing mentors, and people full of delight,

What happened to all the Holy Light?

Why is this place empty, and showing a no more hope?

Will we SEEIfDVE again, or will these walls be forced to mourn?
I desire to put them at ease, so the memories in the night,
Don't have to haunt and hurt these walls despite their might.

Standing firm as a stone,

Heart broken from within,

To disparage and forget these walls,
Is one step short of a sin.

The drew and vines that grow about,

Show the turmoil and tragic loss,

The walls are covered with mold and plenty of moss,
And the moisture of the walls, are reaﬁy tears you see,
The walls have seen the people that no longer believe,
Hope and faith is famished,

It has all but vanished.

Eventually they will be torn down,

Because memories must be erased,

Sadly it's beautg shall be put to waste.

If best comes about however, then a museum this place will be,
At least it nothing else, the walls won't have to be IlJ-::-nnel;«f.

Perhaps though a brighter end will come to pass, and in to play,
Maybe the sun will shine again and show the light of day,

And possibly, you never know, maybe back will come the might,
And maybe, just possibly, back will come the Holy Light.
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