
One of three 

 

Tear for lost hope 

 

I stood there, shaking, 

my eyes upon the land of death, 

my heart - breaking, 

I couldn´t even take a breath. 

 

So painful, 

as though the pain was mine 

was looking at the lifeless mine. 

 

At the dried moor, 

I searched for water in the furthest near, 

yet all I found was my lonely tear. 

 

I wanted to weep, I wanted to cry, 

so I could water the land that was so dry. 

Yet I would never make it on my own 

it was like trying to wake a stone. 

 

I loved and I believed, 

that the dead could arise, 

But still I couldn’t cope 

with life, when I missed the last of three 

when I lost the hope, 

in distant never ending sea. 

  



Out of two 

 

They both were broken, 

They both wore souls of old, 

The woman and the man, 

With a vision that was stoned. 

 

All they left were two things, 

The belief in Thy shielding wings. 

They walked with Him the faithful path, 

Though they lost a hopeful laugh. 

 

The second thing wasn´t thing as well, 

It was a song of either heaven or hell. 

It was a soft waist and strong chest, 

It was singing bird who found his nest. 

 

It was a burning heart, 

Joined with its other part, 

Joined souls of each other, 

Creating mother and father. 

 

Like a picture they should´ve looked, 

Yet still they missed one colour, 

In loving cross they were hooked, 

But fading anyway, like a flower. 

 

Fading in the depths of sea, 

Without anchor flowing through, 

Not to live, just only be, 

Not to squint up the crystal blue. 



 

No yearn was left in the souls of wither, 

When the eye couldn´t see the light, 

No easel can stand without legs of three, 

But some can´t stand the bitter fight. 

 

And they fall, slowly to the deep, 

With eyes that no longer see, but weep. 

 

Though they didn´t know, 

In all their lonely emptiness, 

They were bound by vow, 

To become more, not less. 

 

For where there are two 

He shall always be, 

In the loving union, 

Creating the last of three. 

 

Growing slowly in the womb, 

Unnoticed sprinkle of life, 

Flourishing seed of groom 

and his loving wife. 

 

And when it cuts its way through the air, 

the scream of brand new voice, 

It´s not just birth of heir, 

It´s birth of new eyes that rejoice. 

 

 

 



Sparrows of hope 

 

I´ve always loved those little creatures, 

With light and tender, subtle features. 

Sailing on a nothing, hanging in the void, 

Following a sinusoid. 

 

Up and down, up and down, 

They cross the azure sky, 

Even in the filthiest town, 

They feed on abandoned wheat or rye.  

 

Fleeting life of endless song, 

Passing through the generations, 

Not caring about how life is long, 

Singing for the stone-deaf nations. 

 

For they see the purpose and not just see, 

Not just to dream – but to be. 

To be the purpose, they sing out life 

Not to forget to yearn, to strive. 

  

 

 

  



Hope 

 

I saw her just few times, 

But she remained with me, 

In all my silly rhymes, 

It´s her on the edge you see. 

 

When the darkness drives me off 

To that edge I´m pushed 

When I´m out of faith and love 

When my heart is crushed. 

 

I gasp for air and find none, 

So to the deep I tilt, 

It was close, almost done, 

Despite the fear, despite the guilt. 

 

But when I step out to the void, 

She catches my hand, 

She can never be destroyed, 

Like an invisible strand. 

 

She gently strokes my face from tears, 

Smoothing away all my fears, 

Her unearthly streaming dress, 

Pierces through the heavy darkness. 

 

She lifts my head and I gaze in her eyes, 

Which aren´t eyes but the deepest sea, 

She gives strength to fight the lies, 

She gives the strength to be. 



 

And then she disappears. 

But so do my fears. 

 

 

 


