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He had this kindness
The kind that binds us

To one who has empathy
Without it we are empty.

While he was here

We held on dear

We felt that we mattered
Now we are shattered.

What can we do?

Who can we turn to?

Ourselves, perhaps?

An interesting synapse.

He showed us the way
To live day by day

And he gave us our insight
Into our problems, to fight.

He’d proffer, and suggest
On what might be best
But he left it to you

On what you should do.

He left us with a query

But he always had this theory

After he had gone

It dawned, that all along

What he was trying to say

Was to live life, day by day
Just as you are.

You matter; you can go far.

Just question what is right
Then go out there and fight

But in a quiet way

Don’t be frightened, to be afraid.

For all of us have the power

To blossom and to flower

We all of us have this gift

We matter, that’s the shift

In consciousness, our own
The hypothesis to form,
Then prove that it is right
Is to go out there and fight!
Fight the stigma

Fight the ignorance
Tell them its coincidence
That it happens to be you

If it was them
What would they do?
(NB; Sage is about a real person, a guiding light, who is sadly no longer with us)
