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  Foreword



There are countries from which one departs, yet never truly escapes. Years scatter themselves like autumn leaves before the wind. Seasons unfurl, paths divide, horizons summon us toward distant shores, and life, with its relentless tide, persuades us that we have gone elsewhere. Yet there are landscapes that refuse exile. They remain enthroned within the soul, sovereign over memory, quietly reclaiming us whenever silence falls.

There are roads our feet shall never tread again, whose dust nevertheless clings forever to the hem of remembrance. There are houses surrendered to time, gardens reclaimed by wild grass, familiar voices dissolved into eternity, and beloved faces carried beyond the reach of our hands; yet none of these have truly vanished. They continue to dwell within those hidden chambers of the heart where neither absence nor death possesses dominion.

It is from this sacred kingdom of memory, longing, and love that The Hidden Treasure in Plain Sight was born. This is no mere gathering of poems. It is a pilgrimage—a return toward the radiant provinces of the soul, where childhood walked barefoot beneath generous skies, where happiness required no riches save a mango tree in bloom, a warm veranda, a familiar laugh, the fragrance of rain upon sunlit earth, and the endless conversation between sea and sky.

Its pages invite us back to courtyards overflowing with laughter, to the proud cry of the rooster announcing the dawn, to dusty roads ablaze beneath scarlet flame trees, to evenings when the Caribbean breathed in slow blue rhythms, and to those enchanted shores where the ocean appeared not to meet the heavens but to embrace them.

The nostalgia that inhabits these poems is not born of despair. It shines. It does not kneel before what has been lost; it rises to honor what has been lived. For the greatest blessings do not abandon us when time closes its gates behind them. They merely change their dwelling. They leave the streets of our villages only to build enduring homes within the avenues of memory.

As these poems unfold, the reader will hear the heartbeat of an island soul—a heart tempered by tropical light, fashioned beneath blazing sunsets that crown the mountains with fire, instructed by the whispering tide, and nourished by those quiet miracles through which love has always found its language beneath generous island skies. Every poem bears within it a small fragment of that luminous homeland where nature seems forever engaged in gentle conversation with the human heart.

Here, love is never an abstraction imprisoned within philosophy. It breathes. It possesses fragrance, music, and seasons. It walks forgotten country paths beneath arching palms. It lingers beneath Creole verandas heavy with afternoon light. It dances beneath flamboyant trees whose crimson blossoms resemble joyful flames suspended from heaven itself. It hides inside faded letters tied with ribbon, within glances that dared not speak, inside whispered promises surrendered to the evening sea, and within memories so faithful that even time cannot persuade them to depart. It moves through these pages like the warm Caribbean breeze—unseen, irresistible, lingering long after sunset has surrendered its final gold.

Love appears here in all its wondrous disguises. It is the trembling astonishment of first affection, the fearless hope that nourishes youthful dreams, the silence left behind by absence, the quiet fidelity that survives the tyranny of years, and the gentle wound left by those unforgettable souls who alter our lives merely by passing through them. These poems welcome every face of love with tenderness, honesty, and grace.

The islands themselves understand separation better than any philosopher. They know departing ships that diminish upon the horizon until sea and sorrow become one. They know airplanes carrying sons and daughters toward distant continents. They know families scattered across oceans, lovers divided by destiny, and hearts compelled to wait longer than hope itself.

Yet the islands know another miracle: memory. Upon islands, no beloved soul is ever wholly absent. The departed continue to breathe inside stories retold at twilight, songs carried by the wind, photographs softened by time, and within the steady heartbeat of those who have never ceased loving them.

Happiness, too, wanders these pages like a playful shaft of sunlight. At one moment it dazzles with the brilliance of noon upon Caribbean waters; at another it trembles as delicately as a leaf carried upon the evening breeze. Joy and sorrow walk here not as enemies but as companions. They pursue one another, embrace one another, and, at times, even forgive one another.

Such is the mystery of island life—and indeed of every human life. It is woven from meetings and partings, from promises and disappointments, from songs and silences, from tears that remember laughter and laughter that still carries traces of tears. Yet even melancholy never succeeds in extinguishing the light.

Therein lies the quiet enchantment of this collection. Beneath every regret rests gratitude. Within every absence survives a presence. Behind every tear waits a smile. And hidden beneath every memory lies a treasure.

These poems resemble the old cedar chests once found in Creole homes. Simple to the eye. Unassuming. Silent. Yet once opened, they yield astonishing riches: fragments of love, echoes of memory, the perfume of childhood, forgotten landscapes, voices thought forever lost, and emotions that awaken as though they had merely been sleeping.

Whoever enters these pages will not simply read a book. They will undertake a homecoming. They will journey toward the luminous country of remembrance, toward the enchanted shores of love, and toward the fragrant pathways of childhood, where forgotten faces smile once more and familiar places reveal that they have never ceased existing at all.

For each of us carries within the soul a street we have never truly left. Each of us shelters a face that still wanders our dreams. Each of us preserves a private horizon where our dearest memories continue to gather like birds returning at dusk. And somewhere, hidden beneath the ordinary dust of our lives, each of us guards a treasure that neither time, nor distance, nor death has ever been able to steal.

Welcome, then, to this pilgrimage through memory, to the quiet majesty of love, and to the eternal beauty of the islands. Welcome to a world where every poem becomes a living fragment of the heart, every memory becomes a lantern, and every lantern reveals a hidden treasure waiting patiently in the streets of yesterday.

Welcome to The Hidden Treasure in Plain Sight.







  Preface



Literature as an Act of Freedom

To every student who was taught how to answer before being taught how to think. To every teacher who refuses to reduce curiosity to procedure. To every reader who knows that a text is a universe, not a questionnaire.

This book is dedicated to education—not to condemn it, but to invite it to rediscover itself.

Every institution that endures through generations naturally acquires its own customs, methods, and certainties. Schools are no exception. For centuries, they have carried the noble responsibility of transmitting knowledge, forming citizens, and preparing young minds to enter the world. Yet within the very heart of this indispensable mission lies a question we seldom dare to ask: Have we sometimes forgotten that the true purpose of education is not merely to impart knowledge, but to awaken consciousness?

In our legitimate pursuit of efficiency, measurable outcomes, and academic excellence, we have, at times, neglected the living soul of learning itself—the capacity to wonder, to question, and to think freely. We have become remarkably skilled at teaching students how to arrive at answers, yet far less attentive to cultivating the questions from which all genuine understanding is born.

For too long, the teaching of literature has resembled a perfectly engineered mechanism, inviting students to recover predetermined answers rather than to explore the countless pathways a text is capable of opening before them. They learn to identify metaphors, classify lexical fields, and recognize rhetorical devices. They memorize definitions, apply formulas, and reproduce established interpretations. Far less often are they asked why a poetic image lingers within them, why certain words continue to echo long after the book has been closed, or how a work of literature quietly alters the way they perceive the world.

We have built educational systems capable of measuring reading proficiency with remarkable precision, yet often less capable of nurturing the simple joy of reading itself. We have taught students how to analyze texts without always teaching them how to enter into conversation with them.

This condition is not the consequence of ill will. More often, it is the inevitable product of a culture that prizes speed, performance, and efficiency above contemplation. In a world where everything must be measured, compared, ranked, and evaluated, it becomes tempting to value only what can be quantified, while overlooking the deeper transformations that cannot be expressed by numbers.

A correct answer can be counted.

An awakened mind cannot.

Yet every great advance in human history has begun not with an answer, but with a question. Behind every scientific discovery, every philosophical revolution, and every enduring work of art stood someone who possessed the courage to doubt what others accepted as obvious.

As many distinguished thinkers in the philosophy of education—including Joel Spring—have observed, schools sometimes risk producing individuals who are perfectly adapted to the needs of existing systems rather than minds capable of examining those systems critically. Almost imperceptibly, intellectual conformity may come to be rewarded more generously than intellectual independence.

We teach students how to reproduce methods without always showing them how to create ideas. We prepare them to succeed on examinations without always teaching them how to construct an authentic personal philosophy. Too often, the expected answer receives greater praise than the original question.

Little by little, education risks becoming an exercise in reproduction rather than an adventure of discovery.

Literature, however, was never created to manufacture intellectual machines.

Its purpose has never been to produce standardized answers or definitive interpretations. From its earliest beginnings, literature has existed to explore the unfathomable depths of human experience. It was born to disturb certainties, to challenge appearances, and to illuminate the contradictions that dwell within every human heart.

Literature reminds us that reality is infinitely more complex than the categories into which we so eagerly attempt to divide it. It teaches us that several truths may coexist, that differing perspectives may each possess their own legitimacy, and that human understanding remains forever unfinished.

To read a literary work is to enter willingly into a country where simple answers no longer suffice. A novel, a story, or a poem is not a sealed object whose hidden meaning must merely be uncovered. It is a living landscape where author, text, and reader meet in an endless act of creation.

Every reading therefore becomes unique. Two readers may encounter the very same words and yet emerge transformed by entirely different intellectual and emotional journeys. This diversity is not a flaw to be corrected; it is the very miracle of literature itself. The greatest works survive the centuries precisely because they continue to reveal new meanings to every generation that receives them.
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  Introduction



Treasure in the Street

There are loves that refuse to die.

Years advance in their solemn procession, carrying with them the triumphs and disappointments of countless generations. Seasons succeed one another with unwavering faithfulness, drifting across the earth like ships upon the trade winds. Faces disappear, voices grow silent, familiar roads are abandoned, and destiny gently scatters our footsteps toward distant horizons we never imagined we would one day call home. Yet there remain certain affections that time cannot conquer. They endure like steadfast stars suspended between earth and heaven, refusing to surrender their light to the gathering darkness. Though everything around them changes, they continue to shine with the quiet persistence of eternity itself.

Sometimes all it takes is the fragrance of a ripe guava borne upon the evening breeze. At other times it is an old melody escaping from the crackling speaker of a distant radio, the whisper of coconut palms swaying beneath the trade winds, or the gentle murmur of waves surrendering themselves upon a forgotten shore. In an instant, the gates of memory swing open with irresistible force. The heart, that tireless pilgrim forever searching for what it once cherished, abandons the present without resistance and begins its sacred journey home. It travels not by road nor by sea, but by remembrance, returning to the landscapes where its first dreams awakened and where innocence once believed that happiness would never end.

There it wanders once more through quiet village streets where love first revealed its mysterious face. It lingers beneath windows where hope once waited with youthful impatience. It pauses within gardens fragrant with hibiscus and jasmine, where whispered promises floated gently through the warm evening air. It returns to lonely beaches where two hearts believed, if only for one miraculous sunset, that eternity itself had paused to bless their embrace. Every human soul possesses such a sanctuary—a hidden place where its earliest emotions continue to dwell untouched by time. There remain our first astonishments before beauty, our first trembling encounters with affection, and the unforgettable moment when the world first seemed infinitely more beautiful simply because another heart had entered our own.

There is something profoundly mysterious about islands. They possess an enchantment that continents, for all their grandeur, seldom understand. Islands seem less like fragments of earth and more like poems that the Creator lovingly scattered upon the face of the sea. They are kingdoms fashioned from sunlight, salt air, emerald mountains, laughing rivers, red-earth paths, flowering royal poincianas, and beaches bathed in liquid gold. One is almost tempted to believe that God fashioned them on a day when beauty overflowed from His heart in such abundance that ordinary landscapes could no longer contain it.

Within those quiet kingdoms every stone remembers. Every tree guards a confidence entrusted to it by lovers long departed. Every winding path shelters a forgotten promise. Every sunset preserves, within its fading light, the lingering silhouettes of young hearts who believed that for one blessed evening they alone inhabited the world. The land itself becomes a faithful witness. Long after footsteps have vanished and voices have fallen silent, the places continue remembering those who once loved beneath their shade.

Love itself moves differently upon an island. It refuses the hurried pace of great cities. It does not measure itself by clocks, appointments, or restless ambition. Instead, it strolls leisurely beneath the almond trees. It lingers upon the broad verandas of old Creole homes where conversations drift lazily into twilight. It awakens with the birds who greet the dawn and sits quietly beside the sea until silence itself becomes more eloquent than speech. There, affection ripens patiently, like fruit warmed by the tropical sun, asking nothing except time enough to become true.

The love born beneath island skies possesses a fragrance unlike any other. It tastes faintly of sea salt carried upon the wind. It borrows the sweetness of mango groves ripening beneath the afternoon sun. It lingers with the gentle warmth of evenings perfumed by flowering gardens and distant wood smoke. It measures itself neither by lavish gifts nor by the abundance of earthly fortunes. Instead, it hides within small mercies: a smile glimpsed through an open window, a quiet walk beside the sea, a conversation lingering beneath a shaded veranda, or a glance exchanged amid the joyful bustle of a village celebration. Sometimes it survives only within a single name—a name still whispered years after the beloved who bore it has disappeared beyond the horizon.

It is from such love that this book was born.

It sprang from the heartbeat of a soul that has never ceased traveling between yesterday and today. It was born from memories that refused to surrender themselves to sleep, from faces that time could never erase, from songs that still echo through deserted streets, and from that mysterious longing which transforms absence into presence and old wounds into beautiful melodies. These pages owe their existence not merely to recollection, but to gratitude—for the extraordinary privilege of having loved deeply enough that remembrance itself became a form of joy.

Indeed, life’s greatest treasures are seldom discovered within vaults guarded by iron doors or palaces adorned with marble and gold. They dwell instead within those memories whose quiet light continues illuminating the soul long after the moments themselves have vanished into history. The richest among us are often not those who possess the greatest fortunes, but those who carry within their hearts an inexhaustible treasury of beautiful remembrances.

For nostalgia is far more than sorrow gazing backward. It is gratitude wearing the garments of memory. It is the gentle acknowledgment that certain hours were so beautiful they deserved never to perish. It is the silent testimony that we have truly loved, truly suffered, truly hoped, and therefore truly lived. Every memory becomes an everlasting flower blooming within the hidden garden of the heart. Every emotion becomes another precious jewel resting quietly within the depths of the soul. Every genuine love becomes a star whose radiance continues long after the sun itself has disappeared beyond the horizon.

As you turn these pages, you will hear once more the laughter rising from Creole villages where children chase one another beneath the afternoon sun. You will travel dusty roads winding gracefully through emerald mountains. You will feel the caress of warm trade winds sweeping across endless fields of sugarcane. You will hear the sea whispering its ancient stories to the patient shore, as it has done since the beginning of time.

You will encounter lovers who never ceased believing, dreamers whose hopes survived impossible distances, wanderers forever searching for home, and faithful hearts that continued loving despite absence, despite silence, despite time itself. Their stories belong not merely to one island or one generation. They belong to every human soul that has ever waited, remembered, hoped, or loved beyond reason.

Yet this book is not only about the people we have loved. It is equally about the places that loved us in return.

Certain streets become sacred because they witnessed the first awakening of our hearts. Certain trees become immortal because they once sheltered whispered confidences too precious for the world to hear. Certain village squares become quiet cathedrals of remembrance because there, on one unforgettable afternoon, our hearts discovered emotions they had never before imagined possible. Places remember us as faithfully as we remember them. Landscapes preserve our joys long after our footsteps have disappeared from their paths.

Perhaps that is why the mere sight of a familiar shoreline, the echo of an old song drifting unexpectedly through the air, or the faintest trace of a forgotten perfume possesses the astonishing power to summon an entire lifetime back into the light. Memory does not simply recall the past. It resurrects it.

Every poem contained within this collection is like a seashell gathered patiently from the shores of time. Lift it gently to your ear, and you will still hear the ocean singing. You will hear yesterday’s laughter carried once more upon the wind. You will hear promises left unfinished, conversations interrupted by destiny, and the quiet heartbeat of a soul that simply refuses to forget.

Each page invites you to retrace the winding roads of memory, recovering those fragments of happiness that continue dwelling within the deepest chambers of your own heart. Perhaps somewhere among these poems you will rediscover a face you once loved. Perhaps you will recognize a forgotten street from childhood, hear once again the familiar voice of someone long departed, or rediscover within yourself a dream you believed time had forever buried.

For every human being carries within the secret vaults of memory a hidden treasure. Each of us possesses a street we never entirely left, a love we never completely lost, a dream that still breathes quietly beneath the passing years.

So come.

Welcome to this journey into the heart of nostalgia, into the enduring mystery of love, and into the timeless beauty of island life.

Welcome to the radiant kingdoms of remembrance.

Welcome to the gardens where yesterday’s emotions continue to bloom.

Welcome beneath the everlasting sunshine of memory.

Welcome to the place where poems become treasures, where every treasure bears the radiant face of someone we once loved, and where every forgotten street still waits patiently for our return.

Welcome to Treasure in the Street.







  An Invitation to the Reader



Writing is the sacred art of giving life to thought, rhythm to the imagination, and voice to the soul. Through words we preserve what time would otherwise erase, allowing memory to endure, hope to flourish, and love to speak long after the passing of years. Every page is an act of remembrance, every poem a quiet attempt to rescue from oblivion the moments that have shaped our lives and the people who have made them beautiful.




Dear Reader,

Before we begin this journey together, allow me to ask one small favor. Let us linger for a moment upon the threshold of memory before turning the first page. Let us sit together upon the old doorstep where yesterday still waits in silence, where forgotten voices return with the evening breeze, and where the years gather gently like old friends beneath the shade of familiar trees. Every life possesses such a place—a sanctuary where memory continues its quiet work, preserving what time itself cannot destroy.

There comes a season in every life when we no longer measure our years by calendars, birthdays, or the steady movement of clocks. Instead, we begin to count the mornings that filled us with wonder, the sunsets that reconciled us with eternity, the faces that illuminated our darkest days, the hands that strengthened us when our own strength failed, the dreams that carried us beyond familiar horizons, and even the wounds that became our most faithful teachers. For suffering, though never welcomed, often reveals depths of compassion, courage, and wisdom that comfort alone can never uncover.

As I look back upon the road I have traveled, I find neither regret nor bitterness. I do not regret the paths I chose, for every road taught me something worth carrying. I do not regret the mistakes that humbled me, for they became the beginning of understanding. I do not regret the loves that crossed my life like brilliant stars, nor the farewells that taught me the true value of presence. Even the storms that once seemed determined to destroy me became part of the unseen architecture of the person I was slowly becoming. Above all, I rejoice in one simple truth: I have lived. That is among the greatest treasures Heaven has granted me.

Life has allowed me to love with the generosity of a heart unacquainted with calculation, to dream without asking permission from fear, to weep without shame whenever sorrow demanded tears, and to laugh until time itself seemed to disappear. I have walked the dusty roads of childhood, breathed the fragrance of mango trees after summer rain, listened to the sea whisper its eternal confidences to the shores of my island, and gazed upon the stars as though they were open windows into the infinite. For every one of these invisible blessings, I remain profoundly grateful.

I was born in a land no map can fully measure. Its greatness cannot be reduced to geography or statistics, for its true boundaries are written upon the hearts of its people. Haiti is a land shaped by courage, memory, resilience, and hope. Though history has often placed upon her brow the crown of suffering, she remains to me one of the Creator’s most beautiful poems, written across the brilliant waters of the Caribbean.

Whenever I remember my homeland, I see emerald mountains lifting themselves toward heaven, winding roads where children chased dreams with fearless delight, marketplaces overflowing with color and laughter, rivers singing their endless songs, blazing royal poincianas clothing the earth in scarlet fire, and coconut palms bowing gently toward the sea. Yet even these magnificent landscapes cannot surpass the beauty of the people who filled them with life. I remember the faces of those who loved me, encouraged me, corrected me, and shared with me the simple treasures of bread, friendship, faith, and hope.

The true wealth of childhood is never measured by possessions. It is measured by affection freely given, by sacrifices quietly made, by family gathered around a table, and by hearts that discover joy even in seasons of hardship. I was blessed with that invisible inheritance, and its riches continue to accompany me wherever life may lead.

When I look back upon my life, it reminds me of the old Creole chests once treasured in country homes. Their weathered exteriors revealed little of what rested inside. Yet beneath their worn lids lay fragrant letters, faded photographs, treasured keepsakes, and small possessions whose value far exceeded anything measured by gold. They preserved memories more precious than riches because they preserved love itself.

This book is one of those chests.

Within these pages are fragments of memory carefully gathered across the years; fragments of love that distance could never diminish; fragments of light rescued from the passing seasons; pieces of childhood preserved from the erosion of time; and dreams that have steadfastly refused to surrender to forgetfulness. Every poem is a small treasure recovered from the streets of memory, polished by gratitude, and offered to those who still believe that beauty survives wherever love has once been present.

Yet this book does not belong only to yesterday. It is also written for those who continue searching for their own path, for those who carry hidden burdens, for those who have grown weary beneath disappointment, and for those who fear their finest days have already passed. If these pages accomplish anything, I hope they remind you that every human life possesses immeasurable worth, that every heart carries a story deserving to be told, and that no dream inspired by truth, goodness, and love is ever truly wasted.

Life is not a prison built by fear, nor a journey measured by success alone. It is an invitation to love deeply, to forgive generously, to persevere faithfully, to hope continually, and to discover that our greatest treasures are often those hidden within the ordinary moments we once overlooked. The smallest kindness, the quietest sacrifice, the briefest conversation, and the simplest act of compassion frequently become the memories that remain with us longest.

As you enter these pages, I invite you not merely to read the poems but to walk beside them. Allow them to awaken forgotten memories, to rekindle quiet hopes, to stir old affections, and perhaps even to reveal hidden treasures within your own life. You may recognize a familiar landscape, hear once more the laughter of childhood, remember someone you thought time had erased, or discover that your own story has been waiting patiently to be remembered.

Now the gates of memory stand open before us. The streets of yesterday await our footsteps. The old voices begin once more to sing. The sun rises again over the landscapes of the soul.

Welcome to this journey.

Welcome to The Hidden Treasure in Plain Sight.
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I

Who are you, who scorns the colors Heaven designed,

Despising every sacred hue the Father’s hands assigned?

What throne have you ascended to condemn His masterpiece,

When God Himself proclaimed its beauty, perfect, whole, and peace?

II

I wear without a trace of shame each color He bestowed,

Each holy shade engraved upon the path my spirit strode.

Yet your sigh becomes my sentence, your silence my despair;

You clothe my soul with loneliness by pretending I am not there.

III

Tell me then, who are you, whose smile deceives the day,

Whose lips speak warm embraces while the heart keeps love away?

Your open hands invite me, yet your hidden soul retreats;

Its barren fields know nothing of the harvest mercy reaps.

IV

Search first the chambers of your heart before examining mine;

Stand before your own reflection where forgotten truths still shine.

Remove the mask rehearsed so well behind that polished face,

And let your conscience answer for the emptiness you trace.

V

How often have you welcomed me with carefully chosen words,

While every silent gesture contradicted what I heard?

You drew me close with honeyed speech that promised gentle care,

Then left me in a wilderness where no companion waited there.

VI

I came expecting kindness, believing friendship true,

Yet found familiar contempt concealed within your view.

Your weary eyes returned to feed the garden of my grief,

Where disappointment blossoms more faithfully than relief.

VII

Now at last the veil has fallen; the hidden truth is clear,

Courtesy concealed a cruelty that quietly drew near.

You toyed with sacred confidence as though a heart were small,

Not breaking it with violence—but never loving it at all.

VIII

No sword was ever needed, no thunder split the sky;

Indifference proved more merciless than hatred passing by.

You slowly taught the smile itself to forget why it was born,

Until joy became a stranger and every hope was torn.

IX

Little by little hope grew weary, little by little faith grew dim;

Little by little laughter faded like a forgotten hymn.

The soul became an empty house where tenderness withdrew,

Leaving wounds no eye could witness, but Heaven always knew.

X

Yet God assigned no mission for such sorrow to be spread;

He never crowned disdainful hearts nor blessed the tears they shed.

The hands that shaped another soul were never yours to judge;

His love leaves no authority for prejudice to hold.

XI

The Maker never taught us to despise what He designed,

Nor to burden fellow pilgrims with the blindness of the mind.

No pride, no fear, no hidden scorn can cancel His decree:

Each soul reflects His image through eternity.

XII

Instead He called us brothers beneath one Father’s care,

Sisters joined by mercy’s bond and love beyond compare.

One family in dignity, one people made to stand,

As fellow heirs forever in the Kingdom He has planned.

XIII

How tragic that humanity forgets what Heaven knows,

While faith adorns the lips alone and not the heart below.

How sorrowful that hands in prayer still hesitate to raise

An embrace for those whom God Himself already chose to praise.

XIV

How strange that eyes may worship God while turning still away

From children whom the Father’s light has clothed in equal day.

The altar loses fragrance when compassion disappears,

And piety grows hollow beneath unrepented years.

XV

But I refuse your bitterness to govern who I am;

I will not answer hatred with another bitter hand.

For darkness has not conquered night by multiplying shade;

Only Heaven’s living light has ever won the day.

XVI

So I choose the colors Heaven placed upon my soul;

I choose the light no prejudice can ever steal or control.

I choose the dignity no insult has the power to erase,

And love that outlives every wound inflicted face to face.

XVII

For what the Lord has painted, no mortal hand can hide;

What He has blessed forever stands though nations may divide.

No sentence born of arrogance can stain His holy art,

For His eternal signature is written on the heart.

XVIII

Though many gaze upon His work with narrowed, faithless eyes,

Heaven never lessens its delight nor withdraws its prized surprise.

The truest colors are not those the mortal eye can see—

But those with which the Lord has clothed the soul eternally.
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