Balancing Act

It started out as a simple act of remembrance.

A lost love equals the addition of a stone.

Great Grandfather laid the first stone when he was seven, 

a broken heart in a one-room schoolhouse.

He laid another when his sister passed at ten, 

and a third years later when his brother died in the war.

The large stone was laid when his wife went to be with the Lord.

Grandfather laid his first when his Father died,

and so the tradition continued for years.

So many stones,

some went to be with the Lord,

some were just loves that can only be buried forever in the heart.

Each, a symbol of eternal love that was lost,

a gift, to the Almighty, or to the soul.

A pile of simple stones that define and remember,

the balancing act of life, love, and eternal…loss.
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