Ode to Alaska

An Endless Memory

My best-friend who now is dead
Is he Ok, all’s I can do is pray?
I can’t let go of him

His memory still so real
As I lie in bed; still wondering has he been fed

Is that his knock at the door?
His howl coming up from the floor?
His stare that wakes me in the middle of the night

But I’m not scared, for it’s my best-friends stare.

Now with my eyes wide open, was it real?
He’s not there, now I am scared

An Endless Memory

His belly is always full,
He need not knock, for now
He can walk right through the door

Perhaps that was his howl, not coming from the floor

But I know from the heavens above.

And yes that is his stare that wakes me in the middle of the night,
Just to tell me he is alright!
An Endless Memory

No more pain no reason for blame

For my best-friend has gone home,
Not at all alone, to live the eternal life
He takes with him what he left behind

An Endless Memory,
One that will always be left in my mind

For all what is left of my time
Till we meet again my friend you will never

Be alone and never shall you leave my mind.
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