
Request
 

I ask you to wait, 

you are patient to meet me. 

I came way too late, 

but it is me you wish to see. 

As I walk into you, 

My soul’s beauty is blinding. 

Your face is so new, 

This thing is a binding. 

 

BY: Natalie A. Thornhill 

 

Dedicated to the father, the son, and the holy spirit. 


