Two Days before Thanksgiving
(To the loving memory of a friend, Shannon Smith)

I can see them,

Around the table again,

But there is a place,

That is left empty

Two day before 

Thanksgiving she left us

For a better place,

Two times 100 yards,

Her parents saw the crash

Two hours it took

To clean up her remains,

Two seconds is 

All it took to end a life

That I just started to know,

Two plus two years,

It has been 

Trying to fill the hole,

Too less of a punishment

For a man who ended 

A beauty flame

She is gone,

But her smile

Still burns in my soul

Her eyes,

Still dance in my mind,

As I try to sleep at night

Her friends’ tears,

And cries I wake up to

On some dark days,

But some say,

"Her time had come"

But why was it

Two days before thanksgiving

By Daniel

