I am the Hands That Hold the Sun
By Andrew Glenn

I am the hands that hold the sun
And the kiss that sets the moon aglow,
I am the wind behind the rain,
I am life…and I make the roses blow.

I am the warrior’s starry axe
And the blood that runs upon the stones,
I am the blessing of the starlight
On these resting bones.

I am the protector of hearth and home
The one who stands alone on guard,
I am at my post in a faraway land,
I am the soldier’s lonely bard.

These are the hands of life and death,
When a child takes his very first breath,
I do long for peace amidst the din,
Round the altar that burns within.

My cup is full and that is final,
I drink the holy mead,
Others may wave and pass it along
Not I, I have this need.



