
A POEM AT THE END OF THE DAY 

A Daydream of Justice 
As the sun dips low beyond the silent hills, 

Shadows stretch softly across hopeful fields. 

My heart, still awake with the dreams I have spun, 

Of justice that rises as sure as the sun. 

The golden day fades, but the vision remains, 

Of kindness and courage dissolving old chains. 

Though dusk gently settles and stars start to gleam, 

I hold to the promise that lived in my dream. 

Tomorrow may ask for more struggle and fight, 

For truth to shine boldly against the long night. 

But tonight, in the quiet, my spirit feels free— 

Still dreaming of justice, and all it could be. 
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