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I sit here and wonder about the years that pass.

When man lived in dimness, without use of glass.



With a wonderful vision, seeing out of this room.

Being warm and sheltered, from elements of gloom.

To see just a wall, and the texture of  wood..

Can’t compare seeing through glass, and all that you could..



Passed the clearness to rivers, on mountains so tall.

To see beauty other, than just a blank  wall.

Seeing through glass, into all it abounds.

Is a symphony of vision, a spectrum profound.

There’s a freedom of wonder, of travel so far.

Reach heights you imagine and touch any star

Sit at the glass window Winter, Spring, Summer,Fall.

  
The room is your shelter, enjoy and view it all.



Man without glass windows, through toil and strife.

Caused less relaxation and shortened his life. 

Give me clear vision so I may roam. 

Anything better than just a dark home. 

Through glass I may wonder whenever I please. 

Visions abound, keeping my mind at ease.

Lets not take for granted all the days that pass.

Life passing before. What we see through glass. 
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