"My Spirit Passeth By"

After reading so many of the letters that Lee had written to his loved ones, I started to sense the quintessence of the man. While pondering the many illustrations of Lee and the love he possessed for his family, I felt compelled to again sit down and write my interpretations of what must have ran through the mind of the old patriot as he deliberated over the question that each of us must face. This laborious task of love and tribute was one of deep thought and reflection, as should be the question of one’s own mortality. This question has crossed the minds of millions as they waited on the roar of battle or the quiet whisper of the inevitable call of conviction to enter the secret garden. By writing about the general’s thoughts, I pray that I have captured the essence of the broken circle, the assurance that the spirit lingers around those loved and a reunion of lost loved ones will take place across the great divide.
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Oh Mary will you miss me

When I exist no more?

And will you long to kiss me

The way you did before?

Oh, will your heart be broken

And will you start to cry?

When ere my name is spoken:

My spirit passeth by.

If I should fall while fighting

Know my love shall remain.

My love for you I’m writing

On every drop of rain.

If I should fall in battle,

I’ll feel your fingertips

Soothing my death rattle,

With you name on my lips.

My love for you in boundless

And every time you cry;

My love for you surrounds us

As my spirit passeth by.

