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THE PATH

There is a path [ walk each day

Rain or shine or snow

It helps to clear my whirling thoughts
Of what I do and do not know

The changing of the Seasons
Bring their stories to be told
And if you pay attention

You can see them all unfold

They reveal to me of life and death
The circle never ending

And speak to me in endless ways
With wordless understanding

Spring greets me with the hope of life
Fresh dew upon my feet

And seems to speak unto my heart
Renewed with every beat

There’s the spirit of rebirthing
Effervescing in the air

The budding trees and bumble bees
A new season to prepare

Summer holds the sights and smells
Of childhood’s pure delights

Of never-ending summer days

And creamy summer nights

The sun’s warmth envelopes me
Like a mother’s soft embrace

A radiance that fills my soul
Like a kiss upon my face

Fall brings its own delights to mind
A symphony of color

The orchestrated fall of leaves
Guiding one season to another

The crunching leaves beneath my feet
The air so slightly chilled
Foreboding of the last to come

The cycle now fulfilled

Winter steals the scene again

My path hidden by the snow

It’s getting hard to find my way through
Of what I do and do not know

The path now cold and difficult

It reflects my barren heart

Wind howling like a mournful soul
Who’s lost and torn apart

I’'m cold and weary, so alone
Still I walk the path each day
The stillness overwhelms me
This price I have to pay

To wait for Spring, it’s almost near
I can feel it in the air

My path will open up again

And free me from despair

[’1l wait out this desolation
Till my path 1s clear again
Ever hopeful for the cycle
To come around again
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