End of the Road

I have walked many roads, 

None as long as this one.

It was bumpy sometimes smooth,

I was paired but now I walk alone.

Each road in life is different,

Carrying us to wonderful places,

And some that are not so great,

We see tears and smiling faces.

Smooth roads lead to complacency,

A lull where you sail without care,

Paying no mind to the landscape,

Coasting down the road to nowhere.

A gentle hill did not rouse me,

I stared off into the clouds above,

My life whipping past me as I sit 

And fail to notice the dwindling love.

I slowed at last yet I did not notice

The scenery had become so bleak

A steep hill had come before me,

I tried to climb, but I was too weak.

In my slumber I paid no mind,

To the hill I needed to ascend.

Up I tread but no avail,

It seems my road had come to an end.

Had I paid more attention,

To the scenery close at hand,

I may have prepared better,

And continued through the gorgeous land.

