As I ponder the roads which lie before me

Two treks both perilous and glorious,

The horizon on both I see.

Behind me stretching miles, the path I know so dear.

Held both sadness and joy.

I traveled that road, so long, without fear.

But now at a crossroads, I find myself standing.

Unable to choose between two paths.

My feet rise to move, my mind unsure of their landing.

Again I reflect on the road known so well,

Yes it was bumpy. Yes it was hard.

But I made it through unscathed, best I can tell.

The road well traveled is shrouded in mist.

The future unknown, as it always was,

I stood firm when it got rough, hung on with every twist.

I know what to expect behind the thick haze.

There’s comfort in knowing: experience in life.

There’s excitement in unknowing: experiencing the days.

Which choice is right? 

Which choice is wrong?

Does it really matter at all?

I certainly hope so.

