Tides of Life

A vessel floating on waves of time

And drifting out to sea,

Growing from child, to woman and back,

Roaming far and free.

Passing ports that some might choose

Content to drift on the tide;

Washed up on shores both good and bad

Waiting for a wave to ride.

Forgetting shores I’ve passed before

My past lives but a seeming,

The here and now is shadows,

And the bright sun’s gleaming.

In memory’s flow I see anew

The things I’ve misperceived.

The things that I have said and done…

And still can’t quite believe.

I look on my mother’s sorrows,

Alone with her despair;

I see my father’s anger

As he tries to break his walls, and care.

Flight, fire and foes and things unknown

All past must drift away.

I can’t undo the things long gone,

And so I drift towards new days.

What wave will dash me on the rocks?
What future brings my future shock?

What godforsaken shore will turn

My soul once more to be reborn?

I cannot see the reefs ahead,

Nor can I tell where life may lead.

And so I ride the tides of life,

Content to flow through joy and strife.

In my blind faith I’m called nieve,

But in this precept I believe;

Large and small, and weak and strong,

All vessels simply drift along.

