Pilgrim Footsteps

Young and proud, so strong and rare,

You stood and faced the world alone.

Although you knew, you didn’t care;

Uncommon actions, bravely done.

And as you walked, your head held high

Another joined your wandering path.

Love bore your dreams towards the sky;

With him your lot you happily cast.

Soon little footsteps ran beside,

Three small sets grew on your road.

Through years of joy, and pain and pride

Your own fierce spirit you bestowed.

But when your road again held two

Sets of weary pilgrim feet

You watched the pathways sprung from you;

The world was bright, and life was sweet.

But when the trail before you dimmed,

Your sunlight sunk behind a hill,

Some said “Give up!” for things looked grim;

But dark’s no match for your own will.

And for a little while these days

Your feet again strode on alone.

But light and love bore you away;

With him you walk the roads of home.

So open your eyes, sleeping lady.

Walk on in your joys, precious friend.

The paths you have traveled were worth it;

The road to forever begins.

