Challenges 

By Everett Beck

I see another wall before me

This one is even taller then the last

As I approach the base I try to find my handholds

I’ve become used to this

There were many walls on my journey

I can climb them without to much of a problem now

But this ones different

This one is taller

And there are fewer handholds

I jump to reach my first hold

As my hand grips it I feel the warm blood flow down my arm

The sharp stones have gnawed though my hands

But I continue on

I can no longer feel my legs I just trust my eyes that they are still there

As I sit on the top

I look at my path

There are many more walls and even less help

Why must life’s journey be so hard?

