Seasons
For every branch, a leaf is born,
To see the life that it was given,
Rustling about the sky,
“Peace,” it says, as we listen.

So carefree, we seek the thrill,
Of living life up to its peak,
But as we know, time is short,
And every hour, we grow weak.

Sometimes life goes unfulfilled,
Wishing for more time as you wither,
Our final feelings hold us tight,
Like a jacket to repel the shivers.

Death is just a frozen block,
Keeping you focused on the past,
Unable to turn and look ahead,
Your heart, suddenly, being harassed.

But there’s always one dry piece,
Reaching out for your hand,
One action is all it takes,
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