Before I Find Home

Staring at stare ways, I wonder aloud

Why so many?  Where to go now?

Look at that one, it wanders along,

And here I do come, so young and so strong.

I can try this one or maybe that

Nothing can stop me and I’ll choose the path.

Beautiful people, ideas that burn,

What’s going on here and in what turn?

Can I be happy, will I know peace

Is there a journey that will help me to be

All that I can without having to see 

The pain and the heartache of humanity.

Where is this place?

Where does it lead?

Will there be solace

When I’M in need?

Who will I turn to?

Who comes to me?

Why do I feel this?

How can I flee?

Many more questions

With answers to find.

Many more journeys;

Don’t want to be blind.

Many more corners

Around which to roam.

Many more heartaches

Before I find home.
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