Looking out the Window
The grass is green, but no birds are seen,

It's all still and dormant, cold and lifeless.

The sky is white and the twigs bare,

yet something beautiful appears in the air.

A house on a hill, overlooking the sea,

is a place where I long to be.

Where the grass is green, and the birds are seen,

and life is abundantly glowing with gleam.

A picture, a still of time,

looking out the window, this moment is mine.

A manifestation of things to come,

a mere moment of madness, would be thought by some!

But looking out the window, I long hard and strong,

eliminating any query that I may be wrong.

Suddenly the sun sparkles the ocean top,

and the ripe fruits of the summer crop.

And my mind is in the future, in the house on the hill,

looking back at the path, that I just walked with my will.

Looking out the window, I smile with intent,

back in the moment, from where I just went.

The grass still green, no birds to be seen,
and the twigs still bare, half frozen by the winter air.

Yet I feel the summer warmth of that place on the hill,

in the future, so calm and so still.

And I look forward to the day,

when I can sit down and say,

I looked out of a window, and I found my way,
homeward bound I pray.
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