Up The Mountain 

At 15
There was a lot
In my backpack
FEAR, ANGER, DOUBT, GRIEF
The bottom slid out
Beneath my life
And I went 

		Down
	The
Mountain

And this happened again
At 18, 19, & 20
I went way, way, way

		Down
	The 
Mountain

But my pack started 
Filling with other things
INSIGHT, COURAGE, CURIOSITY
I started climbing up
And I had more 
MOMENTUM
My boots were 
Stronger
And I could see a path

Then, Opps,
Guess where I went?

		Down
	The
Mountain

My pack was then lighter
I was clearer about what to take out
Sometimes all our feelings need
Is air to breath, and a warm embrace 

I went more cautiously than before
The slides became
Farther apart 

Then I took a wrong path
It was a big wrong path
Or maybe it was the right
Wrong path 
And again
		Down
	The
Moutain

Then after a nice long rest
I got on my hiking boots 
And took baby steps
The steps became steadier

Winds blew
Nearly blew me off the mountain
But my grip was good
You know where I was?
		Up
	The 
Mountain

What a view!
 


