The Trail
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As we walk on the trail,

We realize,

We aren’t the first to come,

The sound of the animals,

Mysterious as they croak,

Chirp, buzz, and roar,

Knowing again,

We are not the first.

The sun is beating down,

We want to leave,

We are hungry,

We are homesick,

We are thirsty,

Knowing we must finish,

What we started,

We trudge down the path,

Doubtful we will make it.

As we reach the end,

We feel brave,

We feel strong,

But now we walk back,

But this time,

Enjoying the nature,

The forest is giving us,

Feeling strong,

Feeling PROUD,

Like the people,

Who were here,

Before us.

