Waters of the River

By Jim Metcalf

My being

is as the waters of a river;
passing through time and change
and creations of God

and man

that line my way.

Ever changing, ever moving,
pursuing paths

not always of my choosing . . .
traveling at a pace

not always of my heart's desire,
toward some obscure horizon;
some uncertain destiny.

Like the river,

[ am moved by powers

[ cannot command;
sometimes to linger

in desolate and ugly places
'til I become

a part of what they are . . .
and their look

is on my face . ..

Then suddenly to be swept
past things of beauty,
things of worth,

too fast to grasp . . .

too fast to comprehend.
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My life

is as the waters of a river

and I cannot change my course.
Perhaps, there was a time,
somewhere in the beginning,
but not now.

So I will take the path I must
toward whatever seas await me.
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