Free to Grow

In sunlight, soil and water

Above the thicket of distraction

Emerges finally of its own accord
from darkness and delusion

Through shadow and weeds and 

All the voices that say “not this time”

But this “is the time”
Sunflecks bring awakenings
Something takes shape 

Where nothing was before

Discouragement turns to 

Irrepressible life
Pine stands magnificent

Stars anchored to it

Holds arms out to all

Catches the full moon

Breathing softly with

Cloud voices in the night

Free to grow

To be what was hidden

In seed pods and sprouts

To stand alone amongst

A forest of brothers with

Prayers for tomorrow

I am humbled by the gifts

Freely given of grace

I take what is given and replace it

With wisdom learned

In the tangle of shade

When I, too, was waiting
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