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To - Mother

You gave my wandering life a direction
You showed a certain pathway
Filed with qualities which made me
contented.

Now I am strong.
I have gone a long way
With you by my side.
But I find I am a isfit in this world.
I am not accepted.
The way seems to be far away
From the main road.

Why?
Am I wrong?
Why can’t I be accepted?
Why do I face this hostility?
Did you know all this would happen?

I am stuck.
Some instinct deep down
Sends a warning signal:
“Go back. Join the main road - NOW.”
But I know that I have come too far.

Do you believe that this road is safe?
If not, how will we got back?
Or should we?

It is enough for me
That we walk this road together.
We can hold each other’s hand
And then I am not scared any more.

But if you leave me
I will be lost forever.
And no one ... nothing.
Can bring me back

Again!

_ Odile


