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Where Will We Live?

Sharon J. Robertson

Where will we live, as we grow old?

Take me to the mountains I say one day.

But it is cold there, with ice and snow.

We will buy a stove and fill it with wood.

What will we do there he says?

You will plow the drive, cut the wood,

 And fish the rivers and lakes.

I will knit sweaters, bake the bread, 

 Write some poetry, and paint pictures.

Take me to the mountains I say again.

We will listen to the pines

Tell us the secrets of growing old.

We will hear the melodies of 

Spirit, strength and pleasures.

We will be visited by colors so grand

Our eyes will continue to see,

Sounds so lyrical,

We will continue to hear,

And a spring so ripe with treasures, 

We will continue to live.

Take us to the mountains I say.

We will find peace there,

And he agreed.
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