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THE PATH IS GREAT
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The path began before the birth of towns,

Before the bells of iron temples rang,

Before the first ambitious kings wore crowns,

Before the oldest bard had learned to sing.

It wound through forests no one thought to name,

Across the backs of mountains split by snow,

Through deserts burning bright as beaten flame,

Beside black rivers ancient gods once rowed.

The path remembered every foot that passed.

It carried shepherds, poets, thieves, and queens.

It watched whole empires blossom, fade, and crash

Like waves dissolving into silver streams.

It held the dust of armies in its seams,

The tears of widows kneeling in the rain,

The shattered lanterns of abandoned dreams,

The laughter of young children in the grain.

At dawn a traveler stepped upon the road

With little more than hunger in his chest.

A faded coat hung loosely from his bones,

And years of restless weather lined his neck.

He did not know exactly where to go.

The world ahead was wider than belief.

The sky stretched out in endless shades of gold,

And every mile concealed another grief.

Yet every mile concealed another joy.

The path was strange in how it balanced both.

It offered sorrow without destroying hope.

It gave out wonder underneath the cold.

The traveler walked through valleys washed with dew

Where cattle grazed like drifting clouds of cream,

And rivers flashed beneath the morning blue

Like fragments broken from forgotten dreams.

The path is great because it does not lie.

It never promises a painless climb.

It shows the storm before it fills the sky.

It measures every heartbeat against time.

It asks no man to be untouched by fear.

It asks no soul to walk without despair.

It simply says, “Continue while you're here.

The stars themselves are travelers through air.”

At noon he crossed a meadow bright with wheat.

The wind moved through the stalks in shining waves.

The earth released warm perfume at his feet,

And sunlight poured like honey through the plains.

A thousand insects hummed inside the grass.

White butterflies drifted near the streams.

And all the world appeared to slowly pass

Between the borders of enormous dreams.

He met a carpenter beside a bridge

Who carved the names of strangers into pine.

The old man sat beneath the narrow ridge

And shaped rough timber into patient lines.

The traveler asked him why he carved the names.

The carpenter looked up and softly smiled.

“So no one vanishes without a trace.

The earth remembers every living child.”

The traveler stood there listening awhile.

The river curled beneath the bridge below.

The old man’s hands were worn by years of trials,

Yet calmness seemed to in his movements flow.

The carpenter then pointed down the way.

“The road grows harder once the hills begin.

But hardship is the hammer fate will raise

To forge the strength a wandering soul must win.”

So onward through the afternoon he moved.

The path climbed upward into fields of stone.

The cheerful songs of distant birds grew few.

The wind became a colder, sharper tone.

Dark clouds assembled over jagged cliffs.

The mountains towered massive overhead.

The traveler wrapped his coat against the mist

And pressed ahead where even shepherds feared.

Rain came in silver curtains from the sky.

It struck the rocks with hard and bitter sound.

The lightning cracked like branches split in fire,

And thunder shook the valleys all around.

The traveler slipped upon the muddy trail.

His lantern shattered on a broken ledge.

The night approached enormous, cold, and pale,

Like death itself advancing inch by inch.

There in the storm he nearly turned around.

The mountain path grew narrow as a blade.

The darkness swallowed every hopeful sound.

The future looked uncertain and betrayed.

Yet somewhere in the roaring wind he heard

A voice not spoken fully into speech.

It rose like memory without a word,

A truth too ancient for the tongue to teach.

The path is great because it teaches this:

No soul becomes itself through ease alone.

The strongest trees survive by facing winds.

The brightest fires are born from crushing stone.

The stars appear when daylight disappears.

The roots grow deepest in forgotten ground.

And courage is not absence born of fear.

It is the act of moving while afraid.

So upward through the freezing rain he climbed.

His hands were cut and bleeding from the rock.

The mountain seemed determined to deny

The stubborn beating of his weary heart.

Yet step by step the summit drew more near.

The clouds began unraveling apart.

And finally beyond the veil of storm

The heavens opened wide in fields of stars.

He stood above the sleeping world below.

The rivers gleamed like veins of molten glass.

The forests rolled in darkened waves of green.

The distant villages were sparks of ash.

And all the grief he carried through the years

Seemed smaller than the silence of the night.

The mountains held his sorrow without words.

The sky transformed his loneliness to light.

Far off he saw another traveler’s fire

Burning softly on a neighboring ridge.

A single orange pulse against the dark,

A lonely star beside the edge of cliffs.

And suddenly he understood at last

How every soul upon the earth is bound.

No one survives entirely alone.

Even silence carries human sound.

At dawn the storm had vanished from the peaks.

Fresh snow lay glowing underneath the sun.

The traveler breathed the sharp and crystal air

And felt as though his second life begun.

He followed winding trails beyond the ridge

Where waterfalls descended bright as glass.

The world below expanded into mist,

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ SAMUEL LUDKE PRESENTS

RIHE PATH






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





