What Lies Deep With-in Me?

What lies deep with-in me?

Is it a heart that’s honest and true?

Sometimes it’s a raging river,

Sometimes it’s deep and blue.

There are gardens and fields of flowers.

And trees that can touch the sky.

There are things that make me shiver.

There are times I just want to die.

There are beautiful scenes all around me,

Magnificent colors, lights and dreams.

The stranger comes in and surrounds me,

And I can’t get away from the screams.

There are times when hope seems brighter

And I reach for the light of day.

The gardens die, the trees are gone,

Without them I wither away.

What lies deep with-in me?

Is it reality that I seek?

Or a garden where I can go and rest

When my soul is sick and weak?
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