Night Time

(By Barry L. Lyons)

Night time…the darkened road lies before me.

Thoughts still warm from the day crowd my mind.

My inner self asks me to come and see

The thoughts and moments I left behind.

I turn to face the way from which I came.

With lowered eyes I am afraid to look.

What would I do different? What would remain the same?

What was entered today, if my life is a book?

I look for a place to rest my head.

My only companion is the evening star.

Sleep weaves its magic as I lie in my bed…

Is my path still straight having traveled this far?
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