LIKE AN EMPTY PAGE
By William R. Melich


Writing is like entering an abyss of human experience, and emerging 


wondrously from a colorful field of imagination. 

How often I sat and wondered what to write, as I once again find myself in an unsettled state of affairs and wonder what I should do and where I should go.  My life has been hitherto restless, uprooted, and very uncertain.  I suppose it’s not much different in nature to that of anyone else’s struggle of finding the right path in life’s journey.  Yet it does not ease my anxiety of an uncertain future as I endure with the knowledge of my purpose and my dislike for not serving it from necessity of immediate survival, and look at my life that lay before me like an empty page.


Past experiences tug at lingering thoughts of malcontent like a lost child trying to find his way back home.  Choices present themselves in only shades of gray leading me through unseen fields of brilliant color to places of unwelcome destiny.  Too many thoughts come to me lost for words to give direction leaving emotions to emptiness, and I look at my life that lay before me like an empty page.

I forget not the good I achieved in past endeavors, yet oh how the gloomy shadow of failure seems to follow my weary soul like a dark cloud of illusion.  Though my dreams may fall to the wayside like seeds blown in the wind, new aspirations are grown in the soil of progressive hope.  Hope that someday all the obstacles overcome will deliver my worry astray and lead my soul to joyous fields of sunshine.  The storm returns and ever persists, so still I sit and wonder as prevailing winds of dubious chaos come thundering in my weakened spirit, and I look at my life that lay before me like an empty page.


The ocean of life stirs and boils with waves of good and evil.  Boats caught in the helpless tide of fear, if void of reason are soon filled with the lifeless water of ignorance.  Calamity of indifference sheds light on those who observe with their sails high in the wind.  Deep seas of thought carry the active minded to rivers of endless delight.  Sailing along as I do in murky waters and aimlessly drift with the unlit torch of happiness I find no river, and I look at my life that lay before me like an empty page.


I see a bright light without a tunnel or clear way to its destiny.  Life unfolds its mystery and beauty to yearning eyes of shadowy demons past like a child awakened from peaceful slumber by the darkness of nightmare.  Emptiness presents its ugly form to misguided dreams lost in the haze of delusion.  Prevailing winds of reality’s course goes on indefinitely, unfettered by the hapless cries of despair and falsehood.  Truth I do see and within it resides the unbending rays of integrity’s light.  Yet like feathers in the wind I follow the trail ahead leading to uncharted dreams scattered and lost among the folly of future events, and I look at my life that lay before me like an empty page.
