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Bliss

She was trekking through the forest,
Watching the falcons soar and monkeys play.
She sighted the mountain-crest,

And hurried on, without further delay.

She heard the thrush and the lark,

The nightingale and cuckoo.

She saw a coyote that did bark,

Causing her to sprint, without further ado.

At last, she reached the peak,
And stared down, wonderstruck.
She could still hear a creek,
While she gazed on, dumbstruck.

The mist and the sunlight,
Provided a magnificent view.
Greenery shone like stars at night,
Nature in all its beauty, anew.

The wind on her face was as cold as ice,
It welcomed her with a light kiss.

That place was perfect paradise,

It was eternal bliss.
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