So Many

So many to choosewhich one.

All filledwith pain, laughter and fun.
Each act, each word changesthe road.
Itisso hard to seewhich way to go.

Now stepping, now calling, now looking within.
IsGodreally any better thensin?

Islifewith two better then one?

It doublesthe sadness but also thefun.

Each act, each word they do bind.

All leadto somedestiny intime.

But aman cannot just stop living.

No morethen stopping, taking or giving.

So many paths, which oneto choose.

A bum on theroad with nothingtolose.
Or ayoung manin college carrying books.
Theroadsbranch out eachtimel look.

There'sso many different things one can be.
Andwhen| look what oneisme.

Yet | know | shal find the onethat onethat ismine.
I’vejust got to takeit one step at atime.

“Beak”



