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Leaves wrestling in the wind across the natural land 
the wild flowers are a picture of beauty by God's hand

I see this in my mind from a rocker on the porch 
of the place my heart desires to light my final torch

A country home surrounded by God's beauty to see

Of natural persuasion like the shade of a tree

Critters of all sorts scampering without fear
the birds chirping, the crickets singing all the sounds to hear.

In my mind I see my quest for natural serenity
the beauty of my thoughts as a writer I would be

I feel the pain of passion creeping through my blood
to walk barefoot in the rain and feel the touch of mud

I want to write about my thoughts and let this talent flow
producing words to fill a soul of all I do know
A Hope of Love, Mommy's Heart, and Pamella's Hope
to express how God's direction has given me reason to cope

One day I'll find my way out of this lonely city place 
and surround myself with beauty that provides a quiet space
to master the desire of a quickened heart to write
and know that when I find it I'll know it all by sight

Many are amazed at the desires of my heart
they've known me with a business mind playing the ugly part;
once a girl who wanted everything and desired the best fashion
now desiring to be surrounded by God's beauty to express my passion.
