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Moving Onward
by Tammy Jo Graham

It the trees don't change
fast enough—

Start moving,

If you find Yourself
tiring of the same horizon —

Start moving,

It the rain never seemg to cease—

Start Moving,
It you are feeling tieq down—
Start moving,

Start Moving
and never stop,

If you are tempteqd to rest
because the night has fallen—

Don't,

Just keep Moving . .
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