
‭The Path Beyond The Pines‬

‭In the hush of a frostbitten, whispering wood,‬
‭two little figures stood.‬
‭A sled behind them, worn but true,‬
‭Trailed across the powdery blue.‬

‭Trees loomed tall, their limbs outspread,‬
‭Guarding paths that angels tread.‬
‭Snowflakes fell like a breathless sigh‬
‭From the pale and brooding sky.‬

‭Hand in hand, no words were said;‬
‭The hush was loud, but the moment led.‬
‭Beyond the trunks, a silver glow‬
‭Called them softly through the snow.‬

‭Were they seeking home or lore?‬
‭A place they only dreamt before?‬
‭Or did the woods just call their names,‬
‭In a tone no other voice reclaims?‬

‭A shadowed path, faint prints revealed,‬
‭A whispered trail through secrets sealed.‬
‭Their breath caught soft in frozen air,‬
‭Drawn to where the footprints dare.‬

‭With cautious steps, they dared to roam‬
‭Into the edges of the unknown‬
‭The track wove deep, a silent guide,‬
‭Into the heart where mysteries hide.‬

‭No fear nor haste, just wonder’s spark,‬
‭They followed on through the growing dark.‬
‭Beneath the hush, the shadows play,‬
‭Where light and dark together sway.‬

‭They vanished past where shadows part,‬
‭Their tale now stitched into the forest’s heart.‬


