A Pilgrim’s Ode to the Walking Stick

One step more to the rhythm of the sticks,
to the rhythm of the sticks.
One step more on the cliffs.
The wind pitches in
as our feet get rough and sore,
but the heart of the pilgrim lifts. 

One step more to the rhythm of the sticks,
to the rhythm of the sticks.
One step more in the bush.
The path vegetates
and beckons us before,
and prayer steps in to the shush.

One step more to the rhythm of the sticks,
to the rhythm of the sticks.
One step more on the sand.
The clouds up above
are reflected on the shore,
and the salt gives us faith to stand.

One step more to the rhythm of the sticks,
to the rhythm of the sticks.
One step more on the road.
The trials that we share
are a bond we can’t ignore,
to the beat of the pilgrim ode.
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