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I have chosen you to be the one.
Born with broken wings,
obliged to watch others fly.
Cast out like the lepers of Jerusalem.

Enduring the sorrow of a thousand widows:
Dressed in burlap,
weeping in the town square.

Still, I expect you to persevere.
Climb the mountain with no harness.
Make the million-mile migration
With only your feet.
Your destiny balancing on the tip of a pin.
Every step taken,
needs to be with caution.

They will strike you down,
with stone-like words
Because of the name you bear.
But I tell you,
let it be like a light on a hilltop.
Show the world who you are 

But when your distress seems to be unyielding,
Don’t forget.
I have given you a tool to persevere:
Words of a poet’s nature.
Even if you’re in a valley of darkness
You will find peace in what utter
And strength in everything you compose

