
The cool, light African breeze brushed my pallid cheeks
As I turned to look at the house, our home, for one last time.
The sun was slowly sinking over the dull green hills across the way
And the darkening sky reached down and took hold of my heart.
The time had come for me to leave my Africa
To walk away from a life that had been filled with beauty and compassionate love.
Love that had soared to the skies and slipped away leaving me alone
With so much of me dying inside when he did.

My life, my love, my very being was there in Africa
But as seasons change, so do lives, as mine has and for now the season is unknown.
Here in England, the place where I was born, the cold winter air clasps my face with icy hands
Reminding me of where I am and where I will stay until the end of time, my time.
I see the Robins, the strutting Magpies and friendly Blackbirds,
The Pigeons gathering on the roof looking down as I fill the feeders.

Nature lets me connect the dots, bringing the memories to life
And remembering with tinges of sadness the birds I have left behind in Africa.
Thankful beyond true understanding of how my life has changed,
But embracing the reality of what is now, allows me to breathe the crisp, cold air, and smile.
Reflections of a life well-lived, well-loved and real, shimmering in the cold light of day,
I can turn and with that smile, walk inside, taking the birdsong with me.
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