
Lost 
 
 

Quietly persuasive 
Curiosity sent me 

On a path to the sea 
 

Wandering in the tall grass 
The rocks all look the same 

The trail disappears 
I have strayed 

 
Anxiety creeps in 

Wrapping its prickly 
Vines around my heart 

 
I do not belong here 

Seeking sanctuary in a crevice 
I make myself small 

Until the past passes me by 
 

All sense of direction gone 
Calm turns sour  

In the back of my throat 
 

“Move on,” whispers the wind 
The sun breaks through the clouds 

Like a torch shining down 
Revealing the pathway once again 

 
Letting go of the weight 
Of fear and expectations 

I try again 
 

 
 
 
CHAPTER: Unseen 
ANECDOTE: It’s easy to get lost in Iceland, especially out in the highlands where it all looks other 
worldly. The random road signs had no meaning to me, and I would have been hopelessly lost 
had it not been for my trusty guide Yngvi leading the way. 
  


