Samantha
My walk and gate are slow and frightening

My world is dark now

My eyes have lost there light

But, I have a master now

He is my spark of light

He is my eyes

He is my friend

He is my companion

My guide

I follow his lead

As though in green pastures

Beside still water

I know our spirits are one

Both made by the Creator

Someday in the future

We will meet again

In a new world

And I will be able to see

This caring master
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