
The wagon wheels of old down dusty trails they rode,
Through valleys and peaks, they travelled so bold.

Their journeys were long and driven by vison,
The goal and the destiny always their mission.

The Wheels of steel and nails and wood,
The challenge of ruts, bumps, and rocks they withstood.

Rims strengthened by experience, like swords
tempered by fire,

Spokes carefully maintained by intentional desire.
Along the trail, the skeletons remain,

Of those wagons and wheels destroyed by the strain.
The remnants of wheels not diligently maintained,

Far from their goals and destiny they remain.
Our life, like a wheel, down life’s pathway it rolls,

Striving to reach our important life’s goals.

With wheel rims forged by experience and stress,
The strength of our spokes we need to address.
Not wanting to be cast by the side of the road,
Like some of those neglected wheels of old,

Our purpose must be to use tools that enable
Our healthy, strong spokes to stay constantly stable.

With intentional care of the rim and its spokes,
We roll over life’s rocks and ruts unprovoked.

With our wheel now maintained and exceptionally stable,
It roll to our destiny completely dependable.
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