
SEASON PASS 

by Aaron M. Kinzer 

I recieved a season pass 

To watch the seasons pass. 

My lens for life is prisons glass: 

A windowpane that restricts my pain from escaping. 
I watch the blossbms bloom as life returns to the exterior 

While being commanded to sit and stand as if I'm inferior. 

What a time this .. is. 
·The suns heat is at work but I can't feel. 

If only I could carve a path past this windows -s,al 

I would dance with bare feet in the grassy field, happily. 
I know the wind is blowing for the spiders web sways 
And I watched ants carry crumbs to prep for future days. 

The solar star ha·s cast in to my quarters rays 

Of life but I don't feel alive. 
My only joy is substance provided at p.m.5. 

I'm seeing the seasons pass 

Because I have a season pass 

To view life through prisons glass. 

The leaves of Autumn are pressed to the earth destined to 
continue the cycle . 

That's ever so vital. 
The winter months after Fall arrive. 

The waters have frozen so now you uan't enjoy a dive. 

I'm lauihing at you now. ·None happier than I. 

I've grown bitter as the cold. 

The snow falls and . I think 'How can you be so bold 

To move about while with this pain behind this pane I remain?' 

My logic is lost on you. 
My sanity has fled. 

A snowflake found my window today and held on to the edge 

Before the breeze blew it away. I wonder where it landed. 

Does its creator care that I am stranded?. 

----



Ice has formed on my lens 

And it will melt and be gone before my season ends. 

One day soon raindrops will drip before my eyes 

And I'll make futile attempts to measure the size 

Without understanding the why. 

So obstructed is my view that I barely see the sky. 

Im months to come the flowers will return and again nature 
you will enjoy at last. 

I will still be viewing through my prisons glass 

The seasons pass 

In possession of my season pass. 


