
The discoverer (or conquerer) set off on a quest, 
past a number of young girls, all primped and dressed.

The summer leader pointed the way, 
away from some graces, from old Pompeii

The boy at a fountain, had sprung quite a leak, 
while the family of four, an escape did seek.

The saint with a cross, his arm stretched out wide, 
and people out chatting, a well at their side.

In the woods there were deer, and a monument as such, 
with sword raised up high, no mortal could touch.
With path laid before them, the seekers would find,
the numbers they sought, to soothe a fraught mind.

The Path


