                    Ode to Dick
We’re searching, traveling, hoping to grow, 

Then appears Dick Haid, bare soil to sow.

First quarter complete and the second gone,

Time for our third, a brand new dawn.

Armed with doubt and even some fear,
One by one, we learn lessons dear.

Strengths, concerns, passions sorted, 

Callings, dreams, some strategies aborted.

Life questions, abundance, becoming, being,

Our structure, transitions so differently seen.

Doldrums? Perhaps. Cocooning? Sure.

Then experiment, launch, experience more.

No rockers here; instead a board,

To advise, befriend, to help us soar.

Awaken, plunge forward, live life with a smile,

With Dick, just a few hours, a mere little while.

Thanks for the lessons, the classmates, the fun, 

We’re just a bit sad; the process is done.
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