A home from another era planted firm

Man sits resolutely in an aged rocker

He’s as worn as the wood that holds him

Smoothed straw hat covers his balding head

Skin dotted with sunspots, moles, freckles 

Wrinkled, tanned, rough from an old razor

His canvas blessed by the gifts of age

Eyebrows thick and wild

Some sprout like tall reeds along a dense shore

Eyes set deep, little ponds of crystal blue, hidden

A long nose with rounded point juts out

Below a child’s smile sits

Not smirking like fool

No grin of the villain nor pose of a false prophet

Pure reserved natural configuration of content 

Painted by some master 

Sincerity in his curled lips

A peace lays on him

From where does it find root and grow

In fields plowing, turning rich earth

Hands wet with sweat

Engulfed in dark cooling soil

Melting man and mother earth into one

Shared commune with nature

Giving life to one another

Good seasons with harvest in hand,

Food to eat 

A peace lays on him

Hard times of drought

Fields of work and toil

Quickly and quietly turned to dust 

Rich earth that was so kind

Now scattered with the winds

Braking

Broken 

Broke

Empty hands, cracked, dry

Clinched tight

As tight as his stomach in hunger

Still a child’s smile

In harvest or hunger

A prayer

O Lord my food is your food

My water your water

My wealth your wealth

My joy is your joy

My love is your love

My soul is your soul

My peace is your peace

I pray for your will to be done

Amen
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