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The Artist of the Masterpiece 

An artist’s paintbrush glides smoothly across the canvas,

The paint shines like the colors of a sunset,

Color by color, carefully a masterpiece is created,

The contrasts of the painting sing a sweet duet.

The painter takes his time, for good work is priceless,

For both his heart and mind are necessities for this art,

Without his passion, his painting would be blank,

And his tight grasp on the brush would soon part.

But a creator loves his creation with all of his heart,

No mistakes, smudges, or incorrect colors are used,

For each masterpiece is created for a distinct purpose,

Each painting is different, with various futures to pursue. 

We are all God’s children, his wonderfully created masterpieces,

Each and every living soul is His own prized joy,

Regardless of race, color, nation or country,

Our Creator gave everyone a life to enjoy.

Next time you see one of God’s own paintings,

Maybe fallen off the wall, cracked and abandoned,

Remember the precious Creator that presented you with the breath of life, 

And lift the masterpiece, ever so high, for it belongs in God’s hands.
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