The House of Nature 


A final resting place
that holds all His grace:
of rock that’s hard
of soil that’s soft
All earth that fills this space.

It’s just a temporary lease
where I can find a sense of peace:
of aromas good
and aromas sour
Secret hopes that it will not cease.

It fills my soul
with colors pastel and metallic gold:
sunsets, sunrises, moons, stars
trees, flowers, creatures, water
Its beauty my heart beholds.

Outdoors are my home
and there I will forever roam:
through trial and struggle
and times of pleasure
My gratitude will forever be shown. 

