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Dirty. Hungry. Cold.
Huddled down in mean estate
claimed for himself.
MIne! He snaps at passer by.
Staked out with foolish pride
this little square of alleyway.

What madness is this?!
This little man,
convinced that all provision
lay within dumpster pan
and cobblestone filth.

A light shines through window pane.
Mesmerizes.
His eyes widen 
he looks down 
and now
realizes, “How foolish I have been and vain.
Starving, dying, when the King’s house lay right there… 
plain.”

Many times the King spoke kind to this beggar man.
“Come,” he said, “see,”
“Wait for me 
and there shall be
a feast.
I’ll call you son and you will meet
my family.”

“O ya!” the beggar smirked.
“What makes you think I want your peace?
I want your grace?
Now leave!  You trespass in my place.
In my space.”

But now…
Why had he not seen it before?
“Whilst I sit and toil in mud and grime
the Lord’s house right there and what’s more… 
I’m starving.
Surely on a road to death.
Without Him I won’t last one more breath.”



“I’ll throw myself in His way
and lay
on his steps.
How I need him!
How I long for any morsel or kind word.
At His mercy tis far better than dirty, cold, and spurned.”

The beggar still pathetic, but with hope
lays on King’s steps and soaks
in warmth of glowing window.

No longer snapping at passerby.
But inviting others to wait by his side
for the King to open the door 
and usher into His banquet feast.

He smells the aromas of new wine and warm bread.
His eyes wide with faith and hope in whats to come.
Never again to leave for the slum
he thought was everything.

He sits.
Waits.
Smiles on castle step.
Still in mean estate.
But now with purpose, for he awaits…

Adoption.






