Amen
Zion, he was born, his young mother oh so proud

Something is amiss, the babe, he hardly made a sound

Mamma loved her child, he filled her life with grace

Zion, he grew up strong, though he never won the race

She passed on her understanding, to her lovely little boy

Made sure he knew his bible, filled his days with joy

The boy turned to man, through years he learned to cope

Mamma was early called away, left Zion with only hope

Spends his days volunteering, down at the local church

Recalling from his memory, he never has to search

Scriptures he can recite, although signing to only one

A young beauty by the name of Martha, she a blessed nun

Now, just an old man living, quietly in an old man's world

Sitting on his park bench, talking to his squirrels

Smiles to all the people, who nod and pass on by

Speaking to himself, he begs to wonder why

Life has gotten lonely, no one to lend a hand

Holds it all together, like shifting grains of sand

Must be going crazy, has no one to phone

Hours spent pretending, he feels so all alone

His best friend passed in August, during a blazing sun

Laid over in the soft grass, when called he didn't come

Twenty two years together, such a lovely lad

Thoughts of his gentle soul, his vision oh so sad

His life not much worth living, still he must go on

Old friends long ago left him, only the one hasn't gone

His dear old confidante Ms. Martha, from just across the way

Makes sure she takes her medicine, let's her have her say

She tells him that she loves him, makes an awful fuss

Writes a list for the market, watches for the bus

Awaits his return, tells him he's her hero

He puts away her groceries, pours her a bowl of cheerios

Says goodnight as she sweetly kisses him, gently on the cheek

He knows not what to do, can't find the voice to speak

Shuffling back to his place, has no need for light

Every thing stored neatly in it's place, has no need for sight

As he puts away his cane, dark glasses by the bed

Bows his head in reverence, prayers so humbly said

God's blessing on all the people, where ever they may roam

Dear Lord please be our beacon, and see us safely home
