I saw a blue house broken by the road


its four wheels still intact.





I couldn’t help but wonder


when its owner now sat.





I could tell it didn’t run - 


no traces were left behind.





I took it on faith the person hoofed it


dragging his bag in line.





The home wasn’t much -


only a three-foot cube.





But it represented much more


as worldly possessions can do.





The wheels of ease giving the back


a break he wasn’t getting elsewhere.





Sort of symbolized for me


my entire life of relative ease and care.





I saw a blue house broken by the road


and thanked God that it wasn’t mine.





I considered the owner and his plight


and prayed for God to be kind.
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