NATURE’S ANTICIPATION

We have heard her sighing

as she breathes the swelling breeze,
Raising leafy fingers

with the woody arms of trees,
Gently swaying branches

up to touch her Master’s face,
Longing for the waking

of the sleeping human race.

We have felt the rumble

of her earth beneath our feet,
Restless for the moment

when her joy will be complete,
When with cheerful quaking

mountains skip to God and prance
In the celebration,

when all nations join the dance.

We have been enchanted

by her fields that long to clap,
Smelled her flowery fragrance,

held her fruit within our lap,
Tasted of her sweetness,

pleasant ploy to whet our thirst,
Luring us to laud Him,

for she knows we must be first.

We have seen her paintings,

fiery sunsets to her King,
Snow and ice in sculptures

meant to rouse our race to sing.
She, awaiting, urges

praise to match her Maker’s worth
In a coming concert

only human tongues can birth.

— David L. Hatton, 12/2/1994
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