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                                              Perfect Orchard
A picture is snapped in a sun-kissed orchard

Of a boy in a tree enjoying fresh bites of an apple
The photo is not unlike any family photo

That yellows with age and turns up at the corners

Or perhaps gets lost amid other memories or in drawers

It was really quite innocuous and quite ordinary
And had little real meaning to anyone, not for years

Like the orchard trees, the boy is clean, young, and well-kempt

Guided, in his case, by the tender care of four loving hands

So green and so vast were the valleys he played in
So peaceful were the kingdoms he imagined he ruled
So mighty and majestic were its calm, sheltering walls

With their gateway’s all arched up wide and welcoming

As if they were framing the wonders he saw in his dreams

Then, as with all things, time kicked into fast-forward

And as passing years became lost in newer presents
Each fading memory was outgrown and replaced like his shoes
Until eventually, he was plucked away from his kingdom

By a great silver bird that jetted him and his family away

And deposited him rudely onto a new ground of dried dirt and deadwood

So absent each morning of dew

He felt misplaced, pulled roughly from all the roots he had so sown

Gone far he was from the great muddy rivers and the rolling valleys
Where the quarters of change meant the turning of the seasons
Instead of the breaking of dollars in cold casinos cathedrals
Built on the sweltering desert to attract all affairs relating to sin
This was his long and slow new beginning, or re-shaping, if you will
And he did grow and adjust among the neon scorched by the sun
Then the man that this boy became found the old photographs

And he focused on that picture of himself in the apple orchard

He remembered just how perfect and how affecting his youth was
How the tender, giving hands had cared for him with every best effort

And how this had grounded him and gave him his happy, loving heart

And how the troubles, temptations, and tortures had since been survived

And then the man left with his own family to find another perfect orchard
