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My Other Call Upon 
So young, but as old - spirited as a willow tree

Making sacrifices as if a member of an old tribe,

Enduring much in his life, but all the while,
Carrying weight on his shoulders,

As heavy as an Egyptian pyramid.

Feeling much emotion, but

Hiding it deep away as in a trunk that was,

Thrown into the bottom of the ocean,

Wise like an elder of 100 or plus years,

But learning each day like a newborn baby. 

Hard labor and challenges, he partakes in daily,

But maintaining his shape and focus 

Willing to help all that ask

Pitying the needy, wishing

There was something he could do,

Willfully giving his last dime

For the satisfaction of his beseeching surrounder’s
Like leeches they suck him dry, dry of his life and time

Voice as calming as the rushing waters in the spring,

As gentle to me as if I

Mere I were a box marked “Fragile 

And handle with care”.

As a man he also has his faults and weaknesses.
A temper as short as

The smallest piece of grass in a meadow.

Patience as thin as a twig

Lying on the ground in autumn.

With days as dark as the midnight sky

He keeps going on and does not cry.

Raised without a father figure

He is as strong minded as 

A metal pole being bended, but not breaking.

By receiving strength from his mother

He grew into a man not a boy.

He overcame his so called life 

With the will to enjoy.

He lives life to the fullest and takes me along the way.

This man that I have grown upon

And maybe soon to love,

This comfort zone,

Shoulder to cry on,

Gentle to the touch.

Hand and hand through life we go

The good times and the bad.

I know deep down as the Titanic in the ocean blue

That in the end, that dark day all men dread

He will have nourished my soul,

Quenching it like a desolate terrain,

Absorbing any and all it can in a rainstorm in the fall.

Trusting him as a babe does its mom.

This man is my strength,

My other call upon.

