INSPIRATION 

Who has inspired me the most?

A square but living “paperweight”

A man who had no arms or legs

Displayed here in a circus once. 

What character was in his face!

Strong, brown and smiling, confident. 

The curtained stall that hid him screamed

Sensationally “Come and See

The Miracle Man”.   It was he.

Rolling with ease upon the floor

Using his mouth he threw a ball

Then caught one thrown across the hall.

He drew and painted as we watched. 

He demonstrated how he ate, 

Removed and wore his shirt again, 

Then, at the end, his finest feat:

Upon the floor the manager

Placed before him a bottle cork

With sewing-needle stuck upright

And gave the man a reel of thread. 

With wondrous skill, using his mouth, 

The brave man lifted up the end

And thrust the thread repeatedly 

Towards the needle; all were still, 

Urging him on with bated breath

Till finally, triumphantly, 

He lifted high for all to see

The needle, threaded perfectly!

What strength, determination, guts

To overcome such handicaps, 

Practice forever and again 

To learn such skills with toil and pain

And disappointments, yet prevail!

Across the decades, still I see

How he faced life courageously, 

Supporting self and family. 

If I had had my purse with me

I would have showered him with notes

To tell him what he meant to me. 

I pity those who, blessed with life, 

Continuously moan and groan

About a bruise or aching bone

And pray the Lord may one day give

Them also wisdom how to live. 
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