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Daily as I tread these streets  

I see bricks and mortar of mason's feats.

Men together investing time

following some architects grand design.

I watched as others tore a building down,

a group of men in my downtown.

With a heave ho and primal yell

one swung a sledge, and sidewall fell.

I asked the foreman, “ Are these men skilled?

I mean, would you hire them also to build?”

He laughed and then he said, “No indeed,

just a common laborer is all I need.

“These men wreck in a day or two

what skilled builder took a year to do.”

So I asked myself as I went away,

What in my life has been that way?

Am I a builder who works with care

assembling a life with others to share?

Do I craft my life to a well made plan

thoughtfully building the best I can?

Or, have I been a wrecker who walks this town

content with the labor of tearing down?

Leaving broken, things once that mattered,

in a pile thats twisted, tangled, and shattered.

