
Sometimes when I feel like I can’t see you,
  I stop and look at your delicate artistry
    in each grain of the wheat,
      in the growth of each shaft,
       in the field full of them over and over.
 And in the gentle breeze that blows past,
         and moves every one of them,  
           and kisses my cheek,
       I am again assured that I am among 
        the  most precious of your harvest,
         and among the most blessed of your handiwork. 
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