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WHAT WERE THE CHANCES?



	 


	My husband sat peacefully sleeping in the easy chair in our living room. He was blissfully unaware that I was smiling at him, as he snored loudly enough, to periodically wake himself up. I marveled at the road I had taken to meet this man who now shared my life.   


	 


	As I reflected on the improbability of our meeting and the even greater unlikelihood of marital harmony that would weather life together, I saw the miracle of our union.   


	 


	I began to contemplate what the chances were that our lives would have ever intersected; the chances of our connecting, and the chances of our moving forward inextricably joined together by a promise.


	 
Hence the impetus that fueled this musing.
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	What were the chances, the odds you might say,


	That you’d have found me and be married today?


	What were the chances we’d somehow have found,


	That soul mate, that helpmate, that perfection all ‘round?


	 


	What were the chances that east could meet west,


	That yin could meet yang and be happily blessed?


	What were the chances after all these long years,


	We’d still be together, through laughter and tears?


	AND…


	 


	What were the chances that life would wield blows,


	That hit us blindsided, spilling us head over toes?


	What were the chances we’d have made it through strife;


	Some kicking, some clawing, some holding on for dear life?


	 


	What were the chances that as each of us grew,


	You’d still like me, and by luck, I’d like you?


	What were the chances we’d have jostled so long,


	That we finally got comfy, in fact, we belong?


	 


	What were the chances we’d ever get passed,


	Those bitsy nitpickings to find peace that would last?


	What were the chances that we’d see tough times through;


	And gaze on in wonder a new me, and new you?


	 


	Dumb luck may claim some, coincidence few;


	But add it, divide it, extrapolate too.


	You must simply conclude it’s not up for debate,


	Our marriage is more than mere karma or fate.


	 


	YOU SEE…


	 


	Mathematically speaking, chance couldn’t explain


	Why we didn’t turn tail at the first sign of rain.


	My guess is it isn’t by luck we still stand,


	But by grace, and the mercy of the Master’s right hand!


	 


	What were the chances He’d have brought us safe through;


	And molded and stretched us, and transformed us too?


	It couldn’t have been by chance after all,


	Or we’d still be light headed, black and blue from the fall.


	 


	 He took two young kids without half a clue,


	And battled ‘long side us with His vision in view.


	Are we how He imagined? Perhaps not just yet,


	But if chance enters in, I’ll be placing my bet.


	 


	There still may be wrestling, and tumbling, and tears;


	Good times and laughter, and nightmarish years.


	My prayer is that God will look down from above,


	And guide us and keep us in His perfect love!
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IN THE FIELD



	 


	This poem is a celebration of all that God has created. It is a celebration of His Son Jesus who came to seek and save those who are lost. We can open our eyes each day and marvel at the variety and complexity of this world, and rest securely knowing that He cares for us. We can say of His creation, as He unabashedly did—“It is very good!”
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	Nothing of note, ‘bout an acre square,


	Was the field on the east divide.


	It was little more than a drainage bowl,


	With a dam on the farthest side.


	 


	Thick woods were a frame, mostly oaks and pines,


	And the shinnery made the going tough.


	But it was worth the toil when the wind was right,


	To find a place on the northern bluff.


	 


	No telling what you’d see from that vantage point,


	If your movements were measured and slow.


	To catch nature, unaware, in their commonplace,


	And to watch them in that field below.


	 


	There was no way to tell, from a quick first glance,


	The richness of that acre square.


	But I loved to watch as the treetops flushed,


	And marveled at the multitudes right there.


	 


	Once at dusk, as the light ebbed low,


	And a reddish golden hue was everywhere;


	A fox trotted out, moving left to right,


	Seeming as if he danced on air.


	 


	And the golden dusk lit his tail aflame,


	And the redness of his coat a silver blaze.


	I sat back in awe, still and breathless at the scene.


	Could close my eyes and picture it for days.


	 


	If you had the chance to be early on the bluff,


	In the fall when the air turned cool,


	The ducks and geese gave an aerial display,


	As they frolicked in the runoff pool.


	 


	The masked raccoon sipped at the shallow end,


	And the possum brought her brood from up the tree.


	As they tumbled out, she’d lift her nose to scent.


	Must admit it was quite a sight to see.


	 


	And an eagle soared, and from his vantage point,


	Gave a solitary cry through miles of air,


	And the sun reflected off his feathered crown,


	A view of splendor prompting all to stare.


	 


	The pinnacle of joy was to glimpse that buck,


	To watch his stately entrance in the field.


	Much too wise to stay in the clear for long,


	Fall’s the only time his caution has to yield.


	 


	I have watched him grow; seen those massive tines


	Fill out thicker, longer, wider every year.


	Seen his girth rotund; seen him stand mature.


	Any hunter would be proud to claim that deer.


	 


	You have a field, it’s your life, my friend,


	And if you stop just long enough, you’ll see,


	That what you thought was barren ground 
will spring alive before your eyes. 


	It holds treasures for a heart set free!
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THE KEEPER



	 


	The funeral was a celebration of a life well-lived. Her grandson gave a testimony about how she had kept him after school. That she had treasured his finger paintings, and newspaper sports clippings.


	 


	 He ended his tribute to her by saying that she herself was “A keeper.” She became what she was: “A keeper!”
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