Homeless!

He is a pioneer,
A distant  traveler,
An accomplished author

He has written a book,
You may wonder

Not with ink on paper

But all together,
On different surface.
For a canvas,
He used his face.
He worked to details

With illustrative shades of live colours
Bound in hard cover.
It could have been the best seller

Had it not been for Market failure

Where talent is pushed over,
Onto the backburner,
In favour of celebrity’s fervor.

But this much is true
His life is a bit strewed.

He is laconic

Less inclined to speak

More so of his artistic knack.
It began when he was a toddler

Little mishap here and there,
It took twists and turns,
One thing leading to another

Until it finally became like
A cascading waterfall,
Spinning out of control,
And he, buried under.

With his second to nothing
Earthly belonging,
On his back slinging

He then began to wander

From place to place
From one shade to another

A park, then a shelter,
Sleeping rough,

Only to be rudely waken
By violent cough

Time went by,
Remember he could no longer
When he stopped the fight

To own property right,
Children, as well as loyal wife,
A standard norm for a man’s life.

He has ran the gauntlet
No doubt, bruised right and left,
Now on his last leg,
Often he contemplates,
Whether it was worth living on his planet.

But remember no longer

How hard he tried
When and why

At a young age his sprit died.
He walks in silence,
Consumed in his own thoughts,
Hands kept in pockets,
Of an oversized jacket.
He keeps to himself

And gives way

When others sway

He is full of grace,
Resentment there is no trace,
In his disguised face,
That smiles,
Despite a vile hardship piles.
And at times in to the open space,
He simply gaze,
Keeping you wonder to excess.

What is it that ticks over - 
In a peaceful mind of a dispossessed?
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