Earthen Ware
By Laura Harris
Sun parched 
undulating skies
 toasted cotton bolls.
  Scabby fingers 

crammed in 
a hundred pound 
sack each day.

Your toiling fields.
  Life’s work yours.

Clawing life
 from the earth
 you scratched up
 food from 
the dust.
  Coaxed through
 your hands, 
carefully nursed 
and suckled soil.

Your strength sustained.
  Stoneware heart.

Laboring you pressed
 babies from your
 work-wracked body.
  Your saving seeds 
tamped gently
 down to dark
 dirt wombs.
Raised dust bodies.
  Earth and we.

Your old and
 bony frame
 prepared well 
for your last 
planting. 
 Fertile breaths
 of toil laid 
finally to rest.
Take root
 from your soft 
earth bed.
