Cloudy Sundays
Rich Nelson

we watched for days the forecast
skies darkening hour by hour
impending storm from the south sea
impinging upon finely wrought plans

it drew near as breath

blowing, sucking, giving life

taking death, darkening our small hope
for a coming together again

somewhere backwind it had flooded
and there already people surveyed
the clearing it bestowed upon
towns and village lives

but it did not arrive for us

not in the way we had wondered
and we prayed at the table

side by side, momentarily dry

and shouted hallelujahs over
our little crumb of bread

a foretaste of the feast

to come



