THESE HANDS OF MINE
By Ben Haga

Upon the furrowed rows I stand,
And cast my sight about.
I see the rich and fertile land
I could not live without.

These hands of mine have turned the soil
And have broken many clods.
Many hours of sweat and toil
To seed the broken sod.

The rains may come and then depart
To let new life take place.
I watch and wait, then take new heart
When crops first show new face.

Now to the task I must set forth,
And see the job is done.
Consider all that it is worth
And now the job has begun.
