
Old Jude’s Face

Every Sunday after church

Singing, praying and praising over 

Pork chops, catfish, collards and sweet potato pie gone

Timmy would find Jude down by the river sitting on the bank

A cane pole in his hand, Sunday pant legs rolled up, feet in the water 

The sun bright in the afternoon sky would stab the eye watching our bobbers

As they lay in the lazy muddy waters waiting for a bite

Old man and boy sit in silence with just the worm can between on the bank

Waiting for their suppers to bite on a hot summer afternoon

Filling the silence and time studying Old Jude’s face 

Deep dark eyes staring off into that place he waits for the fish

Grey and white brillo pad hair kept so short you saw his scalp

Scratchin chicken pox in ’67 left pock mark pot holes on asphalt skin

Hundreds of laughing crinkle lines from millions of laughs at his eyes 

Maudy and the kids tickled him so much that his sides hurt for 30 years

Deep crevices down his cheeks from tears cried since she passed

Large flat nose finds the best fishing holes and gives the sun back a bright black shine

Strong chin with a dimple that seemed important to Maudy before she left him alone

Old Jude’s face changed 

One of our bobbers slipped out of sight in the muddy water

Our silence would end with a Whoop! 

And Old Jude’s face made a smile a young boy’s memory could hold


