The Old Rocking Chair
By Forrest Evarts

Returned home yesterday
After many years away
The homestead is still there
But in major disrepair

I forced the front door open
And proceeded in
Devoid of things long gone, just things
Looking around, I didn’t know where to begin

They say you can’t go home again.
It is better to stay away

Walking through the cobwebs and dirt
Then I saw the old rocking chair
Still sturdy but showing wear
Over by the window
Where it had always been

The back is cracked and the wood dry
Almost made you want to cry
Just standing there waiting 
So I wiped away the dust and sat down

It creaked and groaned a little
As I started rocking slowly
Just as my Great Grandfather did a hundred years before

A simple wooden chair
Brought pleasure to many
And still is

They say you can’t go home again
That you should stay away,
But they are wrong.
