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In his moment, at his age, he sat there.

Narrow-eyed, patient breaths, soft hands, and strong thoughts.

He, at that age, sat there.

Old man with cap in hand, stared at nothing.

He is comforted by the measurements of his heart,

Complexity is nothing and how easily he finds ease.

How easily he finds warmth on a bleak, January day.


By choice, grace is given to his heart.

He sighs at the sight of light in a tree,

The rich boughs of summer remain in his view

As the nakedness consumes their life.


He watches. He listens.

He waits for the geese as they pass through the waters,

As they uniformly go through the sky.

His eyes follow the family as they pass.

Together they fly.

Together they go.

His emotions sit on the tip of his nose.

His loneliness is cured by the warmth of the sun,

Slightly touching his furrowed forehead

But fully touching his pounding heart.


His mind runs, and runs.

He flies through the forest, his small feet getting lost in the fields,

He races through his streets and stops,

Breathe. Breathe. 


His strength is his sight.

He observes the heavy rain in the darkened sky,

And he delights in the inconvenience it can bring,

Because he still finds beauty in the birth of flowers and growth of trees.


Yes, his fate is decided.

His ear goes up at the startle of another chime-

Tick, tock.

He barely reacts to the haunting noise.

His heart isn’t tepid, his mind isn’t troubled.

His senses cease as he conquers everything.

Everything but time.

And yet, he is comforted by the measurements of his heart.
