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A moment in time 
 

When he asked the question,  
His button nose crinkled.  

 
“Why is it grandpa, your skin is so wrinkled?” 

 
I smiled and looked in his brown eyes,  
and sighed as I lifted him on my lap.  

“Well, grandchild, this old skin’s been out there 
In a baking sun, working on the farm,  

In the garden and the barn. 
 

And just over time, living makes it so,  
that your skin, gets more thin, 

and doesn’t seem to grow  
back as well as it used to.” 

 
“Oh,” he said and nodded his bushy head.  

 
And then he looked up again into my face, 

And though cloudy, I could see a trace, 
Of another question forming. 

 
“Why is it grandpa, your eyes look so glassy and so gray?” 

 
I smiled and looked in his brown eyes,  

and sighed, as I shifted him from one knee to the other.  
“Well grandchild, these old eyes, they’ve seen the world 

for close to ninety years,  
and I’ve looked at men with courage  

and looked at men with fear, 
and laughed with both and even shed a tear.  

I’ve read a thousand books, the Bible every day,  
I’ve seen the world around me dotted with  

a million bales of hay.  
And with all that seeing, that I’ve gotten done,  
Well, grandson, sometimes your eyes become 

like glass and just a little gray.” 
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“Oh,” he said and nodded his bushy head.  
 

And then I looked away for a moment,  
And wondered where I was just then.  

 
Before I heard an angel’s voice, talk to me again.  

 
“Why is it grandpa, you sometimes can’t remember?” 

 
I smiled and looked in his brown eyes, 

and sighed as I ran my hand through his bushy hair.  
“Well grandchild, sometimes as you get older,  

Your mind gets weighted down, because of  
all the memories on your shoulders. 

And sometimes we forget a name or two,  
or a place or few.  

But I promise you, even though things may never be the same,  
I won’t ever forget those brown eyes or my grandson’s name.” 

 
“Oh,” he said and nodded his bushy head.  

And he smiled as he hugged me.  
And my grandchild said he loved me. 

 
And for a moment in time, they both saw the face of heaven. 
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Best Friend 

 
I can feel her heart beating against my leg.  

This gentle soul is less than genteel when she sleeps.  
She growls without malice.  

Her body twitches. 
Her legs and feet move as she runs 

through her dreams.  
And I sit there wide awake and look 

down at her, and try to imagine 
how the muted color palette  

within her dreams, 
reflects such a beautiful world.  
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Tequila 
 

I’ve had Tequila  
in a tiny little glass, 

after many, I couldn’t see ya,  
and fell upon my ass.  

 
I won’t do that anymore,  
no matter where we go,  

even if the store,  
discounts Jose Cuervo.  
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An old empty pickle jar 
 

Firefly glowing in my jar, 
How I wonder what you are. 

Glowing there within the night,  
Blinking on and off so bright.  

 
Are they fairies, or little sprites? 

Dancing all about the night. 
Tell me Dad, what do you know? 

About these little things that glow. 
 

“It’s not a fly at all. It’s a beetle.  
Order: Coleoptera. 

Family: Lampyridae. 
Genus:  Anadrilus, Araucariocladus,  

Crassitarsus, Lamprigera,  
Oculogryphus, Photoctus, 

 and Pollaclasis.”  
 

Well shit.  
Knowledge is sometimes tragic.  
When it takes away the magic.  
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Coffee 
 

I wonder if many  
people would drink 

coffee if there wasn’t a 
caffeine buzz within the  

hot liquid which is  
dark black  
or various 

colors of brown and 
sometimes cold? 

 
I wonder if many 

people would still drink 
coffee if they knew 

what their breath smelled 
like after they have had  

one cup or two?  
 

I wonder if many  
people would still  
have a morning  

bowel movement  
without their cup of 

coffee?  
 

When you are retired  
you wonder about these 

types of things.  
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Jingle Sales 

 
I love the sound of Jingle Bells 
Sung with voices low and high! 

I love the sights and all the smells, 
Of Christmas season coming nigh. 

 
December 1, the season starts,  

I see the wreaths and smell the pine. 
I stop at shops and fill my cart, 

And wish good cheer to thee and thine. 
 

But then I see it’s November,  
And Christmas trees are in the stores. 

And I say, don’t you remember 
Thanksgiving Day comes before? 

 
And before I blink, it’s October, 
when I see the Christmas lights, 

and I wonder if I am sober, 
when goblins now are Christmas sights. 

 
And why is now Christmas season  

Beginning in mid -September? 
Isn’t this a bit pre-season? 

Since it’s 3 months from December! 
 

I love the sounds of Jingle Bells 
Sung with voices sweet and gay! 

But everyone can go to Hell, 
When Christmas trees come in May. 
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Smokes 
 

Smoking will kill you. 
The warnings are there. 

But I liked the smoke  
Within the air. 
The problem is 

My lungs did not. 
And so now, I’ve got 

A lung disease - 
C.O.P.D.  

 
C.O.P.D. 

Sounds like a cop show. 
But unfortunately, no. 

It’s a way you know 
Your lungs don’t blow 

In and Out 
Like they should.  

 
When you smoke and you are young 
You seldom think about your lungs.  

But I have to admit, I did. 
I just didn’t want to quit, 

Because smoking wasn’t choking, to me; 
It was a measured pleasure and calming to me.  

And though they were nice, I paid the price.  
 

End stage C.O.P.D means the deed is done. 
because eventually both your lungs 
won’t move enough up and down 
so your next stop, is the ground. 

Or on top of the ground or water if  
You choose cremation. 

(which is the opposite of creation. 
you know, dust to dust)  

And thus is thus.  
 

But before my last breath, 
 Where I cough and choke,  

I’d like to have  
a few more 

 smokes.  
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I’m not sure 

 
I got up in the middle of the night  

To get a glass of water.  
I didn’t turn on the kitchen lights.  

I saw no need to bother.  
 

As I stood there in the dark, 
And took several icy drinks,  

I heard a cough. 
Which made me stop and think.  

 
I looked into the living room,  

And the shapes upon the chair,  
Looked human in their form,  

As I wondered who was there.  
 

But then I saw the outline,  
Of the pillows and the chair,  

And I laughed about my mind,  
And what I thought was there.  

 
I took a few more drinks,  

And started down the hall, 
As I began to think,  

Was that a cough at all? 
 

And then I heard a sound,  
And thought I felt a stare,  

And quickly turned around, 
To see only darkness in the air.  

 
So, I got back into my bed,  

And turned the light back off,  
And as the pillow felt my head,  

I heard a cough.  
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Silent Night 
 

HIs bed looked empty.  
The other 99 beds in the 

Cavern of unanswered echos, 
they called a ward,  

Were full.  
Sickness stained the walls, 
and permeated the air like 

smoke and soldiers  
Were dying.  

No one should die  
In a place like that;  

even if there are  
99 other brothers at  

Your side.  
I have never felt so 

Helpless in my entire life;  
though I hid behind a 

statue-like face of  
composure.  

I know I projected  
that demeanor for her. 

But perhaps, I did it for him too. 
To let him know, I would be okay.  

48 years later, I’m better.  
In fact, you could say I am okay.  

But I still see him in that bed; 
And I still remember how  

Empty I felt.  
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The Hospital 
 

The hospital is a scary place 
For those that don’t work there.  

I worked there for 40 years,  
And I saw the fear in the face 

Of patients and family members 
And friends who were there.  

 
You could see the apprehension 

In their eyes.  
And there was no way to disguise 

The way they truly felt.  
 

Fear of the unknown. 
Fear of the known. 

Anger at an inability  
To control their own life, 

Or body.  
Sadness of the diagnosis.  

Restrained relief of the prognosis.  
 

The hospital is a scary place,  
When you’re the patient.  

And it’s amazing how  
When you demonstrate patience, 

And compassion, 
And a friendly smile, 
And helpful manner;  

How much more powerful all that is,  
Than the hospital’s many scanners.  

 
The scanners diagnose hope.  

When there’s empathy that helps 
one cope with the illness.  
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I can’t tell you how many times,  
Someone I was interviewing,  

Told me that they pursued a career 
In healthcare, for many years. 

And sometimes there were tears. 
Because one time when they were ill, 
 Someone nice gave them more than  

just a pill, and helped them 
 overcome their disease.   

 
Or demonstrated kindness  

With their science, 
 to a Parent or a Loved One.  

 And they always remembered  
that Someone’s Name.  

 
I always hired that person  

to fill an open spot 
and always got, 

not an employee,  
but a Caregiver.  

 
I think in order to work in the hospital,  

you should be a patient first. 
But of course, that isn’t possible.  

 
But what is possible,  

Is Going To Work With Passion 
And Compassion.  

 And Knowing 
What You Are Doing,  

Is Pursuing Something Noble.  
 

There are no jobs in the hospital.  
Only patients, who are scared,  

And those who truly care.  
 


