Marbles

He plays this game like a master.

Fingering his thoughts in his palms,

Loitering like a eagle over its prey,

He longs for the opportunity to strike.

His turn finally comes.

His thoughts leave his hand one by one.

Rolling along

With pure perfection, emotion,

Power,

They slide serenely into their positions.

Soon,

The spheres connect

Quietly, smoothly

Breath-takingly

To form 

A web of human perspective.

A poem.
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