There is a man, in blue jeans and khaki long sleeved shirt with the arms rolled up just a bit and his face covered with a gray curly beard that covers most of his face, sits comfortably on the couch next to the two business men, staring as if no one is around him into his computer screen. Then not long after he looks up to the surprise of all the people around him, you can tell he is slowly taking in everything around him.

His grey and white beard covers his entire face, reminding me of the old grizzly Addams. His casual dress of an old, long sleeved, navy blue shirt and old blue jeans makes me wonder why such a woodsy appearing man is working on such high-tech machinery.

A grizzly bearded man huddled in the corner closes his eyes, and chuckles softly into his clear cup of dark brew. His eyes, kind and etched with crows feet, meet mine for a moment. As he smile, his deep laugh lines greet me and everyone else in the room. He glows. 

In the dim light at Brownstone Care, there sat an old man, with white hair and a long, slightly curly, white beard…..He sits with his head slightly leaning on his arm which seems to be broken, for it is in a cast that has a yellow tint to the wrapping. 
Right in front of me, on a couch that sits between two floor lamps, a gentleman with a cast on his right hand and a tattoo on his right bicep is struggling to type on his laptop. He is an older looking man with a beard that looks like it came right out of a ZZ Top concert.

A scraggly man sits on a couch across the room, reading a newspaper and quietly sipping on his coffee. Unintentionally, I compare him with a bum I regularly see in my hometown, Bellevue. He sat with his long, white beard and shoulder length hair and made a friendly comment towards a classmate. All of a sudden, he was no longer a bum, and I looked at him in a different way because when he spoke, he had this intelligence about his words. 

His face splashed in a long white beard, the old man plays with his laptop trying not to be obvious to the eye. He smoothly looks around at all the new faces being curious of what was going on around him. I notice that his left arm is in a cast, and my mind drifts away into a day dream thinking of all the possibilities. 

There was a man on a couch across from me who sat there the whole time looking at his computer. …he had a long gray hair and beard, he was the man who didn’t fit the bill as a man to stay but he did.

He had a white beard and he wasn’t as sharp as the million-dollar man. He was wearing a plaid jacket. The jacket was a little torn and worn out, as were his jeans. He was a hard working man, you could tell just by looking at him. His hands were weathered and cracked, and even his nails were dirty. You could tell he had a hard working life. 

