AN OLD MAN





	He sat and he sat. He looked and he thought. He watched, taking in every detail yet retaining nothing. It was as if his brain was functioning too quickly to assimilate his many-faceted thoughts. But no, with increasing old age, his concentration was waning, his thoughts no longer had their former depth. He was too tired, too disillusioned to follow through an idea. He felt himself detached from the world, sitting there in the deckchair on the porch, the sun streaming through the old trees on to his wrinkled, weatherbeaten face. The trees no longer impelled him. He no longer wondered at their gay foliage. The trees were there, he was here, that was how he looked at it. An old man, what were trees to him? What could trees do for him now? Soon he would not even be able to see them. He could no longer hear the delicate rustle of the leaves now, so dim had his hearing grown.





	Reading no longer interested him. He felt unable to reason out his own being, therefore was it not a worthless pursuit puzzling out characters in a book? Besides, his eyes were too bad now to, allow him his former pleasure. Odd to think of now, but he had once had an insatiable thirst for reading. For a moment the old feeling reappeared, but was quickly repressed by guilty sensations which gushed forward.





	Look what my reading did for me! Spent so much time at it that 1 didn't have any time nor any inclination to bestir myself and experience life for myself. What do I know about people but what I've read in books? Vicarious, that's all it is, vicarious! Useless, senseless, futile! Oh, 1 know all the fine phrases, but did 1 ever give myself the chance to say them to anybody?





	It was as if for the first time he had allowed his thoughts to break through to the surface. The pent-up feelings which he thought he had overcome all these years, by devoting himself to reading, now pushed themselves out and rushed to the front of his mind. He was stirred. He remembered.





	A rose-garden, a dim summer evening. A young man, a younger girl. The smell of roast chicken, mingling with the rose scent and some yet sweeter perfume. He smiled wanly. Never was very romantic, was I? Oh yes, she was lovely. With her blonde hair, her unusually-shaped, big brown eyes. Eyes like coconuts, he had once told her. Don't know why 1 ever said it. Never could think of the right thing to say at the right time! But she was understanding. She had laughed, not in the least offended. Yes, she understood me. The yellow dress ...





	His smile faded. A tear crept, as if ashamed to be seen, from the corner of his almost unseeing eyes.


