I will always be a child….

 I will always be a child 

when I reach to touch fuzzy things 

and look at the many colored lights 

in wonder. 

I will be a child

as I wake up without prodding

in my own time 

to greet the sunlight

boring into my darkened room.

I will still be a child 

even as I age.  marry, give birth,

play with the baby’s soft toys

and giggle at their tickling.

I will be a child as I watch in awe

my own children grow to adulthood.

I will yet be a child especially

when someone tucks me in

to a big soft chair with a warm blanket

and kisses me.

I will still look in wonder 

to the patio outside my window

at birds that peck at my dog’s crumbs 

and the squirrels that steal bird seed from the feeder.

As I paddle a kayak in the harbor 

past boats docked at grand homes, I will

splash other paddlers,

dive in to cool my head,

and seek big waves made by powerboats for fun.

And when I can no longer

Move my limbs

Nor hear the birds outside my window,

When my eyes see only the chards

Of light boring into my darker room

And my tongue tastes only wet and hot

But the flavors of life have been lost,

I will say my evening prayers 

and my grateful ones at dawn, 

and….. 

Be still a child.
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