The Slow Man

By: Everett Beck

His movement, slow and fluid,
His every step equally small as the last,

His eyes never leaving his feet,

But still he seemed to know exactly what lie ahead.

His pace, excruciatingly slow,

But he moved ever forward.

Never discouraged at how far he must travel,

Or how many people passed him by.

Each of his steps no longer then half the size of his foot,

He slowly lifted his foot and placed it precisely beside his other foot,

He slowly rolled his shoe form his heal to his toe,

Almost like a musician in a marching band.
As I watched him I wondered to myself,

Where did he come from?

Where was he going?

Why was he walking so slowly?

As he finally approached the door

He paused, and looked up,

He stared straight ahead,

Out the glass door that I looked in at him through.

I wondered had he reached his destination?

Would he start to move more quickly?

But no, he found the door knob, 

And he pushed the door open,

As he walked by me,

I noticed the base like straps emerging from his shoes.

But what could be so severe that he would have to move so slowly,

What could have happened to his ankles?

As he continued on I saw his destination,

He moved ever closer to the solitary bike in the rack,

I wondered, was he a profecional biker and preserving his ankles,
How someone could be injured to such an extent ride a bicycle?

He unlocked his Bike and mounted it,

As he pushed off and put his feet on the peddles,

I noticed his ankles moved more freely now,

Almost as if an evil spell had been broken.

As he rode off into the distance,

I drew a final conclusion,

He had lost his feet and was using artificial ankles,

Maybe there is a lesson we can all learn from the slow man, maybe not.
