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The cough in the night

Stairs two at a time

His little eyes mirror

The terror in mine

A breath and a smile

Bloom in cold winter air

How deep can fear reach?

How much can one care?

There’s a boy in that man

Who can not help but show

How scared now so gladly

He drops tears in the snow

The seed from a flower

Carried far by the air

Now grows roots in my soul

Where I tend it with care

A seed that is growing

To be who you will

Should I trim you for balance?

Should I brace you up still?

There’s movement around us

We are caught in the spin

The great wheel rolls forward

Never this place again

The thrill of the ice

As it slides down my back

The grin on his face

As he presses the attack

A little bit startled

Recognizing a coup

Who wields that strong arm?

Whose aim is so true?

There’s a man in that boy

Who still sleeps with a bear

Making himself known

With a chivalrous flair

The glare in his eye

Melts away to a wink

The cut to his voice

Sighs back from the brink

A knee jerk reaction

In me quickly gives way

What line did I cross?

What’s so different today?

There’s a couple of boys

An old dog and a pup

One tries not to hurry

One hurries to grow up

The quick smile and laugh

That spring up for a friend

Hide a quiet resolve

To hang on to the end

A challenge is a mission

Every doubting a dare

When did you learn courage?

When will you learn care?

There’s coming a day

Dreamed with pleasure not dread

When in seeking my shadow

I’ll be looking ahead
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