A Moment of Peace

-- by J. Scott Hardin

My children just ran off,

Mixing into a blur of grass and trees.

My daughter’s hair shone waves of amber.

My son lept to the highest rock.

They keep this park of caves,

Little children’s caves, a secret.

They touch my life and fly to their own.

They return to touch me and again to fly,

Two lights, bright up close,

Starlike flickerings in the distance.

Scanning the horizon,

I turned to the sun,

Now blanketed beneath its earthy edge.

Lines crafted in a thousand golds and oranges

Reached into the aqua sky 

Like a ladder into heavens.

I feel I see all the colors

A man possibly could.

Somehow, from the jaws of time,

I have stolen a moment of peace.

