Senectitude
The morning’s fire has tempered into gold,
And twilight lingers softly in the air;
The eager hand once swift is now grown slow,
Yet steadier in the truths it deigns to bear.
Senectitude is not a theft of flame,
But rather change of ember into glow;
A gentler pulse that will not play the same,
Yet hums with secrets only years bestow.
Though loss attends the edges of the day,
And memory dims the outlines once so clear,
The heart still answers, in its quiet way,
To every bird-song drifting to the ear.
So let the fading not be called decline,
But ripening fruit upon the patient vine.
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