
                                                                            
“The Hourglass"
By Jason Kirk Bartley


As I sit here staring at an old hourglass,
Precious memories fill my mind. 
My handsome young reflection smiles back.                       
Flashes of my life begin to flash before my eyes.
The sand sifts slowly through the portal.
I watch it as it flies.
I remember when I was five and had stitches put in my 
thumb from a busted bottle, because I was playing dumb.
I continue to stare intently.
The years of my life slowly sift away.
Age 14 came with my first real date.
The football games I used to play,
My first car came and went,
then high school graduation, 
I looked so handsome in my cap and gown.
The time I made the National Dean’s List at Clark State 
Community College made me the talk of the town.
The sand keeps sinking into the bottom of the hourglass.
I remember turning my life over to God.
I remember graduating Ohio Christian University with a Master’s
and getting an applaud.
I remember church being such a delight.
The poems were so beautiful that I used to write.
There are many joys but pains too.
Visions flash before my eyes.
My marriage and honeymoon,
I can see so clear,
My wife so beautiful and so dear.
I remember a near-miss accident gripped me with fear.
As the sand through the portal begins to disappear.
Time is so precious.
I start to see the later years with silver in my hair,
my retirement,
how I began to age.
I was almost through with life as I turned the next page.
My wife passes away,
as I mourn at her side.
My visions become blurry.
My reflection still resides.                                                                            
A little old man with no teeth stares back at me, silver hair.
There's the nursing home I was put in ‘till death came to call.
Not much sand left, my time's running short.
I see me with a cane and my body's so frail.
Joints popping and cracking, starting to swell.
A little elderly man sits on a bench and rests for a spell, 
in front of the nursing home he loved so well.
The most terrifying vision I see,
Is a casket prepared just for me.
I drop the hourglass it shatters at my feet.
I'm not really ready to go, but I know my life's complete.
I'm in the hospital.
This vision is in my head,
a little old fellow they presume as dead.
Eternity's calling, and God is my friend. 
Angels carry me that God does send.
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