                               Reflection  

Across the fields, I ran and leaped over the tall green grass,
And shouted to the older adults that they were not as fast.
A wave from them beckoned me to go on ahead,
And that simple hand gesture provoked me to go much faster instead.
As I ran, I thought of my youth and agility,
And how old they must be.
Surely, it will be many years before I’m that old,
Because I have so many, many years left to go.
From afar, the finished line was in sight,
And I ran, and ran with all my might.
At a fast and steady pace, I was able to survive,
Even as the level ground began to rise.
While getting close to the finish line,
I pondered when will I be in my prime.
Now with one foot above the finish line,
I thought of the older adults one last time.
And although on this day, I won that race,
   I realized as my years pass, I to will move at their pace.

