                                 OLE RED
                
                                 The old man frowned,
                                 From the old rocking chair.
                                 Thinking back through the warmth,
                                 Of a yellowish glare.
                                 From the crackling fire,
                                 As he picked and he poked.
                                 While outside his chimney, 
                                 Came swirls of white smoke.
                                 And he thought to himself,
[bookmark: _Int_yCaY6A9d]                                 It just doesn’t seem fair.
                                 I’ve lived too long,
[bookmark: _Int_PXVvCKmG]                                 To my eighty-eight year.
                                 My loved ones are gone,
[bookmark: _Int_3i854YS1]                                 But I’m not all alone.
                                 Ole Red sleeps beside me,
                                 By the hearth where its warm.
                                 I worry of him,
                                 And who shall go first.
                                 I suppose it don’t matter,
                                 Cause either is worse.
[bookmark: _Int_KlegAYky]                                 He’s sleeping now soundly,
                                 While whimpering in dream.
                               Perhaps chasing a rabbit,
                               Up a grassy ravine.
                               Still red in his color,
                               Paws dipped in white paint.
                               But his nose has turned grayish,
                               And he limps in his gait.
                               The dog must have known,
                               That thoughts were of him.
                               Cause he opened his eyes,
                               And he lifted his chin.
                               And he pushed himself up,
                               To wake his old bones.
                               Then shook himself off,
[bookmark: _Int_QWKnSOfz]                               In spite of some moans.
                               He inched his way over,
                               Beside the old man.
                               Sat on his haunches,
                               And pawed at his hand.
                               The old man thought,
                               What a sweet irony.
                               And a kind loving God,
                               That had brought him to me.
                               And he smiled at ole red,
                               At the feel of his touch.
                               Which brought on the love,
                               That was needed so much.
                               At a moment in time,
                               While feeling distressed.
                               Ole Red had come through, 
                               His mind now at rest.

                               
                               Robert Valonis
                                6/4/25


                               
                   
                               



                                
                               



                                 

                               
                               




                              


                              

                               
                      


                                 



                                 
                       
