Of Solstice and Olden Times
By C.L. Nemeth

The old man sits and watches the young ones cavort and shout.
It is that time when days het no shorter, and the promise of renewal is with them.
He pulls his skins tighter around as he sits near the blazing fire.
His woman brings him sustenance and he gnaws at the haunch and contemplates.
This thing occurs over and over,
So it must be of some importance,
He has no God, but feels a rhythm within he cannot explain
He concludes it must be part of this ending of the shorter days, and he gives it no more
Thought.
Yet, in his heart, he knows that this event should never be ignored.
So, he claps and shouts with his fellow pagans
As the celebrate that day, now for millenniums, unaware that millennia of celebrations
Are still to come.
