   A Quiet Warmth
The sun settles gently on
My shoulders,
There’s a little chill in the 
Breeze-
Just enough to make me
Pull the blanket closer, 
The world around me
Hums in its own language:
Birds singing songs, 
Leaves whispering secrets
As they sway
I open my book
And for once,  
There is no hurry-
No clock ticking in the back
Of my mind,
No storm circling at the edge of
“My thoughts”
Just pages, sunlight
And breath
Here, in the sliver of afternoon,
Peace arrives with no fanfare
But like a friend slipping
Quietly into the seat beside me
And I let myself belong to the moment
