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2 Peter says a thousand years
are like a day for you, a finger snap.
It’s beginning to feel like that to me, too.

Here I am, God, a catch in my throat,
beholding them pass:

thousand-year-days of work and wonder,
reward and frustration, responsibility and care,
a life aimed at something, nest-building,
career-building, purpose and plans,

the person I became.

Now what?

Now that that part’s done?
What will I care for now?
What do I want?

How will I know?

What will I relinquish?
What will I shoulder?
Who will I become? :
In what new ways will  matter?
Inwhat newways wﬂl st

What I shouldn’t be doing.

How much I should have stashed away.

They all say different things.

I take it all in. i
Sometimes it feels light and liberating, 25
so many possibilities! L5
Sometimes my heart pounds in the wee hours, %
scared to death. -=r i < “ ;}ﬁi}p

P A S P
I know only this for sure ;'32'5
(please let it be enough, a
whatever this stage of lif
you can be found in it.
I came this far by falth.
You brought me. g '

Your hand led me.
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