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* * *

I look out the front window to see him sitting there, one arm out straight, the 
other hanging loosely  at his side. He looks tired and worn, unkempt, and a bit 
sloppy with buttons missing, and I feel sad. His eyes, once bright and clear, are now 
sagging and unfocused. His smile is no longer the welcoming presence it used to be 
with teeth that have lost their sheen and gaps where some are missing.

He used to be a rotund fellow, a jolly old soul, with a fat belly, but the excess is 
now gone, and the mirth a pale ghost of what it used to be.

It seems like such a short time ago he was young and proud, standing straight 
and tall, ready to face anything. The hat and scarf, his unique trademarks, once 
elegantly placed on this head and neck, are now tilted, loose, and sagging, looking 
like they will fall off at any moment. 

The children loved playing with him, and I almost sensed he enjoyed them, and 
loved taking part in their activities. Now, he stands alone, slightly hunched, 
appearing as though he was wishing they would return. But they are gone now, lost 
in new activities and the calls of life.

I feel sorry for him, nearing the end of his life. I wish he could have a more 
dignified end, but I know that is not to be. It is not in his nature, no matter how 
much I want it, and there is nothing I can do to help him.

As I stand watching, my son comes to my side and, noticing my forlorn look, 



wraps his arms around me.

“Don't worry, Dad,” he says, “We can build another snowman next year.”


