
Gift of Time 
By Glenn Currier 
 
I sink into this sweet moment 
not of lightning and hail  
but soft unveiled convection warmth 
of the south 
in early afternoon 
of winter. 
I find my center 
here in time  
more precious than rubies or sparkling of diamonds 
what a crime 
presumption 
I will persist 
in it 
this gift 
this present 
time. 
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