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I heard your awkward footsteps almost lost to approaching manhood,
Your infectious laugh that sounded more giggle than guffaw.

You could tell a story and though your ending missed the point if only slightly,

You were forgiven easily by your attentive audience.

People were drawn to you if only because you made them feel good,

They stayed with you because to them you defined love.

You were needed elsewhere and though we needed you too,

Our hands were too small to hold you so we let go.

Your absence is beyond our understanding on this side of Eden,

Some day on the other side you will catch us up on the rest of the story.
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