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here is the test of a grown man’s worth in the stadium where the pendulum 

      
  a  to the chest makes hair on the neck give an ovation. 

       The crowd like an ocean, pores like sand on skin’s shore   

  salt water raining from each one. And while the feet anchor, the arms s a I l 

and 

I m p a C t. 
  Waves roaring, the defeated falling  

      head clashing with the surface. 
           Red syrup leaves his lips 

             and all this time he 

               was thinking of his 

                father   

        where the pendulum   
lies. 


