On Second Thought . . .     By Michael Metzler

When I think of summer, I think of children and the freedom they have to explore their world outside the confines of four walls.  As a father, I’m often mesmerized by how natural their observations and learning come, and I’m pleased at how this childlike perspective can sometimes rub off on us adults.  Too often we forget about how naturally new understanding can come to us, and it’s good to have the kids around to remind us.

Such an experience occurred for me a few years back.  My son, Luke, and I were watching something that seemed everyday and ordinary.  Typically, I would not have batted an eye, but my child found it to be special and, eventually, I did too.  So, I wrote a poem about it, and here it is.  I hope you enjoy it and find similar childlike moments this summer.

Pleasurable Pursuits

I took my son to see the men

re-paving the parking lot.

Big men and big machines.

We sat for nearly an hour

as the steamroller rolled to our

side and then back again to the

side by the field where

the big kids practice football.

We watched them all,

the dump trucks and bulldozers,

or “bull-ba-doze” to his two-year-old lips.

Each with a purpose.

Some for a paycheck, I suppose,

to make ends meet.

But then the very large man

who had found a spot of shade,

waiting to grade

the next row of boiling blacktop,

descended slowly from the top

of his powerful machinery.

As if to case the scorched scenery,

he squatted his formidable frame to my son’s height.

We could see his mirage image 

through waves of black desert heat.

Such a treat

to see this man sweat,

and with his hard, firebrick fingers pick tiny

hot rocks from the asphalt surface,

where only he would notice

the bumps banished,

the rain drained well,

the job well done.

Here my son

would find pleasure in a paved parking lot,

and I solace that even the mighty among us,

though rarely required, can pursue perfection.    

