
ODE TO THE SIXTIES 
 

I reached my sixties without knowing it, 
at that tender, serene age 
when haste no longer exists. 
At times there are tears, at others laughter, 
but sooner or later, 
and always unhurried, 
my soul will begin its journey 
losing itself in the breeze. 
It will fly slowly through the indigo, 
but always without haste. 
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