
time after time



[ background music: 'Time After Time' by Cyndi Lauper. ]



I saw it long ago,

in a book I read,

decades ago,

it was like listening to somewhere over the rainbow,

in the long ago,

when the air was moving by,

like it had just happened,

the freshness was almost a light,

all its own.



Time after Time,

I remember stories I read,

in the long ago and far away,

like they were just yesterday.



Some I remember the titles,

could I remember the author's names ?

I'll try and do so.



Time after Time.



I have read so many thousands,

they can blur a bit,

over time.



But I have found,

if I pick up a book,

even if it has been decades,

since I last read it,

I can remember some of the characters,

how they lived, and maybe died,

mostly the ending is there,

in my mind.



I smile,

and return the book to its spot,

on the shelf,

I won't be alone,

as long as I have my books to read,

in no matter what format they come,

paper, hard bound, or ereader.



I remember long ago,

lieing in my bed,

I was just a little kid,

reading a book,

as a thunderstorm loomed nearby,

my grandmother telling me,

"I need your help ! Get the lamps !"

kerosene lamps they were,

she trimmed the wick,

made sure they had kerosene in them,

the thunder boomed,

the lights flickered and went out.



She would read to me,

there in the living room,

by lamp light,

as the thunderstorm roiled by,

the adventure of Roland,

and his horn calling for help,

upon the battlefield.



or a tale of Brer Rabbit,

as he escapes from the fox,

once again.



Time after Time.



I would fall,

and she would put a band-aid,

on my skinned knee,

and tell me Brer Rabbit survived,

and so would I.



Time after Time.



I grew up,

and survived a hurricane a sea,

some decades ago.



No kerosene lamps,

but the lights flickered,

and stayed on.



Time after Time,

the ship tossed and bounced,

amongst the waves,

but we survived.



[ exit ]



Sorry, I couldn't think of an ending.



