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           Mrs. Edelman
Memories

Time flows on much like a steady stream of water

Aging and eroding stone through a length of time as memory passes by

Washing away memories little by little, though the essence of the day does not falter.

The days between become longer and longer and time does shy.

A memory written lasts long, but the ink fades with time

The paper rips and frays

The silver ages dull and tarnished, the true memories remain waiting to shine

But the one searching for the precious documents will be full of praise.

The next generation will find them to be of utmost honor

They’ll find them a roadmap to the future

Stop and think about the past and to ponder

To enrich and prove the susceptibility of their culture

           Water rushes, the world is at peace, memories preserved and learned

           The rain falls purifying those who want to be the next, to have memories kept. 

