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Five candles burning in a row

In the center of a room

Where students are gathered

With people they don’t know, but

Time will see the children grow,

Embracing what is new

Always coming closer together
Although unsure where the next road goes.

Then suddenly one candle expires.

Four flames now radiating the light, and

The change at hand is only so slight.
Four candles, after all, is plenty of fire.

The students continue to expand their empire.
Some take control, demonstrating their might.
Some sit and watch under cover of night, and

The situation then becomes more dire.

Two candles now have passed, and

Some students turn their heads to see,

Worrying what will become of the remaining three.

Two candles expired almost too fast, and

The three which are let were not intended to last.

Some students were pleased to see their families, but

Now saying “Good-bye” is even more uneasy.

So many emotions so quickly amassed.

A flicker and then the third candle is gone.
Suddenly the excitement is dies
As the truth is finally and widely realized

Two candles are left for all to depend on.

All that has become right will again go wrong.
The faces in which the students now confide

Will soon be darkened by the treachery of light,

Leading our souls and pleasing our eyes,

Just to make the darkness seem much more long.

But before one can cry one candle remains.
New memories combine,

A beloved record of time

That will end with a heartbreaking change

As love gives rise to pain.

The students are forced to fly

As farewells are bid with tears in eyes.

The students hope inside that contact will sustain.

So many faces have fallen in darkness.

Time builds up to seem only more hopeless

When time is up.

Five weeks, most feel, was just not enough.

