Year After Year

By John T. Wurzer

A kerosene lantern hangs on the porch wall

The tree frogs are talking, they answer and call

The ghost of my grandfather sings down the hall

I can almost smell him smoking his pipe

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.
The laughter of children, running and playing

They talk about leaving but they’re dreaming of staying

The ghost of my grandmother bringing a tray in

Orange lemonade and some ice

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.

The stone wall and fence posts, they bend towards the drink

Cicadas buzz so loud, it gets hard to think

The ghost of my father into a hammock does sink

With his pretzels, newspaper and beer

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.

Esther and John, Thomas and Kirk

The ghosts of the river that made it all work

The fireplace, the flagpole, and a thin tattered shirt

Make me stop, smile, and fight back a tear.

Year after year after year.

