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Memory

I remember when I was young
Bright-eyed and full of energy 
I went to a place to get my hair cut with my mother 
Unnaturally bright walls, bizarre colors
Inside, I met a man
I remember not what he looked like
Just that he was there 
In his hands, a video game
Super Mario
He let me play it
Pressing buttons, the character moves through the cute little world 
Green grass, bushes, white clouds, small enemies singing to the music 
Mario leaps into the air and crashes directly into an enemy 
I died, but that was okay
I was four 
And it was fun
To just run around in the world

Now I am older
And a different person
Shaped by the decade since 
I still play video games 
And sometimes, when I play, I think upon that day 
Now I’m not even sure if it was real at all
Was there really a man there?
Did I imagine him in my head?
Where is he now?
Does he have a wife? Children?
A nice house in the countryside somewhere? 

I remember falling down a set of stairs when I was young
Blue marble flying by as I tumbled down
In great danger, yet unafraid 
I hit my head on the bottom 
I remember feeling nothing as skull collided with hard floor
And now I once again question my memory 
Was it real? 
Where were the stairs?  
In a house?
Where was the house?
Did I live there?
Does someone else live there now?
Is it the man?



Do his children fall down the stairs? 

I will never know
Because no one remembers but me
And now the man with his game is gone 
And the blue stairs are somewhere else 
And one day even my memory will fade 
And they will disappear and become something else 
And that something else will become atoms 
Floating through space for the rest of time 
 


