POEM BY JOHN K. PROBST
I’VE STAYED MUCH TOO LATE AT THE FAIRE

I’VE STAYED TOO LATE, SO VERY, VERY LATE, OH! I’VE STAYED MUCH TOO LATE AT THE FAIRE!

I REMEMBER A TIME WHEN THE LIGHTS WERE ABLAZE,

AND WE PLAYED AND WE PLAYED, IN THE PENNY ARCADE. 

AND WITH FRIENDS AND LOVERS ALWAYS AT MY SIDE, 

WE OBSERVED THE EXHIBITIONS, AND RODE ALL THE RIDES. 

AND WITH LAUGHTER AND FRIVOLITY OUR EVER REACTIONS, 

WE TOOK IN ALL THE FAIR MIDWAY EXHIBITY AND ATTTRACTIONS. 

ALWAYS ENDING THE DAYS BOUNTIFUL CARE FREE PLAY, WE FEASTED

ON COTTON CANDY AND DRANK PINK LEMONADE. 

BUT THOSE DAYS WERE ANOTHER PLACE, ANOTHER TIME, AND I WAS 

YOUNG, I WAS INNOCENT, AND IN MY PRIME. AND LASTING 

RELATIONSHIPS WERE NOT MY PACE. 

SO NOW I SET ON A BENCH ALONE AT THE END OF THE PIER, 

WATCHING THE SETTING SUN SLOWLY DISAPPEAR, INTO A STILL WATER
GRAVE OF THE HORIZON’S GRAY COLORED VENEER. 

CHIDING MYSELF FOR NOT BEING IN MY YOUTH, MORE HONEST, WITH 

OTHERS, AND CARELESS WITH TRUTH, AND BEING IMMATURE WITH 

REGARDS TO MY RELATIONSHIP, LONGEVITIES, I ALWAYS CAST MY LOT

IN PERSONAL RELATIONS CURT BREVITY. 

BUT THOSE, THEN WERE MY MISTAKES, MY FOOLISH DECISIONS, 

AND ONE’S FATE, (ESPECIALLY AT THIS LATE DATE) DOES NOT ALLOW

ONE TO MAKE, IN REALIZING ONE’S MISTAKES, NEW REVISIONS. 

SO AM LEFT AT MY BENCH TO VIEW PROGRAMS OF THE DAY, BLOWN IN            THE WIND, AND DISCARDED, AND REMEMBERED SCENES OF A MIDWAY, 

WHERE FRIENDS, LOVERS, AND I DAILY MET AND DEPARTED. 

(THOSE MEMORIES ARE FAR BETTER, THAN TO RETURN TO MY ONE BULB LIGHT ROOM, ALONE IN MY DESOLANCE, ALONE IN MY LONELINESS…..ALONE…..ALONE…..ENTOMED!)

YES, REALIZING, AT THIS TIME AND AT THIS DATE, I’VE STAYED SO LATE,

SO VERY, VERY LATE, (WITH ONLY MEMORIES OF BETTER TIME TO      BEAR, BUT WITH NO ONE TO SHARE.)

YES I’VE STAYED VERY LATE! YES I’VE STAYED OH SO LATE! 

YES, I’VE STAYED MUCH TOO LATE AT THE FAIRE!
JKPROBST
