




ACIE’S TIME





By Stephanie L. Jenkins

Funny, how easy it can be to take advantage of people who are in your life.
 Everyday the hours mull together, never once thinking twice
 of expiration of time only the continuation of another day.
 I have a love that surpasses all that have touch my heart. 
His voice seems to ring truth and understanding in times of despair.
 In addition, his voice rings anger in times of misjudgments. 
Nevertheless, walking away for revenge was not an option.
 Love is simply too precious to lose. I saw him as my strength, as my muse.
I can remember the rides we would take sometimes in silence
 yet the stillness held a volume of conversations, providing an opportunity to just chill. The dinners we shared, the understanding that was there
 all provided me with the pattern of the husband; I want a man to be. 
There are times when I see myself as a great disappointment and I cry out in shame, never once did I point the finger, or title him the blame. 
There are times I wish things could change, but instead they remain constantly the same. 
Funny, how easy it can be to take advantage of the people you always see. 
words taken for granted come to mind. As I think about the past and think about the time. Time wasted, time no longer spent, time for regret, time that simply stands still.
A laugh that is silent. A smile faded. A simple hello; gone. I just cannot remember
 I do not know where to start. How do you bring back something so precious
 something forever lost? 
It was a cold December morning around two A.M. when my world fell apart
 never to be the same again. I received the call, through a sleep-ridden mind 
that my friend, my father, my life had died. Never could I think of such a terrible thing
a thing that could tear up my world and kill all my dreams. 
In a moment of time all stood still. My father, my friend, my life had been stilled. 
I blamed God, only for a second, but it shook my faith, 
tainted my thoughts, and blinded my present state.
God knew I needed him I loved him with all my heart. 
How could he take my father? How could he change my life, my thoughts? 
There is no way I could win this awful fight. 
 Funny how easy it can be to take advantage of the people you have in your life. 
Thank God, I always remembered to say I love you and good night. 

(In memory of my father,  Acie R. Jenkins Jr.)

