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The cheers of victory,

Once so lauded, 

Fade with time, 

Like the brilliance of the gold.

Trophies once hoped for,

Longed for, begged for, 

Hang on the wall as bastions of hope, 

Of talent, 

Of skill. 

And we forget, 

Until that time,

When all hope is lost,

Our dreams are crushed,

Our life seems a failure. 

Then we look back,

And notice the shine,

Of success untold,

Of the work of our life, 

And then we remember. 

