I REMEMBER
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I remember Hershey’s Chocolate Syrup.
I remember being one of five in my family growing up.
I remember not having much.
I remember my mother buying one pint of vanilla ice cream.
I remember my mother cutting that pint into five thin slices.
I remember my dad passing me a bottle of Hershey’s Chocolate Syrup.
I remember squeezing the syrup over my slice.
I remember how good it tasted.
I remember it was such a special treat.
I remember yesterday, over seventy years later, scooping vanilla ice cream out of a half-gallon container.  
I remember squeezing the chocolate syrup over my ice cream.
I remember my family sitting around our small kitchen table.
I remember the feeling of contentment that came over me.
I remember the love.


