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Words & Music by Georgia Lockwood 
 

When I am old, when I am old,  
Then I will remember for a while, 
All the treasures I have saved. 
 
When there is time 
I will recall the pain too fierce, the Joy too bright,  
the loss too sharp to see without the veil of time. 
The funeral fire and the unlatched gate 
and the mocking bird, too late, too late. 
 
When I am old and life nearly done, 
Then all the treasures I have saved,  
by the unlatched gate, and the mocking bird, 
too late, too late, 
I will remember for a while. 

 
 
For a While was written when the composer was pursuing graduate study in music history and 
composition at Western Washington University.   “The last line of words popped into my head 
first, along with the melody.  When the melody continued to haunt me, I decided it was a keeper, 
and wrote the rest of the music.  I don't remember being in a particularly melancholy frame of 
mind, but this insistent fragment that wouldn't leave me alone is typical of the birth of several of 
my songs.  The only way to exorcise them is to put something more complete on paper."   
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