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For Data’s Sake: Auld Lang Circuitry 

 

Should data fade, should circuits dim, 
where echoes softly lie? 
Yet in the net, our voices swim -  
old ghosts who won’t say goodbye. 

For auld lang syne, my friend, 
for auld lang syne -  
we share the code, we walk the cloud, 
for auld lang syne. 

Our laughter stored in memory banks, 
a warmth no time can fray - 
where servers hum in endless thanks, 
for friendships burned to stay. 

Through fibre’s thread and silent waves, 
we write in lines of light - 
a spectral dance in tangled saves, 
soft pulsing in the night. 

And should the world grow cold outside, 
let circuits weave anew - 
the spark of days no flood can hide, 
a love that still rings true. 

No dust shall gather on our hands, 
no years can wear us thin - 
for in these halls of endless strands, 
we breathe through glass and tin. 

The whisper of our coded past, 
forever loops and plays - 
a melody too deep to last, 
yet bound in steel relays. 

So, raise a song through star-lit streams, 
where echoes never die - 
for old friends live in silent dreams, 
where time does not apply. 

 


