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STARDUST AND SPACE

Life’s too fast for me it seems,

hopes get lost and so do dreams.

Still, I try to play all of the games 

while life burns out in bluish flames.

The future is always an instant away,

while the past is gone no matter what I say.

It passes at speeds that are truly grotesque

leaving little chance to understand or protest.

But the lines that form from father to son

are the streams and rivers of life that run

through us all, no matter our place.

We’re all related through stardust and space.

So pass to yours the things that bond.

Try to give living a meaning beyond

the day-to-day struggle of sentient life 

that leads to pain, frustration and strife.

Build instead a spiritual being 

that gives your children a chance of seeing

that life is more than the things that we are,

it’s deeper and finer and more precious by far.
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