BARTO  ON  TIME  

Yesterday was a week ago tomorrow

And too soon tomorrow is history.

Where has all of this year gone?

Now, whole seasons get away from me.

But, to a child who is impatient

For promises you've not met  

"D'rectly" seems to take forever 

"Bye 'n bye" you might as well forget. 

Time, they say, is a curious thing

A corner of forever, folded up and torn

On it, they say our fate is written

From the moment that we're born.

But time's not sand in an hourglass

Nor the pages in a book

All those days behind us were

Marked by the toll they took.

The future has not happened yet

And it very well may not

At least the way we think it will

From the projections that we've got.

Not knowing time, we grossly err

Perceptions flawed fatally somehow

While we hurtle through eternity 

On a wave I call "The Plane of Now."

You never have enough of time 

So what you do, you must do quick

'Cause time is thin on the Plane of Now

Not a nanosecond thick.

Magnitude and proximity

Are the only tools you own

The shadows that you cast today

Are not persistent when you're gone.

Waste not the gift of time you’re given,  

‘Til you hear the breakers roar

You can’t undo what you have done

When the wave breaks on the shore.

So, you be sure to leave some mark

To show you have been here

Or your life will count for nothing 

With no weeping o'er your bier.
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