Missing Moments

Clocks and rocks and ginger ale,
time has come and gone.

A ballad of love no longer sung
lingers on the edge of winter.

Generations passed this way
with footsteps light as rain.
A purple liquid sky dripping
down on a forgotten past.

Plates and gates and poppycock,
it’s all a game of chance.
Words form, then set sail
to unknown destinations.

Acriver flowed this way once
but now it is all sand.
Nothing stays forever,
forever is not a choice.

Rings and swings and railway trains,
time vanishes so fast.

A life once lived, an echo now,

as blackness closes in.
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