Latecoming

The winds of time that sweep before me

Hurling us helpless in their wake

Spinning in spirals faster and faster

Latecoming

Leaves and twigs I think they knew me

Dizzily dancing out of control

Now they are scattered far before me

Latecoming

Much too much goes by, and much too fast

See your memories fly, how will they last?

Much too much goes by, and much too fast

See your memories fly, how will they last?

And now the world that lay before me

Is shattered and broken and torn

How will I find it now that it's left me?

Latecoming

Heff Munson, August 1971

