Transience, Mortality, and Grief Lyrics and Added Poems

TIME IN A BOTTLE 

Jim Croce

If I could save time in a bottle 

The first thing that I'd like to do 

Is to save every day til eternity passes away 

Just to spend them with you. 

If I could make days last forever 

If words could make wishes come true 

I'd save everyday like a treasure and then 

Again I would spend them with you. 

But there never seems to be enough time 

To do the things you wanna do once you find them 

I've looked around enough to know 

You're the one I wanna go through time with. 

If I had a box just for wishes 

And dreams that had never come true 

The box would be empty except for the 

Memory of how they were answered by you. 

But there never seems to be enough time 

To do the things you wanna do once you find them 

I've looked around enough to know 

You're the one I wanna go through time with.

"River of Tears"

Doyle Lawson and Quicksilver 

Winding Through Life

To young and proud parents a baby is born.

They both weep softly as he's placed in her arms

While just one floor below them cries a family in grief

For a loved one crossed Jordan their maker to meet.

A handsome young man walks the aisle with his bride.

The onlookers proudly wipe tears from their eyes.

A few short years later the papers are filed.

They both cry in anger in a fight for their child.

Winding through life runs a river of tears,

Flowing deep with emotion with each passing year,

Tears of pain and joy, tears of gain and loss.

Time and again we must cross the river of tears,

Two teenaged soldiers march bravely to war

To battle for freedom on some distant shore,

One returns safely to tears of great joy

While the other's folks mourn for the loss of their boy.

Winding through life runs a river of tears,

Flowing deep with emotion with each passing year,

Tears of pain and joy, tears of gain and loss.

Time and again we must cross the river of tears.

Sooner or later we'll cross the river of tears.

“O Death” 

Traditional

O, Death

O, Death

Won't you spare me over til another year

Well what is this that I can't see

With ice cold hands takin' hold of me

Well I am death, none can excel

I'll open the door to heaven or hell

Whoa, death someone would pray

Could you wait to call me another day

The children prayed, the preacher preached

Time and mercy is out of your reach

I'll fix your feet til you cant walk

I'll lock your jaw til you cant talk

I'll close your eyes so you can't see

This very air, come and go with me

I'm death I come to take the soul

Leave the body and leave it cold

To draw up the flesh off of the frame

Dirt and worm both have a claim

O, Death

O, Death

Won't you spare me over til another year

My mother came to my bed

Placed a cold towel upon my head

My head is warm my feet are cold

Death is a-movin upon my soul

Oh, death how you're treatin' me

You've close my eyes so I can't see

Well you're hurtin' my body

You make me cold

You run my life right outta my soul

Oh death please consider my age

Please don't take me at this stage

My wealth is all at your command

If you will move your icy hand

Oh the young, the rich or poor

Hunger like me you know

No wealth, no ruin, no silver no gold

Nothing satisfies me but your soul

O, death

O, death

Wont you spare me over til another year

Wont you spare me over til another year

Wont you spare me over til another year

BEN FOLDS FIVE 

"Brick"

6 am day after Christmas

I throw some clothes on in the dark

The smell of cold

Car seat is freezing

The world is sleeping

I am numb

Up the stairs to the apartment

She is balled up on the couch

Her mom and dad went down to Charlotte

They're not home to find us out

And we drive

Now that I have found someone

I'm feeling more alone

Than I ever have before

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

Off the coast and I'm headed nowhere

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

They call her name at 7:30

I pace around the parking lot

Then I walk down to buy her flowers

And sell some gifts that I got

Can't you see

It's not me you're dying for

Now she's feeling more alone

Than she ever has before

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

Off the coast and I'm headed nowhere

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

As weeks went by

It showed that she was not fine

They told me son, it's time to tell the truth

She broke down, and I broke down

Cause I was tired of lying

Driving home to her apartment

For a moment we're alone

Yeah she's alone

I'm alone

Now I know it

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

Off the coast and I'm headed nowhere

She's a brick and I'm drowning slowly

The Lost Baby Poem

by Lucille Clifton

(b. 1936)
the time I dropped your almost body down

down to meet the waters under the city

and run one with the sewage to the sea

what did I know about waters rushing back

what did I know about drowning

or being drowned

you would have been born into winter

in the year of the disconnected gas

and no car 

we would have made the thin

walk over the Genesee Hill into the Canada wind

to watch you slip like ice into a stranger's hands

you would have fallen naked as snow into winter

if you were here I could tell you these 

and some other things

if I am ever less than a mountain

for your definite brothers and sisters

let the rivers pour over my head

let the sea take me for a spiller 

of seas    let black men call me stranger 

always for your never named sake

For information about Lucille Clifton, you may wish to visit

http://www.math.buffalo.edu/~sww/clifton/clifton.html 
Out, Out--

 Robert Frost

The buzz saw snarled and rattled in the yard,

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,

Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.

And from there those that lifted eyes could count

Five mountain ranges one behind the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled

As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

Call it a day, I wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.

His sister stood beside them in her apron

To tell them 'Supper.' At the word, the saw,

As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,

Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap--

He must have given the hand. However it was,

Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!

The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand,

Half in appeal, but half as if to keep

The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all --

Since he was old enough to know, big boy

Doing a man's work, though still a child at heart--

He saw all spoiled. "Don't let him cut my hand off--

The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sister!"

So, but the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.

And then-- the watcher at his pulse took fright.

No one believed. They listened at his heart.

Little-- Less-- Nothing!-- and that ended it.

No more to build on there. And they, since they

Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.
