Body In Time

Marking moments in infinity

These days of celebration we devise.

As if to stop the march to serenity

We keep the meaningless score of our demise.

What of this body?

Is it anything more than mere dust?

Housing a soul of light near godly

Hidden within this concoction of lust.

Another year gone by, it’s but a moment

In an otherwise ceaseless space,

Our precious molecules formed for torment

As another wrinkle appears upon my aging face.
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