
The Sands Of Time 
 

The sands of time are running through 
The clock hands spin so fast. 

The months they pass like they have flew. 
How long is my future?  I can only see my past. 

 
It’s true the only guarantee in life is death. 

We are born to know that we will die. 
At some point we will take our final breath. 

Did we live a life of truth or lie? 
 

The dash that sits between the dates 
On our headstone is our clue. 

Our death is in the hands of fate 
Did we spend that time living true? 

 
The dash separates our beginning and end 

What does yours say for you? 
A life of purpose and laughter would you have penned, 

What memories did you accrue? 
 

Your time is not yet ended. 
There is more for you to do. 

Maybe bridges that can be mended 
Or regrets that you can review. 

 
The future you still hold in your hand 

The choices are yours to make. 
What else good have you got planned? 

What path will the rest of your future take? 
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