The faces and the names

Those will always change

The looks and the styles

Those will all do the same

Friends and friendships

Those will come and go

The same id for everything else

Like love and hate

It seems as if life is

Bitter and cold

Cold and empty

All of those songs

And those great movies

Will become memories

That will soon be forgotten

And the people and the places

The ones you want to remember, at least

They too will soon fade away

Into the misty void of nonexistence

It seems that life is

A skeleton

For such things are hard to find

This life is a skeleton

But rather than being empty

There is simply so much missing

