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THE RHYTHM OF THE UNIVERSE
When it’s quiet in the morning

and sometimes late at night,

I can hear, no I can feel the pulsing of the universe.

The soft, slow, steady rhythm

of the machinery of time.

Here within, there again

the pulsing of the universe.

It’s the rhythm of the universe.

Quiet whispers almost heard

in soft prodding dreams.

A swirling current constantly,

the pulsing of the universe.

Within your heart and soul, a calming slip stream

Keeps us moving along

that pulsing of the universe.

It’s thehe rhythm of the universe.

Time courses on through starry skies;

In swirling waves of endless design.

Incessant beating, constant and true;

It’s the rhythm of living.

When you wake up in the morning,

or before you sleep at night

Can you hear it, do you feel

the pulsing of the universe?

It’s the ticking of time.

It’s the brilliance of light.

It’s here within, start to end,

the pulsing of the universe.

It’s the rhythm of the universe

WHERE’S YOUR NORTHERN STAR?
(dbs, 4/4/25)

Where do you look for guidance

when you’re feeling lost?

How will you make the distance

and what will be the cost?

Where’s your northern star? Where in the heavens?
Where’s your northern star and will you follow?

Will you follow?

Will you start your journey one step at a time?

Will your heart be faithful as you make the climb?

Where’s your northern star? Where in the heavens?
Where’s your northern star and will you follow?

Will you follow?

Will you be faithful as you go?
Will you have assurance, do you know?

Will you find your northern star

in your heart and soul and will you follow?
When you find the way will you know?

Where’s your light in darkness?

Is your vision true?

Will you seek direction or just the way you knew?

Where’s your northern star?

Do you see it in the heavens?
Where’s your northern star and will you follow?

Will you follow?

.ELIZA JANE
Perhaps you dream too much;

perhaps you have no luck.

Because your life is tough –

tougher than it oughta be.

When you reach too far and then you fall so hard,

You should be on your guard

when you reach for the stars.

Eliza Jane, you try so hard. Oo-oo, Eliza Jane.

Eliza Jane, you play your part. Oo-oo, Eliza Jane.

Perhaps you’ve no clear path;

never good at reading maps.

It all seems like a trap

and you’ve been caught before.

There is no secret code. It’s just the open road.

Perhaps you’ve missed what’s shown

and passed the open door.

There’s really no sure excuse

when you charge out on the loose.

You really should have learned, Eliza Jane.

You represent no clarity and shrug off any charity.

Could be you need to stop and think, Eliza Jane.

Perhaps your guess is wrong.

You need to sing another song.

Slow down and rethink it all;

could be a better way.

Before you start again

check the path and where it ends

Along the way make amends

and give up on the stars.

WHAT BECOMES
What becomes of dreaming when the night is o’er?

What becomes of stories that only sleeping shows?

Where will be the answers

when those questions come?

Do you dream of chaos or is your wonder won?

Where can you find solace in life’s frightful hours?

Where to turn for peace and calm

in the waking hours?

What becomes of fancy?

What becomes of dreams?
Can you hold your heaven

when the daylight streams?
Is there hope in answers? Can you hope to know?

What are wishes made of? Will the waking show?

Where go dreams in daylight?

Will you ever know?

Where do stories come from

and what does waking show?

Where will be the answers to life’s mysteries?

What becomes of wishes in the sunlight’s gleam?

WHAT’S THE MATTER, MRS. JONES
What’s the matter, Mrs. Jones?

Have you lost your summer clothes?

Do you think everybody knows?

What’s the matter, Mrs. Jones?

For every thorn has a rose

And there’s a consequence you know,

For the actions that you chose

When you lost your summer clothes.

What’s the matter, Mrs. Jones?

Do you think your sorrow shows?

Will you let your feelings go?

What’s the matter,…

What’s the matter…
What’s the matter, Mrs. Jones?

AND CARRY ON
In a moment everything changes.

Turn the pages and carry on.

Still uncertain and rearranging,

Close that door and carry on.

And carry on and carry on.

If you fall get up and move along.

And carry on and carry on.

You know change is part of it all.

People come then people go

While you don’t know which way to turn.

Times are shifting in a moment,

Pack your heartaches and carry on.

What will come will come.

What will go will go.

What’s around the bend you never know.

Seasons pass and cast

Shadows on the path.

What’s ahead only God knows.
THE BIG LOVE
What do you reach for? What do you really need?

What would you lie for? Are you planting seeds?

What can be worth the reason?

What can you truly reach?

When you have all this time,

what can your life teach?

It’s the big love that means everything.

Only the big love gives life its wings.

What do you have enough of

when things are running out?

What will you die for

when you’re done running about?

When there’s no conversation,

do you have time to burn?

What is the truth behind it

and when will you ever learn?

CHILD OF THE STARS
My sweet baby, child of the stars.

See you some day, maybe,

wherever you are

O, child of the stars.

Against all chances reach your tiny hand out to me.

No real choices, you will always fill my dreams.

In all sadness, through this wildness joy streams.

A guiding light for a single night –

a heavenly moonbeam.

Of all the mysteries through time and tide,

There you stand for a moment.

Then you’re going; now you’re gone,

back to the stars

Leaving memories, such sweet memories.

Against the current of emotions, I remember

Your hand in mine.
Like a comet racing,

leaving hearts trailing for all time.
THIS SUNSET TRAIN
I’m patiently waiting for the 6:05 train

To carry me home to you.

It’s taken the time on this journey to know 

Our future together as true.

This sunset train takes me back to you.

This sunset train to you.

On this sunset train beyond a shadow of a doubt

I need to be there with you.

I sit here knowing this time away

Has led me to the truth.

No other place I’d rather be and I’ve

Got to get home to you.

Many’s the time I’ve wandered,

But when I’m gone I think of you.

Too many nights I’ve squandered

I need this way home to you.

GOODNIGHT, LITTLE LULLABY
Goodnight, little lullaby, goodnight.

Close your eyes, sing yourself to sleep, goodnight.

Say a prayer, sweet dreams, goodnight.

Goodnight little lullaby, goodnight.

Sleep tight, little lullaby, sleep tight.

Rest your head on your pillow and sleep tight.

Dream of love, dream of light, little angel.

Goodnight, little lullaby, goodnight.

Goodnight, little lullaby, goodnight.

Close your eyes, sing yourself to sleep, goodnight.

Say a prayer, sweet dreams, goodnight.

Goodnight, little lullaby, goodnight.

THE HEARTBEAT OF TIME
It was here before we started;

It was here before the garden.

It will be here when all is said & done.

It’s the march of all here and gone.
Through the earth, moon and stars,

Through the times we’ve lost or won.

It remains the heartbeat of time,

Following along everlasting lines.
Can’t you hear the heartbeat of time?

Pulls us on from time to time,

The pulse of strong poetic rhyme.

Listen to the heartbeat of time.
It’s the sound of the beginning.

It’s the sound before all worlds.

Forever the heartbeat of time;

Is the sound and rhythm of life.
Through the earth, moon and stars,

Through the times we’ve lost or won.

It remains the heartbeat of time,

Following along everlasting lines.
