The Road Ahead         
The Road behind is littered with the memories of my parents
Who live now only sometimes in my head

When they were young the world was old but not so much in danger

The road is littered with the things they said

My father playing poker to put himself through school

His parents did not have the means to pay

And when he graduated he never gambled any more

I think about my parents every day 
I think about my parents every day
The Road I’m on is littered with the scent of blind ambition

All our dreams and all I want for you

I know I do my best but I could sometimes do much better

I sometimes lack the will to see it through

I write these words to understand the reason why I’m living

I write to justify my place in time

You may not share my point of view or what I hope I’m giving

But I pray you’ll see my present state of mind 
I pray you’ll see my present state of mind
The Road ahead is littered with the hopes and dreams of others

The things we leave behind and pass on down

The friends we help when times are hard 

and all is dark and thunder

But somehow it’s the cruelty that comes round

And when I’m just a memory to all who knew me well

When all is said there’s nothing left to say

If only for one moment when the stars are burning brightly
I hope my children think of me one day 
I hope my children think of me one day 

