Thecosmicdiscourse
Growsand grows
Likerippling water
Inabrook it flows.

It goesfrom God
Towhenceman came
Thentothestars
Thento God again.

It goesfromfamine
Tothejoy of birth

But who stopsto consider
What itisworth.

Thetimewe spend

Talking of what we know
Could be better spent
Doing something about woe.

We should use our minds
Tother greatest worth
Not homefor nonsense
Nor for gossip aberth.

Wehavehardly any time
Tofigurethingsout

Yet what we do most
Isydll and shout.

We spend out time
Learningfacts
Sowheninargument
Wehavegreat tact.

But thisisnot how

It wasplaned to be

Just ask yoursdlf

| sthishow man should be?

oo

Argument



Shouldthey pallute
Andravagethisplace

Should they spread war and grief
Over theplanetsface.

Theanswer iswritten

For all who can see
Inthejunglesand desserts
Andtheendlesssea

For that man with atail

That camedown fromthetree
Wasmeanttolive

With naturein harmony.

But does man reach out
Andgraspfor thestars
No hecontentshimsel f
Withpainandwar.

If man looked around
He dfind hehastime
Tostopal thesickness
War and crime.

Wecan stop all thepain
Thegrief and thehurt

If we' djust stop arguing
Andall just get towork.

“Beak”



