Some profound thoughts that have steered my life:
One of the most basic statements that followed me nearly every moment of my adult life:
”You can never go home again.”
Later in life that statement became more defined as I came to know it’s meaning in another way:

“We get bored with childhood and rush to grow up too fast, and then we spend the rest of our lives trying to regain our childhood.”
One of my favorite movies as seen in my twenties had a line:
“Time is the fire in which we burn.”
I took this to mean: Live each day, live every moment as if it were the last.

Robert Frost wrote a well known poem that seems a bit cliché, but it has affected me all the same:
THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I-

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference
It wasn't until my mid 30s that I learned the true definition of cynicism:

"A cynic is a man who knows the price of everything and the value of nothing"

For me, understanding this came as a revelation.

So much so, that I shared this with my father who was also awed.
After the birth of my daughter I was asked how I felt and how this is different from the birth of my son.  After a moment I summarized my thoughts as such:
“Should the need arise, for my son, I would move worlds, for my daughter, I would destroy them”

At age 37, I heard the lyrics of a song that I listened to many times in the past.

I deliberately say “heard” and “listened” as I remember my 5th grade teacher (Mrs. Usiak) repeatedly telling me:
“Ernest, there is a difference between “Listening” and “Hearing” just as there is a difference between “Looking” and “Seeing.”

I wondered for many years why she had deliberately and purposely singled me out for this seemingly obvious information.  Although I will never know exactly why, I choose to think that she in some way she favored me. As time went on and the years flew by, I have expanded upon her words:
In life, only a few people take the time to “Listen” and “Look” and of those people, even less actually “Hear” and “See.”
Having said that, I am compelled to add the words and song of Harry Chapin to my list:

Oh if a man tried
To take his time on Earth
And prove before he died
What one man's life could be worth
I wonder what would happen
to this world
And of course Harry Chapin’s famous song from 1974

CATS IN THE CRADLE

A child arrived just the other day,
He came to the world in the usual way.
But there were planes to catch, and bills to pay.
He learned to walk while I was away. 
And he was talking 'fore I knew it, and as he grew,
He'd say, "I'm gonna be like you, dad.
You know I'm gonna be like you."

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,
Little boy blue and the man in the moon.
"When you coming home, dad?" "I don't know when,
But we'll get together then.
You know we'll have a good time then."

My son turned ten just the other day.
He said, "Thanks for the ball, dad, come on let's play.
Can you teach me to throw?" I said, "Not today,
I got a lot to do." He said, "That's ok."
And he walked away, but his smile never dimmed,
Said, "I'm gonna be like him, yeah.
You know I'm gonna be like him."

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,
Little boy blue and the man in the moon. 
"When you coming home, dad?" "I don't know when,
But we'll get together then.
You know we'll have a good time then."

Well, he came from college just the other day,
So much like a man I just had to say,
"Son, I'm proud of you. Can you sit for a while?"
He shook his head, and he said with a smile,
"What I'd really like, dad, is to borrow the car keys.
See you later. Can I have them please?"

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,
Little boy blue and the man in the moon.
"When you coming home, son?" "I don't know when,
But we'll get together then, dad.
You know we'll have a good time then."

I've long since retired and my son's moved away.
I called him up just the other day.
I said, "I'd like to see you if you don't mind."
He said, "I'd love to, dad, if I could find the time.
You see, my new job's a hassle, and the kid's got the flu,
But it's sure nice talking to you, dad.
It's been sure nice talking to you."
And as I hung up the phone, it occurred to me,
He'd grown up just like me.
My boy was just like me.

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,
Little boy blue and the man in the moon.
"When you coming home, son?" "I don't know when,
But we'll get together then, dad.
You know we'll have a good time then."

