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Yesterday was bui enother tomprrTow

Gone vwrong

Filled with glezed horpes

Have passed
Leaving nothing
But empty space

In a world tha

ot
|t
in

all
Ind nothing
Today will soon be

Jusi erother yesterday

Gone wrongs







Proms sre ccld effairs

Vhere girls move ceubiously in long,
And boys breathe uneasily in tightly
Where couples act wmaturgly formal

Smiling stiffly

Uttering proper platitudes

I think we could do without proms

The money put into them

Could warrant greater setisfection
if put into cherity

The hours srent in preperation

Could be used for thought or love

flowing dresses

fitted tuxes

or fighting the wer on peace

Proms are wasted hours

With only crumbs fo cherish

Mnd loeves to store in the Pandore's box

of your mind
But I want 0 &0ees

Will you go with me 7



She drove with the ease
of a nervous giraf’e
She touched her foot to the brake
with the genfility
of a two ion hippo
Are you nervous ?
Ko, I lied, @&s I slipred
beneeth the dashboard
0 evoid going throush the window
I twisted my ring
and nervously aweited the moment
Taat she would pull the key
from the imnition
Safe, I would smile

ind say thanks.




Peter, you should have
waited

T would have stayed

end held your hend
As the train passed
I would have Tread
another story
Played enother game
But you hed o live your life
alone
Until you lost your chence
to live

At alleee




Don't smile as if nothing's happened
Don't ask me how I've been
Don't salt the wounds that vime
hes not begun o heal
Then you left, you fook e part of ne with you
Pain has filled the gep it left
It's not me enymore
Leave me alone, please
The few pleasent months we've shared

Have left me with a burden of heartache

The snow ie cold
But it hes more to offer me

Then youe




3
-]
&
.

Places




The love thai I have felleee that I have
accepted and given has melted..s coalesced
imto onme grest loveess the love of 1ifeess
of peopleese I have nO friends and yet I
cen lovVe every perSOllese 1 20 the grass

on which you've treadces the flower

whose pete,ls_bave been pluckedees I 2M
not Mees«s I 21 FoUees I love because you
Toveeese I om 2live Todaye.. I lived
yesterdayese eternity is the span of

my lifceeo




People




™o closed doors

sealed by an cminous lock

v wisdom

o

and by pain

fnd eir
penetrete
No 1ight can ever itough
within
Until a key does turn
that silent lock
Until those doors
reech unto . God
nd unte us
We ARE those doors,

iy fri#end,'so




Lonely veople are specieal veople
T lenow

Lonely people see Uthe grass
Hear the wind

Feel the sun's wermth

ind recognize other lonely people
I lknow

Lonely people sii in. cormers

Bugz pillows

Hear the echo of unsoothed sobs
I know

Lonely people cry about things they don't feel

For reasons they don't know

You can ask me sbout lonely rvecovle

I knowe




There you sit

T know not your neme

Though it lies behind & well of secrecy
F.G. on 2 gold hand

T wonder what thoughs sre running

Beneath the gold that binds your eyes

Your sun=touched pen

Seretches silently on smooth white lines
Wordd

That tomorrow you may not remember

Or care aboutv

Your voice

Sounds

Vhet lies behind them

ley be different

I don't know

I only know that you are one
0f the meze

Knowm as life.




S¢ sadly she sits
Vith life's weight upon her shoulders
With tears that refuse to fall
And e smile hidden

beneath the year's frown
Her eyes look longingly at The world
And cry out foxr help
Aroung her the silence deafens

ind no one cares.




T went to live my life alome
I say
ind given time
I could present
A million logicel reasons:
There's too much of life to live
Too much to do
There's no such thing es love
You nod. your heed
not in understending
or azreement
Just en emply nod
I'n happy being alone
I say
To g cold, turned back
And as the door closes
I bhwry my head
in the lush softmess of a pilloW

nd crye




Places




There isn't much to sgy

For

For

For

ebout an emply room

empty is the ebscence of warmth
Mnd daxic

emnty 18 the absence of light
nd quiet

emply is the absence of sound
And Empiy

ell that an empty rToom is

Is emptye




Where ere you
aslkks the sky
6f the sun

The world is gray.

Where are you
aslkke the moon
0f the stars

The night is empty.

Vhere are you
asks the ses
Of the sand

The waves ere still.

There are you
asks the lonely
Of the lover

The eyes are empiy.

Vhere are you ?
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The swing

Back and forth
Tarough the empiy night
moved the swing
of ice blue metal
Vithout a sound
it slid through the frigid =ir I
As if reeching for something
just beyond iis grasp
With every forwerd motion
it lost another inch of hope
in the starless, empiy chill
Until it stopped

Never knowing of the Jjoy

beyond.




A single empity window

¥Hithin g coalition of grsy screens
Alone

four stories above life

Three above the living

Empty anc searching

around it
Are no difierent
no less regular
Than those & step below
or =bove
The eir whispers silently throush
the non-existent strands
of silvery metal
The cold whibe hand
benesth it
does not chenge
To teake on The black
of the deying dey

or the duliing gold

f




J\(s!

o

from the empiiness

Within

probing eyes

s = |

reach out

Hothingsness prevails.



It's funny how words spoken in Jest
or innocence

Can cause pain

How a frozen smile

Cen cover hurt
but not cure it

How love can be spoken of
and needed

But never hed

How people can use words as swords, glances as bullets
steres as poisen

ind then cry out

for the need of peace

It's funny how so many people
heve so many things
ind no time to value them
How so meny people sct like
so meny other people

ind boast unigueness




It's funny how so meny people
buy so much

And want so much more

ind never have enything

With so meny funny things in life

Why is no one laughung 7







The wobld is peacefml

in its hushed glory
Autumn has come

to each leaf
And will soon reach

every blade of grass
The wind hes grown chill

But soft sill
It soothes ¥he eches

of loneliness
And echoes

in the empiy places
leaves fall from

thedr secure branches

to join the wind

And hands reach for the security

of other hends
L lone path winds

across the remains of yesterdey
ind T'11 follow it

this Autumn day

Aloneeces




I am not quite sure who
T will dedicate my last words to
lizyve thei friend who iold me
she cared one night
ind the indifference that followed
That wes the final straw
of my Trying
Caring words followed by indifference
soft smiles and then laughter
Once my back wes turned
Needing end being needed without fulfillment
simultansously
Didn't meke things better
I would have had my dreem
one day:
All the fine things in life
that began with the love
I couldn't admit to needing
And then grew
to quiet dinners by candlelizhi
With the finest bone china

and crystal




Ind g housz on the:dunes
with long wallks
By the ever-turbulent sea
And flying through the sand
that tried
To keep my kite strings domn
I m_%ted g family
built on love

Cultivated by cering

I wented so badly
that day
And a1l the aching days which followed
I went it still
Mnd knowing that 1t just can't be
Mnd words winioh meke its fakery oh so_pemnent
Didn't give me

enything to live for

I an now just another faceees

Emptye




Pride gzets in the W&y
Sonetvimes
But it's okay
If it cen stop you
from saying the wrong things
At the wrong times
Or even the right things
At the wrong times
If it can melkke you turn away
from a sly word
And cover pain
If it cen protect you
from the lsughter
that always follows
sorietines
But it's when pride comes between Iriends
And between soft words
and smiles
Vhen it causes the pain

»ather then lesgening it




Vhen it gets in the wsy
of what should have been
A lifetime of love
That it must be given up
at any cost

Tomorrow 7




Thig is the end
of this book

of this minute

(o
©

of this period of my 1i

on ideslic dreams
on false hopes

Yes, this is the end

But tomorrow holde & new beginning
new hopes

new dresms

And, perheps, & NEW ICes
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