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Yesterd£zy was but another tomon~ow 

Gone vr.rong 

lintici:pated hours 

Filled wltb gls2eclhopes 

Rave passed 

Leaving nothing 

But empty space 

In a world that is all 

Jmd not.h i me: 

'rod.ay will s o on be 

Just 2.r:.other yesterdcy 

Gone wrong. 



YESTERDAY 



Proms are cold e.ffai rs 

Wher e ei=rls move c2Utiously in long, flowing dresses 

J..nd boys br eathe uneasily in tightly fitted tuxes 

Tiher e coupl es act urm.atur~'J.y formal 

Smiling stiffly 

Uttering proper pl atitudes 

I thin.½: 'rle could do without r,roms 

The money put into them 

Could rT8.-1"X'ent f;reater satisfaction 

if rmt into chari t-.t 

The hours s:pent in preparation 

Could be useQ for thouG,i:J.t or love 

or fightill(;; the uer on peace 

Proms are 'Wasted hours 

With only crumbs to oheri sh 

J..nd lo~ves to store in the Pendora' s oox 

of your nind 

But I want to go . ; ~ 

Will you go ~ith me ? 



She a.rove vdtn tbe ee.se 

of a nervous giraffe 

She touched her .foot -~o the brake 

m th the genti1i ty 

of a tw ton hi:9po 

.A:re you nervous ? 

ITo , I lieu , as I slipJ"ed 

beneath the daShboard 

to a:void going tr.:rough the 'lti..ndo'l7 

I twisted my rine 

and nervously awe.ited. t he moment 

Tila.t she would puli the key 

f r or.1 the ignition 

Safe : I 'l'iould smile 

And say than.1< s . 



Peter, you should hav.e 

11eited 

I wot,ld have stayed 

end held your hand 

As the train passed 

I '17ould have reaci 

another story 

Played en.other game 

J3ut you had to live your life 

alone 

Until you lost your chance 

to lNe 

At allu, 



Don' t smile as if notr1..ing' s hE\.:!_)pened 

Don't ask me hou I ' ve been 

Don I t salt the wounds that time 

he.s not begun to heal 

When you left, you took e. pa.rt o!'. me with you 

Pain has filled the g&!) it left 

It ' s not me anymore 

Leave me alone, please 

The few pleasant months ue 1ve shared 

Eave left me with a hu:rden of heartache 

The snow is cold. 

But it he:" more to offer me 

T'nen you; 



T O S AY 

People 

Places 

Things 



-

The lov.e that I na¥e felt ••• that I have 

ac.c.epted and g:i. ven has me 1 ted • ., • co alesc.ed. 

into one great love •• . the love of li£e.:; 

of people •• • I have no mends and yet I 

cam love every person. . • I am the grass 

on which you1v;e tread ••• the f lower 

whose petals have heen plucked. .... I am 

not me •.• I am you ••• I love because you 

lov:e. .. J; am eJ.i ve to day. • • I li v.e.d 

yesterday; •• eternity is the span of 

1 . £ - ."t:"' my -2 .e • o'-o-



~eopl e 



'l'\-10 closed doors 

sealed by an ominous lock 

Sealed by m.sdo;rr 

Bnd hy pain 

Small openings let only 

sound 

1mcl air 

ponetr 1;1.te 

No light cen ever toUW1 

mthin 

un"Gil a key does turn 

tnct silent lock 

Until those doors 

reach un.to . God 

.And unto us 

We ARE those doors, 

i·,i;y fnJienO:! • ; 

II 



Lonely people are specie:L ~eople 

I kno,1 

Lonely people see tho grass 

Hce.r the m.nd 

Feel the sunts uarmth 

md recognize other lonely people 

I know 

Lonely people sit in. corners 

Bug pillows 

Hear the echo of unsoothed sobs 

I knor. 

Lonely people cry about things they don1 t feel 

For reasons they don ' t knou 

You can ask me about lonely !)E!Oplo 

I know. 



There you sit 

I knov not your name 

T'.aough it lies behind a well of secrecy 

P .G. on a e;old band 

I \7onder 'tihat thoug}::t's ere rww.ing 

Beneath the gold t hat binds your eyes 

Your sun..-touched pen 

Scratches silently on smooth mtl te lines 

Words 

That tomorrow you may not remember 

Or care about 

Your voice 

Sounds 

What lies behind them 

May be different 

I don' t know 

I only know that you are one 

Of the !llaze 

Knonn as life. 



So sadl y she sits 

Wi th life ' s weight upon her shoulders 

With tea.rs that refuse to fall 

And a smile hidden 

beneath the yea:r ' s frown 

Eer eyes look longingly at the WOllld 

And c=y out for help 

.Aroung he:.:- the silence deafens 
.. 

. A.nd 110 one cares. 



r 

I went to live ray life alone 

I say 

And given time 

I could present 

A million logical reasons : 

There's too much of life to live 

Too much to do 

There ' s no such thimg as love 

You nod your head 

not in understanding 

or ap:-eemen t 

Just en empty nod 

I 1n happy being alone 

I say 

To a cold, turned back 

And as the door closes 

I bury my head 

i n the lush softness of a pillow 

.A.nd cry. 



Places 



T'!lere isn 1 -t much io sey 

about an empty room 

Except that it is empty 

And cold 

For empty is the ahscence of uarmth 

.A,., d da;rl<:: 

For empty ia. the absence of li~t 

And quiet 

For empty is the absence of sound 

And Empty 

For ali that an empty r oom i s 

Is empt;i~ 



W'ner e ere you 

a sks the sky 

6f the sun 

T"ne TTOr ld i s gray . 

Where e....-r-e you 

asks tb.e moon 

Of the s t arn 

The night is emp·l;y. 

Where are you 

asks the sea 

Of foe sand 

T"ne waves are s till . 

'\7here are you 

asks the lonely 

Of the lover 

The eyes are e."ll:9ty. 

i7ne:r-e are you ? 



I I 

11 

Th.in.gs 



The swing 

Back and forth 

T'nrough the empty night 

moved. the swing 

of ice blue metal 

Without e. sound 

it slid through t he frigid air 

As if r eeching for something 

just b-eyond its grasp 

With every forward motion 

it lost another inch of ho~e 

in. the starless, empty cbill 

Un.til it stopped 

Never lmoi'ling of the joy 

beyond; 



.A single empty vri_nd.ow 

Wi t hin a coalition of gray screens 

_ii.lone 

four stories abovG lif e 

Three above the living 

Empty and. searching 

The blood red bricks 

around it 

.P.xe no different 

no less regular 

Tb.an t hose a sten below 

or above 

The air whispers silently throu,6~ 

the non-existent strands 

of silvery metal 

Ti1e cold wH te hand 

beneath it 

does not ohenge 

To t eke on the black 

of t he d.Jcying day 

or t he dulling gold 

of the fading sun 

, · 

I , 



No f ace stares 

from t De emptiness 

- 1 .. • 

1'i2. i;lll.ll 

Wo probing eyes 

reach out 

from behind the blindness 

I:1o thi ngness p:t'evails . 



It's funny how Tiords spoken in jest 

or innocence 

Can cause pain 

lio~ a frozen snile 

Cen cover hurt 

but not cure it 

How love can be spoken of 

and needed 

But never had 

Row peo:ple can use words as sr.rords, glances as bullets 

stares as :poisen 

_tmd then cry out 

for the need of peace 

It ' s fum:iy how so raany peo~le 

hav.e so I!!.8llY t hings 

And no tine to value then 

Ron so Il12ny people act like 

so !D.2.ny othe? peo~le 

And hoe.st unioueness 



It ' s funny how so many people 

buy so much 

-~d want so much oore 

. .t..nd never have anything 

With so meizy f unny things i n life 

Wby i s no one laugh'lmg ? 

II 



I 

I 

l 

T O 11
: G R R O ii 



The wo:bl d is peace£~ 

in its hushed glory 

Autumn has come 

to each leaf 

And wi 11 soon r each 

every blade of r,ras s 

The wind h:a-.n grown chill 

3ut soft sill 

I t soot~es ~e e.cbes 

of l oneliness 

And echoes 

in the empty places 

Leaves fell from 

fuelhr secure branches 

to join the nind 

And hands reach for the security 

of other hands 

.P_ lone path ,rinds 

across the remains of yesterday 

Jmd I ' ll follow it 

this Autumn day 

Alone ••• 

IJ 



I am not quite sure who 

I will dedicate my last words to 

Maybe t hat friend who told me 

she cared one night 

.And the indifference that followed 

Thet was the final straw 

Of ltzy' trying 

Caring TTords followed b;y- indifference 

soft smiles and then laughter 

Once m;y hack 'Was turned 

Needing and being needed vd thout fulfillmen..t 

simultan.eously 

Didn't make things better 

I would have had my ch'eem 

one dey: 

All the fine things in life 

that began with the lov:e 

I couldn I t admit to needing 

.And then grew 

to qu.iet dinner s by candlelight 

With the finest bone china 

and c.rystal 



A.1'.1.d a house on the8dunes 

with long walks 

By the e"\.rer-turbulent sea 

An.cl flying through the sand 

t hat tried 

To keep my kite strings do'l'T.a 

I w.iiated a . farrdly 
'•,j 

built on love 

Cultivated by caring 

I wanted so badly 

t hat d.a;y-

},nd all the aching days which followed:_ 

I want it still 

And. knom ng that it just can~ t be 

.And words whioh mel~e its fsl<ery oh so perrrranent 

Didn1 t g:i.Ye me 

anything to live for 

..A..nd so I died 

I am now just another face; ; ; 

Empty; 



Pride gets in t he way 

Sometimes 

But it' s ok ay 

If it can stop you 

from se._;....-j_ng the wrong things 

At the wrong times 

Or even the rig..~t things 

At the wrong times 

If it can make you turn awey 

from a sly word 

And cover pain 

If it can protect you 

from the l s.ugnter 

that always folloi7s 

sonetiw.es 

But it' s vrhen pride comes. between friends 

And between sof t words 

and smiles 

\llhen it causes the pain 

rather then lessening it 



\Th.en it gets in the uey 

of vii'la.t should have been 

.A lifetime of love 

That i t ous t b e given up 

at any cost 

Tomorrow ? 



This is the end 

of this book 

of this minu-te 

of this yeriod o= cy life 

As I close tbis book 

I close tbe doer 

on idealic dreams 

on false hopes 

Yes , t hi s is the end 

But tomorrow holds a new beginning 

new hopes 

neu dreams 

.And, perhaps, a new me • . , 
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