
Hard to see tomorrow

Its hard to see tomorrow when most of what you hoped for is in the past

There’s a haunting and wasted time spent searching

Time is not your friend when their is more time behind you than in front

Making your time fill up because you are afraid of being empty

Pacing the cage as the song goes

Watching carefully for something like joy or even peace

Children’s laughter, suddenly beautiful flowers and music make you tear

This is the time when you find the rhyme with your rhythm and the reason

Holding brushes and guitars and feeling the loss 

Finding out that tomorrow is a less interesting time than today

Good food, music and art fill some of the gaps 

Its hard to see tomorrow when most of what you wished for came true

We are not alone just because we haven’t found each other yet

This time is investment in the next time, a story waiting to be told

Growing used to pain and forgetting what pleasure is like 

Afraid of being numb and lost, more than dead and mourned

Picking up, putting down, things started, songs unsung and books unread

Walking hard in sunset, sleeping through to sunrise not quite

A dog’s smile and cocked head gives you gifts unimagined 

Its not the same as life but it will do till one comes along.

