The Clearing

This morning brought the same old thing.
Dew drops Like the wedding ring.
The musty scent of old perfume.
tnstde out from this white tomb.

warm wmy hands on the heater vent.
My soul ts cold, borderline dement.
Repeat, repeat, it's ground hog day.
My tears ruwn dry like a dog astray.

(n the clearing,
Minus tomorrow.
(n the clearing,
The play ends in sorrow.
(n the clearing,
No whispering.
(n the clearing,
As Captain Blithering.

Awnother day of the same old shit.
Nearly there, sutelde commtt.
Eundless miles and faceless pity.
Just leave me there in Pacific City.

( never found the missing piece.
"r,szow grcasc

The ooLors faole to black.
tn the clearing,




