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I could have been a Doctor, Lawyer, maybe a Teacher. 

Against all odds, I did make it to grade nine, but that's not 

enough. Is it?

I could have told someone, or could I, who would believe 

me?

No one asked, no one wanted to know, no one cared.

What more could I expect?

I could have not jumped out the window that September 

day, but what reason did I have not to?

Pain is pain where ever you are.

I could have gone for help, I don't know, where, help for 

what? 

I should have been past it. If it's broke, drown it. 

I could have kept the many jobs I had, but work and pain don't mix.

They were better oft with out me.

I should have died so many times, why didn't I? 

Such a failure, nothing goes right. 

Try try and try again.

I could have been a lot of things.

I'm not.
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Hands that rock the cradle,made by others.

Hands that would hold the Holy word.

Hands that could reach out with such speed and force.

Hands that were lifted in revered praise.

Hands that slip under my covers late at night.

Hands out stretched to others,saying "I've found the way".

Hands that could make a willow branch move, in so many 

ways.

Hands raised mocking, the Sinners,the Lost.

Hands that hold me in such an intimate way.

The hands that rocked my cradle.
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Soul food, Soul mate, Soul music.

What the soul is going on?

Whatever happened to the heart?

Has the heart been overworked? Is it to full?

Perhap it needs an expansion.

We give our hearts to Jesus, the Devil wants our souls. 

Have they missed something?

We freely give our hearts, but sell our souls.

No matter the state of our hearts, our souls are who we are.

I've never used my heart much, even less my soul.
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The night was cold,the trees bare,the ground hard, I survived.

The need to go downtown for one more fix, I survived.

Strange city, no money, no home. I survived.

Coming to in a van,smashed on its roof. I survived.

Door smashed in, guns drawn, busted. I survived.

More in my life than ever before,but so lonely.

I died.
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I slowly walk down the sidewalk one snowy eve.

Houses are lite up, the Christmas lights shimmer, so bright.

Out of the chimneys the smoke slowly curls in the breeze. 

How snug and happy these people must be on this cold 

winters night. 

Are they aware of their blessings, as they sit around their 

trees

Crossing the street to the Co-op, my home is in sight

There's a warm vent out back, tonight I won't freeze
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No Name
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Dam the bastards that stole my identity.

Am I a no name product, worth less than the rest?

To rip off my label, and hide for ever.

Never to know who I really
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