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J awake ene monning and thought abiout
all the wads

T won't be abile to follow because theve
isn't time; all the things J won't do becauwse
my strength is wunning out.

J will have begun everything but be
unabite to finish anything.

J dan't fnow whether

T should wun lifke mad and fide from
these daxk theughts- -ax micrascepe them to
dissect veality fram fantasy.

What happened ta middle age?
T seem to have skipped fram young te
ald.
Whene is that centerfold of prime time
J counted on te fulfill all my dveans?

Jn the planning, semeway, J (ost teday.
Temevows disappeared into the past
tense without the sense of having lived them.

By Leana Frances Chay

The face that staves back at me in the
mirier has already dene its living - - but
when? Wheve was I when it happened?

JIn panic, J want to take a hammer and
nail and impale this moment, wight now,
today, immaoveabile, befove it gets away.

J want te guasp the hands of the ticking
clock, feeling its thuob as the whythm of my
cwn heaxtbeat, and fold the hands from
advancing.

Juumttaataptﬁeswtmatayattwm
all day and feep the shadews fram
lengthening. But J don't hnow the way.

T have the NOW and anly that. T must
endow this moment with Cife and joy and not
destey its intvinsic value with the enticing
decoy of waiting fox tomaenwew and planning
te bovvow by installments all of its illusive
days te do my living then - - anly to lose
them again. &
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