
 

 

       MORROW 

 

 

When I put this day to bed 

It might as well be late, 

For I will never be the same 

Upon a different date. 

 

A tiny little piece of me 

Will pass within this night 

Along the road to vacancy 

And vanish out of sight. 

 

And when I next will come awake 

And know myself once more, 

I’ll never be so whole again 

And never so secure. 

 

 

 

 
 
             Judy Klimt 


