
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 another one of those promises made in desperation and hopelessness… 
 
                             today i will leave my self behind 
                                                  the quarrelsome 
                                                  the bad reputation 
                                                  the old enough to have too much past 
                                                  the standing on a dirty corner under lowered lights 
 
                  i promised to break the oars so i could not follow my self 
                                                                              but what can you do about the wind  
                                                                                                                            if it is still in your sails. 
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