Thinking

Lying on my bed,

Remembering what they said,

Trying to put the pieces together,

Wondering where to head.

The road has many bumps and hills,

Who knows what’s round the next bend’

This is a lonely highway.

Is it the start or is it the end.

This bed offers me comfort from life’s choices,

I lye here thinking or just forget it all,

I look in the mirror, I don’t know.

Is it really me staring right back,

