
Wheel of Fate

I’ve spun the wheel a couple too many times, my love.

It was never by happenstance.

I desperately needed a chance.

My fable, coping mechanisms at best,

Just enough to keep me out of bed.

I asked if you were here in the room with me,

If I would finally see you.

It spun to yes a couple of times,

And I beamed with foolish joy,

Though I ignored a couple of no’s

That spun along the way.

I don’t know what your game is.

I only hope the weight of wanting you

Doesn’t crush me

Before I reach whatever waits

On the other side of this wall.

They say yer blues make you a soulful artist.

I yearn for you like Lennon did for Ono.

I only hope to see you

Before I grow hopeless and cynical,

Like the artist who never got to make art.

I am stuck in this existential dread,

So I fall into dreams as often as I can.

I want to believe in abundance,

Though sometimes I’d rather go blind.

Your face is full of question marks.

I hope to unravel you day by day.

I know I don’t want ye for money nor for fame.


