Bottled Up

Wiy do the tears never fall?

Why do tears not shed?

Locked behi nd bars

They are not the prisoners

Al l owed to wander free

Yet aching to hel p they stand-al one
A reuni on, a wedding, a funeral

The eyes are filled wet to the brain
Her tragedy — her pain

Dry |like the desert

Locked up — where’s the key?



