Dylan Thomas
I opened my heart to the wrong kind of people,
I lived…and sadly learned,
Once bitten twice shy…by the truth or a lie,
All too often…my fingers were burned.

I knew hearts that were shallow,
And minds that were fallow,
And everything quite between,
Still awkwardly learning life’s lesson,
In a place I should never have been.

I laughed, and I cried…I fought, and I tried,
To make sense of the choices I made,
All too often…I wanted to run for the hills,
But for all the wrong reasons…I stayed.

Every twist, every turn had a lesson to learn,
I became quite a scholar…it’s true,
Lust just isn’t love…and heavens above,
To settle for less will not do.

I put up and shut up with less than my worth,
On occasion was stuck in a rut,
But somewhere here’s a door that lays open,
As you sit behind one that seems shut.

Precious time I have wasted on people,
Who never invested in me,
But you know what they say about people today,
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If I could just bottle the answers,
If I could lend my eyes to the blind,
I would tell them that time waits for no man,
If you wait it may leave you behind.

Don’t wait for the day opportunity knocks,
Don’t settle for what’s incomplete,
Don’t daydream of sunnier weather,
As you sit there on stormy street.

Go out there and look for your Rainbow,
Don’t stand still getting wet in the rain,
Every pan has a lid…and I’m telling you kid,
These days…they will not come again.


