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Pent-up emotions p.3
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Pent-up emotions p.4

So you see: when  all the friends of my youth put an end to their
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-mo tions. Pent-up emotions p.5
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Pent-up emotions p.6
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PENT-UP EMOTIONS

Apathy.
Days in a daze without end
As | hazily drift on my way.
All that is left if the feel of my lips
Which are sealed till I can say.
Is it me?
Where is the man with the plans
That have finally vanished clean away,
Or have they gone to rest
In another space-time dimension of dissension?

Fantasy.

When | was young all my thought
Lay among the ideals I held tight.
Far from the world with a banner unfurled
| would preach into the night.
Certainty.

How everything was so easy to put right
If only we would fight,

But it was not to be,

For the years outlived my revolution.

They said that my idealistic nature was only a passing phase,
That | would come to see sense,
Prefer to sit on the fence,
That 1 would realise soon
There's so much | would never understand.
So many things in our lives
Demand compromises and sleighs of hand.

S0 you see,
When all the friends of my youth
Put an end to their caring concern,
Now that the grounds of resistance
Are gone and won't return,
Suddenly,
I'm left alone and unknown
And bereft of the dreams
For which | yearn,
Floating on through the years,
But I'm still true to my views and notions
With pent-up emotions.



Hence my apathy.
Days in a daze without end
As | hazily drift on my way.
All that is real is the feel of my lips
Which are sealed till I can say.
Is it me?

Where is the man with the plans
That have finally vanished clean away,
Or have they gone to rest
In another space-time dimension,
A dimension
Of dissention,

New dimension.



