When It All is Done

I have wished in winter,

I have wished in spring,

I have watched the stars,

I have seen the sun.

Yet they're all out of reach,

Well beyond my grasp,

I have reached for all,

I have captured none.

Who can catch tomorrow?

What it is, I still can't say,

Filled with pain and sorrow,

Wait another day.

Who can hold the morning?

Gather all you can.

Still you will have nothing

When it all is done.

Heff Munson, July 1971

