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nobody knows 
 

 

I forget to remember how 

once upon a sometime 

in a far someplace I was 

something to someone 

somewhere there where 

I thought I felt I was 

somebody 

 

if anybody at anytime 

is anything to anyone 

anywhere at all . . . 

 

in your eyes 

a mirror 

reflects the shadow, 

in your heart 

a labyrinth 

reveals the secret, 

in your voice 

an echo whispers 

maybe, maybe, maybe . . . 

 

a choice- 

this or that – 

and then, 

in the end  

 

all paths lead to never-never land 

 

every time I awake 

in a dream all alone, 

everywhere is nowhere, 

and here where I see 

nothing in everything, 

I think I feel I am 

nobody 
 

 


