On June 2nd, nothing happened.

I didn’t die, I didn’t fly, I didn’t get high.

I didn’t fall in love, I didn’t get dumped. 

I didn’t get hired or fired, nothing in my fridge expired,

and nothing I drank made me wired.

Nothing burned down, no one got hurt,

not a soul spilled a drop on my pants or my shirt.

No death notices came, no babies were born,

none of my instruments were dropped, damaged or torn.

Nothing came all day long, I didn’t get strong 

or weak,

the outlook didn’t turn bleak, 

the future gave me no peek.

I didn’t see my fate, or plan any dates,

I didn’t speak with a flair, I didn’t have to act like I cared.

I felt little at all, because I was numb,

the nothingness spread over me and made me succumb.

I didn’t regret any stupid mistakes,

no risks were taken, no emotions were faked.

The only other thing that comes to my mind-

is a memory of another day, when true love I did find.

I remembered that time- so sublime in my life-

full of hope, full of light,

and I pondered the sight

of your glowing delight upon feeling the height

of my heart come to life.

Today nothing happened, but I remembered the past.

Its funny how long strong emotions will last.

But why does it all have to fade to black so fast?
