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What Ever Happened to John? 
 
He was one of us 
when we were young and waiting on tables, 
washing dishes, pouring drinks at the bar, 
carrying baggage through the halls of a faded old resort hotel. 
All of us on our way to somewhere else. 
 
What ever happened to John? 
With his rolled up sleeves and fresh white shirt? 
In the common room at night 
when the last meals were served, the dishes were washed 
and the bar was shut and locked, 
he played guitar and sang 
country ballads and love songs in a velvet tenor, 
till each girl thought he was singing to her. 
He could play any song he heard 
but never even looked at the ones I wrote out for him. 
 
What ever happened to John? 
Who could drive any rig – the big machines – 
But didn’t have a license, never bothered to write the test. 
 
What ever happened to John? 
Who offered his hand when it was needed, 
in his busboy’s jacket, and charmed all the diners 
with sweetness and speed, till they wanted him a waiter. 
But he shook his head; taking orders and writing up bills wouldn’t suit his style. 
 
Whatever happened to John? 
Who didn’t leap to look when the schedule was posted, like the rest. 
He was cool and relaxed in his chair 
“Just tell me when I’m working”. 
He left suddenly one day, fired for missing another shift. 
He didn’t come to say goodbye, or leave a note.  
 
Whatever happened to him through the years? 
For we have learned since then that the world is large and difficult, 
and places are few for such as he. 
I hope that he made out okay. 
I wonder what he is doing today. 
 
 
 
 



Life is a Resume 
 
There are five women at the kitchen table. 
They are writing resumes. 
They are looking for work (looking for jobs, they work hard already.) 
Not even asking for fulfillment or advancement, 
just steady work and a decent pay. 
“We have no skills,” they say, and I look around. 
Between these five they have: 
Fished lobster on the open Atlantic, 
painted houses, 
kept the books, 
designed perfect cross-stitch, 
laid a brick walkway, 
sewed costumes, 
mended clothes, 
risen at 5 am to drive icy roads, 
taught religion, 
sold tickets for charity, 
planned menus, 
cooked dinner for four hundred, 
managed on meager wages. 
They are mothers, they have no profession. 
They do not get paid, their children need them. 
They are looking for jobs, they work hard already. 
 


