
      Hoarding Yourself


      

      
      
         A box of puzzle magazines

And half are half filled in,

And tapes, cassette and VHS,

And knick-knacks in a tin,

And all the books I haven't read,

And can't get to before I'm dead.



And all the toys that in my youth

Could gladly fascinate me,

Now lurk in darkness in the stacks

Of boxes that await me.

Sad looming thing that I've become;

What gave me joy now leaves me numb.



I look at all the weighty things

That bow my sturdy shelf,

What is the worth, to thus erect

Museums to myself?

It bears the stink of vanity;

And more when no-one come to see.



I cannot longer bear the weight

That yesterday bequeathed me,

The life that I could live, au fait,

Calls from the ground beneath me.

Step out, away, and none too soon!

Like butterfly from a cocoon

I shed the clutter all astrewn,

And let fresh air bewreath me.
      

      
   
      Lack of Hard Imagination


      

      
      
         "Nine of nine bottles 

You take one down to smash 

Around and around" 

- Redneck Ninja, his ramblings when we tried to get him off the boat.  





So, we're on lake and sailing 

With a good looking men and women 

I'm nervous to all willy, so I have couple of drinks 

Being the bonehead that I am, throw them overboard 

Get my groove on, and we all have good time 

Everything is great until we sail back 

Something hits us from below 

Lo and behold, a hole forms and the water seeps in 

Only one who notices it is me 

I'm still drunk and blame myself 

Figure it was the junk I chucked 

Do the best thing in my state of mind  

Plug the hole with my behind 

You heard me  

With my butt 

And I don't know what 

But I do know we can still sail 

I'm not going to jail 

Hope none is the wiser 
      

      
   
      It's No One's Fault but Your Own


      

      
      
         Writer's block

is your brain being an old battery, 

too full of internal resistance 

to force another idea through it.

The power is all present, 

but there is no illumination.



It is the dam on a stream.

standing against the turbulent water

that surges and bubbles,

tries to flow uphill,

going everywhere, anywhere

except straight through.



It is the fig bar

that gets caught on the last loop

of the spiral in the vending machine,

hanging like the Sword of Damocles,

throbbing with potential energy,

swaying as you curse and jostle

the impassive cabinet.



It is the warm-up poem

that hangs in blankness

with blinking cursor,

until...

       tip, tap, tip

the faucet loosens

and the rattling words flow!
      

      
   
      Tainted Muse


      

      
      
         Staring at this virtual sheet of paper 

Having no clue where to start 

My mind wanders unfocused 

For this task now I have no heart 



All I can see are all the times I tried 

To help other people move forward 

Not because it was the right thing to do 

But to feed my own ego's hunger 



In effect I became part the problem 

And they sit still rotting at best 

And sliding backwards at worst 

For really I've become a pest! 



You know what?  I can say this without cursing 

Because that's the rules, right?  Well now 

Get off you lazy backside you slob 

And throw me to the hounds 



Let them ripe me to shreds 

Then turn and walk away 

If you don't I'll just drag you down 

For each and every day 
      

      
   