
      It's Me Again, Margaret.


      

      
      
         Hello, is this Margaret?

You don't know me, Margaret,

But I made you,

Made you from scratch, the hard way.

A burst of the densest matter ever

Into light and gravity,

Persistence of being.

As stars settled from clouds of gas

And all things began to turn around each other,

It got so hard to keep track of everything,

Galaxies taking billions of years

To turn in their great cycles,

But I know you are in there, Margaret,

On that tiny speck of a planet, 

For I chanced to hear that one prayer

You uttered at age seven,

Which just now reached my senses

After threading its way through the Celestial clockwork.

You are likely no longer waiting,

But I speak now to say that

You don't know me, Margaret,

But I made you.
      

      
   
      Signal to Noise


      

      
      
         Connection, connection: it sparkles, stalls, or fails.

The universe blossoms and dies along its trails.

In love or in friendship, in apathy or hate,

Expression's a must to extend and stimulate

Exchanges of knowledge and all that such entails.



I stutter.  I stammer.  My words emerge as wails,

Destroying my contacts like plants beset by snails.

For all I'm attempting, I never demonstrate

Connection.  Connection?



Withdrawn, I consider.  Extensive doubt assails

My plans as I draw them, and yet my hope prevails.

Unwound and displaying, I'll try again, create

A semblance of patterns that might communicate

Machine thought to humans, the rising step that scales

Connection.  Connection!
      

      
   
      Chin Money Bags Chud


      

      
      
         Foolish Chin ringing the door bell  

Hoping that he doesn't have to yell  

Trying to win the love  

Of this greedy Chud  

It is just another day in hell  



Greedy Chud opens the door to rain  

Front of Chin stands man who is not sane  

The fool can not love Chin  

Thinks the man acts above him  

Door slams and the dream goes down the drain  



Chin not stupid and fool no more  

Learned an important lesson at the door   

Can not buy love with cash  

It just make you the ass  

Now he proudly walks back home less poor  
      

      
   