
      Thankful for Your Hands


      

      
      
         Mom always wanted me to get something done.  

She wanted to teach me to do it myself.  

“You're a lazy, crazy child,” she would say.  



Mom always complained I never got anything done.  

Mom would then pull me by the ear.  

Mom would definitely threaten to spank my rear.  



She got smart or at least found how to be smarter.  

She got this idea in her head.  

She found a way to make it fun.  



“You are going to get it done.”  

“You are going to do it yourself.”  

“You are going to break it down into parts.”  



At first I thought it was stupid.  

Second thought was I just want her off my back.  

Thirdly there was no thought other than breaking it down.  



It really worked.  

Little too well you did say.  

Over time I dialed back the wackiness.  



Just for you.  



Hence, my love, going to show you how to carve this great big turkey.  

Next, my sweet treat, going to show you how to eat the parts of the bird.  

Lastly, my honey bun bunny, going to show you how to get out of doing dishes.  



Heh, what's that over there?  
      

      
   
      Haven't Got Halloween Out of My System Yet


      

      
      
         We gather here friends today 

To pay tribute to this witch 

Which I had to badly, sadly, to slay 

Because her aliment got switched 



She was a landlord to me first 

And a great friend to me second 

But as a friend she wasn't the worst 

Yet if I had to really reckon 



You jerks cause her to change

With your warlock magic 

That made her or me deranged 

Your deaths are not going to be tragic 



Stomp, stomp, stomp  

You monsters knew 

Whomp, whomp, whomp 

You'll get what's coming to you 



I'll eat your bloody spleen 

While you still alive in pain 

Because I'm just that mean 

And not because I'm insane 



Though insane I am 

But on this orb your dirty deed is recorded 

BLAM, BLAM, BLAM 

Yet now here you are awarded 



Oh what a mess now 

Oh great she wasn't dead 

Oh boy she's going to have a cow 

Oh god she going to have me beheaded 



I really, really, really messed up  

Then again they did have it coming 

Though it's hard to tell when you are this boozed-up 

Maybe to the witch I should be forthcoming?  



Nah, instead I'll make them into spooky, scary skeletons 

I'll just clean the goop off the frame 

Make sure to glue them all with gelatin 

Only then will bare bones remains 



Oh no, the witch awakens 

All the carnage now she sees it 

She's going to have my bacon 

Time to cheese it! 
      

      
   
      The Mockery of Intent


      

      
      
         And so! The vision bursts with welcome sight!

The paths in vast perfusion swirl with light,

And each sings of the fruits one might attain

From swift pursuit with bold and fevered brain

To pin the thoughts to paper. Though profuse,

And though there may be much to put to use,

I cannot run all traces to the ground,

So I set out by instinct, wits and sound

To write the course as rude skill may acquaint,

All fitted into rows with tight constraint!

Here sense is hobbled by a metric crime,

And this gold thought is blinkered by the rhyme.

So many murders merge into the draft

As art is rudely filtered by the craft.

Thus here it stands, for better or for ill;

I glimpsed a star, and uttered just a pill.
      

      
   