
      Mind Downside Up


      

      
      
         My crazy ideas have not run dry.  

Mirror warped clearly, see a cracked shell.  

Even though my brain is being fried.  

 

Looked for those people who would buy.  

Hope to hope, that this solution sells.  

My crazy ideas have not run dry.  

 

Talking fast though honeyed lips, was sly.  

The sun beats down, from above, though the well.  

Even though my brain is being fried.  



Bargain accepted, the exchange made nigh. 

Continued my decent into hell.  

My crazy ideas have not run dry.  



Dig, dig, will I ever see the sky?  

This thought now, I can not dwell.  

Even though my brain is being fried.  



Water bursts though the rock with a swell.  

The people cheer for the completed well.  

Proving my ideas have not run dry.  

Maybe my old brain isn't so fried?  
      

      
   
      The Limits of My Inspiration


      

      
      
         I find there is naught

To feed my fires, save the

Cage I built myself.



It is my job now

To end the projects of youth,

Dreams fill the trashcan.



In this moldy box

A beloved teddy bear

I'll never hug again. 



All my cares are stripped,

My paths into the future

Funnel through this point.



Heat curls around bones,

Drinking strength, betraying will

As dear time slips by.



Ignored box for years,

Water crept, black fungus thrived,

Corruptive dust won.



Why should I hide it?

I but come to warn you of

Your own hidden fate.



I shall squander life

As my parents spent their own,

Dying in housetrap.
      

      
   