
      Enforced Conformity


      

      
      
         The grass blades all reach for the Sun,

Come my mower, and they are undone.

At the end, I espy

One tall blade I passed by,

So I bend and I yank that last one.



So here all the lawns flat and green

Find their place in a communal mean.

Though the scene is aflood

With grass juice and bug blood,

The result is pronounced to be clean.


      

      
   
      Dead Tired


      

      
      
         Arthritis, myopia, rhinovirus  

Sickness, pain, madness  

Why bother go though this again and again?  

 

Aspirin, acetaminophen, ibuprofen  

Water, tea, broth

Why not struggle and be a man?  



My checks are flushed  

Achiness, heat, here and there

As my spirits are crushed 

Crankiness, cold, breathing the air  



All I would have to do is go outside 

Put on a weak smile

Could spread this awfulness wide 

Wouldn't take much guile  
      

      
   