
      Intubated


      

      
      
         Flipped off like a light

Come to in doubly strange room

Tubes and wires reduce me to numbers

As the saline comes to succor me

In quantum portions

Steady splashless ripples 

To join my inner flow
      

      
   
      Modern Life


      

      
      
         Complacencies chip at my eardrums like nails,

Engraving their patterns as slowly as snails

Or fast as hyenas pursuing their prey,

Attempting to mark me, to make me obey,

To grind me to powder with rages and wails.



The phone when it's buzzing, a sound that impales;

Aggression disguised by the jocular tales

The internet spreads in its righteous display:

Complacencies chip.



Enjoyment? Forget it! In multiple jails,

They lock the apostate who happily fails

But tries it regardless. Impatient, they say,

"Success is the only acceptable way!"

I strive for the daft, for when reason prevails,

Complacencies chip.
      

      
   
      Leek Soup


      

      
      
         Plip

At the lip of the spoon, a swelling

Plop

At the top of the bowl, foretelling

Drip

Of the tip as it quavers, quickens

Tink

In the wink of the eye it thickens

Plink

And the link it extends dimension 

Drop

Til the pop of the surface tension

Bloop

To the soup now the glob descending

Plash

And the splash of the brothy ending!
      

      
   