Soap and My Life

Dropping soap in the toilet warrants

Lots of slipping shoving gesturing

Finding tracking sweeping and the 

Damn slippery stuff slides from one

End of a room to another in

Near hysterical fits of teleportation silently

Loudly screaming the torment of a soul.

And once again you scamper about in futile fits

Chase this skating entity, nails clawing

Groping fingering sourcing shredding dancing

But seemingly playing about with this 

Polished, impeccable, oh-so-hard-to-reach reality

A fantasy plays in your head about being

Able to shower again amidst strains of 
J Lo humming in your ear.

Suddenly a whirlwind of an individual swims

Seemingly covered in suds to view

Mumbling grumbling bumbling rambling

Lamenting why can’t you use Clairol’s Herbal Essence

Can’t slip, don’t waste your time with this dang piece 

Of –squish-, so use Johnson Baby’s and quit whining.

Thanks mum

I think I would prefer to grope tirelessly endlessly for the soap of my life

Rather than borrow and rub deep into myself the Ginvera of your existence.
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(This poem is done with respect to the shampoo and soap companies involved)

