this is just fine.


i like it,   okay.....let's begin:


it's already past midnight--meaning has lost its reason-


outside is death, frigid-barren season.


This poets been lost for a while,


caught up in a flytrap of mundacity,  forgetting my whole style-


my sense of mischief, my air of aloofness, my giggling absurdness-


You see, some time ago I became an adult, it slipped right on in-


It dawned on me once the  terrible boredom set in, 


the ache to do some foolishness.


I am no longer young.  I've been mourning this loss, for a while


now its time to reconcile


What ever shall I do? 


I'll get back to you-


after I think this through


and through


it just feels unjust, 


unfair


that I should be caught so unaware...





