now the only thing that's left


is the empty room with cluttered desk.


no room for book and pen and ink,


no room for the thoughts i think


no room, nowhere for me to sink





reduced to pillow on the floor


that's covered with junk and wanting for more


wanting never to be clean


wanting just the same routine


wanting anything but me





sure regression toward the mean


as predicted, 12:15


sitting here alone in thought


sitting here, though i ought not


sitting here in the same spot,


where, always in tears, i rot





tears that soil all that they touch


tears that number a bit too much


a bit too much for me to stand


a bit too much, i can't command 


a bit too much, way out of hand


a bit too much to understand





sit and watch the minute hand


a bit unfair to reprimand.





were not my thoughts so disarrayed


i'd them try harder to convey.


