Creativity

Searching high to wide round corners of the mind

Flashing brilliant schemes my canvass to paint.

Now keyboard where fingers seek letters they find

Translating visions of word artistry quaint.

Fitful process, filled with words chosen wrong,

Lines obscure in meaning and without force,

Searching for that exact phrase that plays my song,

Pulling hair and stroking chin must run this course.

Give it up!  You idiot!  Can’t hit the right note,

Creating verse you’d think would fall like snow,

But tortuous sessions then view what’s wrote

Ah, the beauty of agony now in poem doth flow.
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