To Think

‘Tis a painful process

To engage the grayer cells.

Anxiety will sure ensue

If not ringing any bells.

One sits engaged

In pensive reconstitution,

Searching for that elusive pulse

That completes my inquisition.

Where did I hear it?

Or was it read in books?

That thing that so bewitches now

Has got me by my hooks

Come on! You stupid thing,

You cannot run and hide.

You’re stored up there within my brain

Hope not too many cells have died.

Calm required,

Now just relax

And let it flow right out,

For there it is

That simple thought

Has finally come about.
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