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Why is it?
Why is it I never know the rules?

Why is it I stand there looking like a fool?

Why is it I’m neither too short, nor too tall?

Why is it I’ve reached an all time low?

Should I have to go with the flow?
Or shall I just wait until I’m in the know?

Why is it I never get told?

Do they just expect me to fold?

Sometimes, I just find them too damn cold.

Why is it I search for the answer?

It’s not as if I lie there and flounder

Behind those who hang out with the founder.

So I say this to you, the reader:

Do not care about this poem’s metre,

Just be yourself and remain your own leader.
