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Sometimes the right words are difficult to find,

To capture a feeling, a place and a time.

The depth of our language facilitates expression,

But it's simply no match for life's rich procession.

Try as I may to describe with great zeal,

The things that I wish for, the things that I feel,

I'm limited, not only by the words I have chosen,

But by waiting till the last minute to start my composin'.

My problems began when I tried something new.

A brief poem to honor the departing James Liu.

I labored to produce a few verses sublime,

Who knew this would start my artistic decline?

For what began as simple poetic expression,

Quickly became a department's obsession.

Before long they wanted a new poem each time,

And god help me if one of my lines didn't rhyme!

The pressure kept building, lunch after lunch.

How could I satisfy this poem-rabid bunch?

I'd work through the night, sweating out each letter,

Only to hear "not bad, but your last one was better".

Then came more requests and ensuing frustration

"Could you possibly write one for our next celebration?

Please have it ready by half past nine.

A tribute to transistors would be simply divine."

Now perfect poetry cannot be manufactured,

And the feelings of an artist are easily fractured.

You expect me to produce poems out of thin air

Likening my art to your soft and hardware.

Unlike invention, poems are mostly inspiration.

They are the end product of intense concentration.

You struggle to craft stanzas and metaphors arousin',

Only to be asked "Can you write one about ISO 9000?"

As your colleagues toil to troubleshoot the TLEM,

You secretly polish your next literary gem.

You dream of a future full of praise and plaudit,

Then Jane asks "Could you write one about my husband Rawbit?"

Now the truth can be told, I can finally confess.

I am moving to Columbus to escape all this stress.

The vet school story was quite fabricated,

The truth is I'm artistically unappreciated.

So if you like poems and with words you are clever,

Think twice before pursuing this endeavor.

A poem is a dangerous thing to create

For a life in Columbus could also be your fate!

