Writing #2 


I recline belly down,
feet kicking in the air.
A pillow underneath
eases aches in my back.

The smell of India
soothes my soul,
but my brain
is having constipation.

I just lie here
comfortable in my underwear.
"What to write?"
"What to say?"

I have not been able to do this
for two weeks or so.
Nothing inspires.
Nothing talks to me.

The power of the pen has slipped from my grasp.
Is this normal?
I do not know,
but hopefully it is temporary. 

