
Stuck?  

 

In life, it would seem, as if stuck in between 

The left and right 

The right and wrong 

Hoping for a sign to lead you along 

Waiting. Watching. Sitting. Staring. 

Keeping patient, growing angry. 

On an office chair, a life in dreams  

Sitting in front of a computer screen 

 

 

Poetry  

 

I don’t get poetry. 

Words upon words upon words. 

To what end? 

To think? 

To feel?  

To hope? 

Then more words with no meaning, 

Words with supposed feeling. 

At least that last one rhymed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Want, Need 

 

It left here 

 

That thing we want 

That thing we need 

That thing, we need! 

Wait, just breathe 

 

It left here 

 

Where to look 

Look, but where 

That thing we need 

That thing we want 

We want that thing 

Need that thing 

 

It left here 

 

Now we’re lost 

Lost, but where?  

That thing we want  

Is everywhere 

 

It left here  

 

Or so we thought  

Or did we think 



That thing we need  

That thing we need! 

 

It left here  

 

The life we lead 

The life we want 

The life we need  

 

It left here  

 

Gone forever  

Forever gone 

 

It left here  

 

 

Act of Futility 

 

To walk the street head down 

Amongst the cracks and crevices 

Amongst the litter and puddles  

Amongst the dirt and dying 

Amongst the hate and cockroaches 

Amongst the lost and lonely  

Amongst all the little wicked things  

That stare back with a glimmer of hope 

Only to be flattened underfoot 

 



To walk the street head up 

Amongst the clouds and sun 

Amongst the leaves and rain 

Amongst the wind and living 

Amongst the love and the birds 

Amongst the found and the joyful 

Amongst all the little decent things 

That avert their eyes with disgust 

Only to ignore your existence 

 

 

The Path 

 

The wind, it glides against the face 

Allowing naught to pass 

The last, following down the path 

Alone, together, the same 

 

The water moves down the back 

Pushing all it through 

The ride winding along the bank  

Together, alone, the same 

 

The dark covers all the soul 

Covering all the world 

The first shadow of the night 

Alone, together, the same 

 

 



The fire brings it all before  

Riding on the light 

Surrounding all that is within 

Together, alone, the same 

 

 


