jack of all shits

my wife and i were talking the 

other day,

and as i scanned over 

my life of camelion careers,

job choices,

creative jaunts,

i realized that i likely won't 

ever receive a lifetime achievement award,

honorary ph.d 

or other honors for a lifetime of 

work in one craft.

my caroline mentioned 

a fortune she unwrapped from a cookie

warning her to be a jack of all trades,

parceled out into too much stuff.

and that's what i am after 33 years on earth.

from a produce clerk,

broadcasting hopeful,

radio jock,

journalist,

marketer,

desktop publisher,

database designer,

trainer,

speaker,

painter,

photography,

poet,

waiter,

technician,

youth worker,

the list goes on.

into my neck with disciplines,

i ingest the 'careful what you wish for'

everyday i jump into my jolly car for another work

day.

and know that my main job is really at home,

and doing what i need to do that will 

cultivate my family existence.

so as the rest of the world toils for a good pension,

honors in their lifelong pursuit of one profession,

i'll be the guy serving coffee at the event

wondering how all those bald heads got to be so still,

pale and dedicated to one thing.

and i think i would go insane if i had to think about 

doing one thing all the time,

every day,

without fail.

and it forces me to want to pick up a guitar,

film a movie,

climb a mountain,

start a new business,

wait tables again.

and as the crowd applauds loudly for the nameless

person receiving a handshake and a plaque,

i turn off the lights on something else

as the sun blasts over my new

trade.
