i'm too busy to write poems anymore.

children, 

wife,

jobs,

the rent,

more excuses,

another thing to fix,

the roof is leaking,

the floor is swishing,

someone ate the key lime pie.

did i mention that

there is just absolutely

no more time for me to write a poem?

i have too many places to be,

not enough time to be stationary and

thinking wandering, wobbling thoughts

that crash around like a mini dodge ball 

game in a bumper car rink,

and it is gonna stay that way for some time.

even if i do find the time to 

write a single, small solitary poem,

what am i gonna write about?

what would be more interesting that all 

my activities that keep me from writing?

what in the world would someone want to know about me?

maybe it's not about the time,

but more that the mirror just isn't refracting

what need to be shone upon a strange set

of eyes.

so, i just wanted to let you know

that i'm not gonna be using any of my time

to construct poetry.

i will have to weave together my fictitious

basket with flimsy, silly string and hope

to catch cartoon fish, 

because my real basket is just too full of 

shit that keeps me away from these pages that

cringe for some good, rabid poetry.

good bye,

whoever you all were for all of these minutes and

words,

but i just don't have any time for poetry.

do you?
