ANOTHER VANISHED WHISKEY REALIZATION LIST

the other morning

my lovely wife said

right after waking from

a night of light brown whiskey

that she had all but forgotten

each one of her genius realizations.

i assured her that this happens

to everyone. 

all the new, fresh, hidden,

undiscovered nuggets of this reality

hit you when you brain is in no

position to write them down,

or unable to get into a position

to write them down,

so you wait in you new found

liquid strength and vow to commit

to paper and talk about the next day.

it doesn't happen.

this has gone down so many times

with me that i just laugh while 

tickling my short-term subconscious

brain just wondering how many ideas

will stack up before i start

shouting them out in the middle of 

the night while sleep talking.

the grand notion from this 

morning after forgetting is that it

perpetuates the species. 

we don't want to remember the next day,

do we?

come on.

isn't that why we drink in the first 

place?

if we remembered all of our realizations

in the morning we would all turn into 

a bunch of boring, sober, egomaniac,

know-it-all prics and we just don't want

to face all of that.
