
I am a peculiar man
I know

At best a tirade of creative warmth
Is part of me

At worst
I am so far withdrawn

Into a private sort of hell
And constantly I am looking how to bridge the gap

And crawl back out onto the ledge of sanity and growth.

My work restricts me to the middle class
Professionally that is

And here I strive to stay alive
Nor be consumed nor overwhelmed

Each conversation that I have now drives me mad
Each person who would with me speak

Becomes a threat
Exposes me to scrutiny and pain

Requires of me to dig within the offal of my brain
And spout the right response

Each meeting is a measured guarded thing
A slight remark evokes a chain of typical retort

That with the awful weight of someone else's presence next to mine
I feel I rush and botch

Then look back on
And as I watch the words to see if they are right

I'm analyzing how they hit or fit or fare
The stream of conversations held like this

Is massive over time
Almost impossible to bear.

Almost impossible to bear


