I Want to Do about a Million Things but its Just Not Happening 

Such a short life, only 100 years
Can I be the vessel for the end to my fears

Forever and always in the palm of my hand

I see it unfold as I watch it expand 

All that I want I bang on the head 

Still nothing but silence greets me instead 

I shout out the words but no echo returns

My reply is the quiet that singes and burns

How can it be, time is wasting away? 

Saving the world is not going to wait

Still nothing says go, just wait and sit down 

Bursting at the britches to run into town 

Desires grab hold and I’m pulled to the earth

This heavenly feeling of sweeping the dirt 

Battered and bruised and thrown through the glass

The shards are all scattered, reflective on grass

Damn you posidean, the time it is now

Twenty one years I’ve been living in doubt 

Drop me into a well, I’m ready to go 

Leave me all shaven as I drown in the slow 

No way to go forward, I’m stuck in this place

The pencil drawn lines all start to erase

