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                                  Poem to End it all - 230
This may not help you at all, but
I am compelled to say that you must write and
write right away.

Write over the wrongs that your mind is reminding you of.

Those plagues of constant, re-enforcing doubts which cripple the ripples of
pure streaming thoughts, those taunts which for so long
both equally haunt and egg you on too - to speak as you want.
Beat back also, to a scramble, the naysayers and the dull, evil crowds that
sharpen their chants into blade-fisted recants, all crisp and cut to a monotone.
For too quickly too, they have thrown judgment on you. And while whiling away all the while, and perhaps with a smile, they hone their stale rants to dissuade or disown you from voicing those words your own mind has made true.
Make skattle and skiddle.

Let the last become middle and riddle the reader

a bleeder or piddle.

It should concern you not.

Gleaning a meaning may matter to some matter

But consider the flatter if it lies on a platter,
all gooey with solids and chewy with splatter.
What do you get from eating those brains with your eggs?

A horse that don’t hunt or a train without legs,
but that too, may be good for a blather.

I say there is no way wrong, or better still, no right way to call into question

what is thought of in the straight-a-ways of those long-running hallways
that meander and philander in all the this ways and that ways of the mind

all basted unchaste, too terrible to taste, and yet, just too damn scrumptious to waste.
Run on, run-on, and run on. Gallop and skip or go hopping if you will, but get to those places where comfort makes haste like a train racing blind down a hill.
